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CHAPTER  I. 


PRELIMINARY    NOTICE    OF    THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OF    LADY 

BLESSINGTON. 

There  is  one  thing  well  worthy  of  observation,  and  that 
must  strike  every  person  who  looks  over  the  extensive  cor- 
respondence of  Lady  Blessington,  namely,  the  implicit 
trust  that  was  put  in  her  judgment  and  integrity,  by  the 
most  eminent  men  of  her  time  in  politics,  literature,  and 
art.  Statesmen  of  great  renown  for  wisdom,  judges  and 
grave  lawyers,  men  of  letters  and  science  devoted  to 
philosophical  pursuits,  seem  to  have  had  entire  confidence 
in  her  honour,  discretion,  common  sense  and  kindness  of 
heart  They  communicated  with  her  with  the  utmost 
freedom,  and  evidently  with  a  firm  conviction  that  their 
confidence  would  never  be  abused.  In  their  letters  it  is 
plainly  to  be  seen,  how  fully  sensible  they  were,  the  only 
account  that  confidence  would  be  ever  turned  to  by  Lady 
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Blessington,  would  be  to  promote  peace  where  strife  had 
sprang  up;  to  make  people  who  had  been  estranged  think 
less  unkindly  of  one  another;  and  those  who  were  at 
variance,  disposed  to  consider  that  the  state  of  nature  in 
their  several  pursuits,  was  not  a  state  of  war. 

Lady  Blessington's  correspondents  were  not  of  one  class, 
country,  profession,  or  pursuit;  they  were  of  all  orders  of 
high  intelligence,  of  all  lands,  of  all  positions  ennobled  by 
genius,  of  every  science,  art,  or  walk  in  literature,  or  in 
public  life,  distinguished  for  talent,  or  deserving  in  her 
opinion  to  attain  any  distinction  in  it;  and  there  were  to 
be  found  amongst  them  likewise,  persons  who  had  no  pre- 
tensions to  intellectual  gifts,  or  remarkable  abilities  of  any 
kind,  but  who  possessed  amiable  qualities,  honourable 
principles  and  kindly  feelings,  bookish  people  not  pedantic, 
amateurs  of  art  without  the  airs  of  dilletanti,  travellers 
more  at  home  in  a  desert  than  a  drawing-room,  who  had 
seen  outlandish  places,  and  could  be  drawn  out  a  little  on 
the  subject  of  their  peregrinations,  on  rare  occasions. 

Among  the  correspondents  of  her  ladyship,  we  find 
princes  and  princesses,  authors  and  authoresses  of  all  lands, 
rich  and  poor,  critics,  poets,  politicians,  publishers,  diplo- 
matists, play-actors,  novelists,  ministers  of  state,  lord 
chancellors,  literary  ladies,  peers  of  the  realm,  nabobs  of 
India,  natives  of  Hindostan,  hidalgos  of  Spain  of  "thirteen 
grand-fathers;"  descendants  of  ancient  Irish  kings,  and 
gentlemen,  in  fine,  of  no  ancestors  at  all,  renowned  in 
literature,  art,  or  science. 

The  lady  who  was  engaged  in  this  extensive  correspond- 
ence could  be  no  ordinary  person.  It  was  carried  on  for  a 
long  series  of  years  with  many  of  the  master-spirits,  not 
only  of  England,  but  of  the  world. 

The  qualities  of  mind  and  of  disposition  of  this  gifted 
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lady,  the  influence  of  that  goodness  of  heart  that  was 
diffused  over  every  act  and  word  of  hers,  the  fascination  of 
her  manners,  and  all  the  collateral  allurements  of  her 
external  beauty,  could  surely  be  of  no  common  order,  that 
could  procure  for  her  such  long-enduring  friendship  and 
affectionate  regard  as  we  see,  by  this  correspondence,  she 
enjoyed  to  the  close  of  life  at  the  hands  of  many  of  the 
most  eminent  persons  of  our  age. 

There  are  many  difficulties  of  an  editorial  kind  to  be  dealt 
with  in  the  present  undertaking :  and  one  of  the  most  serious 
of  the  number  was  that  of  the  arrangement  of  the  corres- 
pondence. 

The  natural  and  usual  course  would  be  to  introduce  the 
letters  generally  in  the  order  of  their  dates:  there  was, 
however,  a  disadvantage  in  such  a  course  in  the  present 
instance,  and  a  great  difficulty  to  be  surmounted. 

Lady  Blessington's  intercourse  with  eminent  persons  dis- 
tinguished in  literature,  art,  science,  and  politics,  and  her 
literary  career,  had  three  phases :  one  of  these  was  included 
in  the  period  between  her  marriage  and  her  departure  for 
the  Continent — her  early  London  life  from  1818  to  1822; 
another  was  the  period  of  her  continental  tour  and  sojourn 
chiefly  in  Naples— her  Italian  life  from  1823  to  1829;  and 
lastly,  that  phase  which  includes  the  period  between  her 
return  to  England,  her  residence  in  Seymour  Place,  and 
the  break-up  of  her  establishment  at  Gore  House,  from  the 
end  of  1831  to  the  spring  of  1849,  a  few  weeks  before  her 
decease  in  Paris,  the  period  of  her  second  London  career  of 
nearly  nineteen  years. 

Each  of  these  periods  of  the  life  of  Lady  Blessington  was 
distinct  from  the  other,  in  the  composition  of  the  society  in 
which  she  moved,  in  the  development  of  literary  tastes,  the 
progress  of  her  intellectual* culture,  and  the  nature  of  her 
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literary  pursuits,  which  at  one  time  were  engaged  in  merely 
on  account  of  the  pleasure  taken  in  them,  at  another  for 
the  sake  of  distinction,  and  finally  with  a  view  to  gain. 

Her  correspondence  partook  of  the  nature  of  those  differ- 
ences, and  the  value  of  it  seemed  chiefly  to  consist  in  its 
distinct  individualism,  so  that  to  separate  and  scatter  the 
several  letters  of  each  writer  over  different  portions  of  the 
work  would  have  been,  to  break  up  the  interest  taken  in 
the  several  subjects,  and  the  connection  between  matters 
frequently  referred  to  in  the  letters  of  the  same  writers. 

The  difficulty  above  referred  to,  in  the  way  of  arrange- 
ment according  to  dates,  was,  in  fact,  insuperable.  Lite- 
rary men  and  artists  are  singularly  prone  to  forgetfulness 
in  regard  to  dates  and  addresses  in  their  correspondence. 
A  vast  number  of  the  letters  addressed  to  Lady  Blessington 
are  without  date  or  place  of  residence:  a  great  many  have 
the  date  of  the  week  specified  but  not  of  the  month,  and 
where  both  are  to  be  found,  the  year  is  seldom  mentioned. 
In  many  cases  the  dates  are  determined  by  the  post-marks, 
but  in  many  more,  where  the  letters  have  been  written  prior 
to  the  general  use  of  envelopes,  there  is  no  due  whatever 
to  the  date,  and  the  period  can  only  be  approximately  ar- 
rived at,  by  a  knowledge  of  the  place  where  Lady  Blessington 
was  residing  at  the  time  when  such  letters  were  received 
by  her,  or  it  must  be  derived  from  matters  referred  to  in 
them. 

For  the  above-mentioned  reasons,  and  some  others  which 
may  readily  suggest  themselves  to  the  reader,  I  have,  as  a 
general  rule,  inserted  the  letters  of  the  different  corres- 
pondents consecutively,  as  they  appear  to  have  been  ad- 
dressed to  Lady  Blessington. 

In  the  notices  prefixed  to  the  letters  I  have  endeavoured 
to  bring  before  the  readers  of  these  volumes,  the  corres- 
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pondents  and  friends  of  Lady  Blessington,  and  the  ac- 
quaintances especially  of  her  Ladyship  during  her  sojourn 
in  Naples  and  Rome,  in  a  way  to  make  them  recognisable, 
and  to  recall  the  particular  traits  of  character  which  be- 
longed to  them.* 

In  the  letters  of  Lady  Blessington,  it  will  be  in  vain  to 
seek  for  those  excellences  in  the  art  of  epistolary  corres- 
pondence, graces  of  style  and  composition,  vivacity,  esprit, 
and  epigrammatic  power  of  expression,  which  are  to  be 
found  in  the  correspondence  of  Madame  de  Sevignfe,  and 
more  or  less  in  that  of  the  Marquise  du  Deffand,  Madame 
Geoflrin,  our  own  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  or 
Madame  IXArblay. 

But,  in  one  respect,  the  letters  of  Lady  Blessington 
were  not  inferior  to  those  of  any  of  the  above-mentioned 
letter-writing  celebrities,  namely,  the  manifestation  in  her 
letters  of  kindly  feelings,  ardently  expressed,  and  strongly 
entertained. 

The  best  actions  of  mankind  are  the  worst  recorded 
facts  of  history  and  biography.  Of  the  many  generous 
acts  of  Lady  Blessington,  we  find  few  records  in  her 
correspondence,  but  we  shall  find  in  her  letters  evidences 
enough  (undesignedly  furnished  by  her)  of  that  natural 
and  unaffected  goodness  of  heart,  which  manifested  itself 
in  an  affectionate  interest,  in  the  welfare  of  her  friends,  an 
enduring,  unselfish  regard,  that  was  never  influenced  by 
any  change  in  their  position  or  accident  of  fortune.  It 
mattered  not  to  her  an  iota,  in  her  estimation  of  their 

•  The  want  of  a  alight  thread  of  descriptive  illustration  of  the  position,  character, 
or  peculiarities  of  persons  whose  correspondence  is  introduced  into  the  biographies  of 
well-known  persons,  has  been  often  felt  and  complained  o£  A  brief  notice  of  the 
principal  productions  or  characteristic  traits  of  originality  or  remarkable  qualities  of 
many  of  those  whose  letters  form  a  part  of  this  correspondence,  will  be  found  prefixed 
to  the  letters  of  several  of  the  writers. 
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worth  and  merits,  however  altered  for  the  worse  might  be 
the  condition  of  friends  she  had  known  long  and  well, 
however  depressed  by  adverse  circumstances,  and  fallen  on 
that  account  in  the  opinion  of  the  world,  they  might  be, 
they  were  never  forsaken  by  her — the  feelings  of  Lady 
Blessington  towards  them  were  unaffected  by  any  change 
in  their  fortunes.  There  was  no  "feigning  of  generosity," 
in  the  uniform  kindness  of  her  steadfast  friendship— it  was 
the  same  in  adversity  as  in  prosperity — there  was  no 
affectation  of  benevolence  in  the  manifestation  of  those  genial 
feelings  and  generous  impulses — these  were  part  and  parcel 
of  a  noble  disposition  naturally  turned  to  goodness. 

It  has  been  truly  observed  that,  "  in  addressing  even  a 
common  acquaintance  (in  a  letter),  there  is  a  kindlier 
feeling  than  might  be  exhibited  in  personal  communication, 
a  courtesy,  which  tends  to  endear  and  to  familiarize;  but 
in  addressing  a  friend,  there  is  evidence  that  one  never  loves 
one's  friends  half  so  well,  as  when  writing  to  them !  £  very 
act  of  kindness,  every  amiable  quality,  rushes  on  the  me- 
mory and  the  imagination,  softened  by  a  sense  of  the  real 
absence,  and  heightened  by  the  perusal  of  an  ideal  presence. 

44  This  constant  sense  of  the  presence  of  her  corres- 
pondent was  the  greatest  charm  of  thai  queen  of  letter- 
writers^  Madame  de  Sevignk.  We  feel  throughout,  that 
every  thought,  every  word,  is  addressed  to  one  individual, 
and  to  one  only — the  daughter,  the  idolized  daughter,  who 
filled  that  warm  heart."* 

Lady  Blessington  did  not  write  to  her  friends  for  effect 
— she  reserved  that  object  for  her  conversation.  She  sat 
down  in  her  dressing-room  to  talk  on  paper,  naturally  and 
familiarly  with  good-natured  familiar  friends,  as  if  it  was 
a  relief  to  her  to  give  expression  unreservedly  to  thoughts 

•  New  Monthly  Magazine,  vol.  ii,  1821,  p.  US. 
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en  deshabille,  and  to  feelings  for  which  no  domino  of 
affectation  was  required.  She  wrote  to  those  Mends 
carelessly  and  affectionately,  as  if  she  felt  that  every  trifle 
would  interest,  every  slight  allusion  would  be  understood, 
every  sprightly  fancy  would  amuse,  every  word  of  kindness 
would  be  appreciated,  and  every  expression  of  pain  or 
sorrow,  or  reference  to  her  own  cares  or  anxieties,  would 
meet  with  sympathy. 

No  attempt  at  fine  writing  is  to  be  met  with  in  the 
letters  of  Lady  Blessington.  There  was  too  much  heart 
in  her  epistolary  correspondence,  and  too  little  disposition 
to  enter  into  discussions,  in  letters  to  her  friends,  on  any 
topics  but  those  which  related  to  her  own  immediate 
affairs,  and  which  concerned  the  interests  or  happiness  of 
others,  to  give  a  literary  character  to  her  correspondence 
in  general,  that  would  interest  the  public  in  it. 

For  this  reason,  out  of  a  vast  number  of  the  letters,  or 
rather  notes  of  Lady  Blessington,  none  have  been  selected 
for  publication  except  those  which  came  within  the  limits 
of  the  last-named  category.  The  number  of  her  ladyship's 
letters  is  not  large,  but  the  few  that  are  presented  to  the 
public  will  be  found  to  give  a  favourable  opinion  of  the 
writer's  sound  common  sense,  clear  conception,  kindly 
feelings,  and  amiable  disposition. 

I  have  rejected  a  vast  number  of  letters  of  mere  compli- 
ment, on  ordinary  subjects  of  correspondence  between 
friends,  inquiries  after  health,  references  to  private  matters, 
intimations  of  intended  visits,  and  apologies  for  longsilence, 
non-appearance  at  parties,  &c. 

Sir  William  Jones,  in  one  of  his  lectures,  said:  "For 
what  I  have  produced  I  claim  only  your  indulgence :  it  is 
for  what  I  have  suppressed  that  I  am  entitled  to  your 
thanks.'9 


CHAPTER  II. 

SIR  WILLIAM  GELL. 

The  name  of  Gell  will  recall  to  many  minds  very  pleasing 
reminiscences  of  Rome  and  Naples — his  small  classic  house 
at  Rome,  fitted  for  a  scholar's  home,  that  might  have  served 
for  the  abode  of  Petrarch,  with  its  adornments  far  from 
costly,  but  its  arrangements  elaborately  tasteful,  with  its 
pleasant  gardens  and  trellised  walks;  his  place  of  residence 
too,  at  Naples,  in  the  latter  years  of  his  life — its  picturesque 
locality,  his  drawing-room,  library,  studio,  museum,  all 
combined  in  one  very  moderately-sized  apartment,  with 
such  a  store  of  rarities,  old  folios  in  vellum,  ragged  veterans 
in  black  letter,  illuminated  manuscripts,  modern  topo- 
graphies, and  illustrated  travels  richly  bound,  caricatures, 
charts,  maps,  and  drawings;  the  light  guitar,  which  he  had 
recourse  to  so  often,  in  moments  of  torture,  and  for  whose 
sweet  remedial  influences  he  had  "  thrown  physic  to  the  dogs," 
not,  however,  to  the  well-bred  animals  of  the  canine  species, 
having  the  entree  of  his  talon,  and  the  privilege  of  his  best 
chairs  and  sofas,  filled  with  so  many  models  too,  of  ancient 
structures,  so  many  curious  things  in  so  small  a  space — 

•  that  still,  folks  wondered  Gell 


Had  one  amall  room,  could  hold  so  much,  so  well." 

In  1 814,  when  Her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  of  Wales 
left  England,  and  proceeded  to  Milan,  via  Brunswick,  her 
establishment  consisted  of  Lady  Charlotte  Lindsay  and  Lady 
Elizabeth  Forbes,  maids  of  honour;  Mr.  St.   Leger,  Sir 
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William  Gell,  and  the  Honourable  Eeppel  Craven,  cham- 
berlains; Captain  Hesse,  equerry,and  Dr. Holland,  physician. 
Mr.  St  Leger  remained  at  Brunswick.  Shortly  after  Her 
Royal  Highness's  arrival  in  Milan,  Bartholomew  Bergami 
was  taken  into  her  service  as  courier  and  valet.  The 
Princess  and  her  suite  set  out  for  Borne  and  Naples  the 
latter  end  of  October,  and  arrived  in  the  latter  city  the 
8th  November,  1814.  King  Joachim  Murat  was  then 
sovereign  of-  Naples.  Her  Royal  Highness  gave  a  fancy 
ball  to  his  Neapolitan  Majesty,  in  which  she  appeared  in 
three  characters;  first  as  a  Neapolitan  peasant,  secondly  as 
"The  Genius  of  History,"  and  thirdly,  as  a  Turkish 
peasant,  in  costumes  by  no  means  cumbersome,  though  not 
quite  in  accordance  with  the  conventional  notions  of  decorum 
and  taste  for  drapery  of  some  persons  of  her  English  suite. 
The  Princess  remained  in  Naples  till  March,  1815,  She 
then  took  her  departure  for  Borne,  Genoa,  and  Milan,  leav- 
ing four  of  her  suite,  Lady  E.  Forbes,  Sir  W.  Gell,  Mr. 
Craven,  and  Captain  Hesse,  in  Naples.  Lady  Charlotte 
had  previously  left  her  Royal  Highness  at  Leghorn.  At 
Genoa  she  was  joined  by  Lady  Charlotte  Campbell,  who 
remained  with  her  only  two  or  three  months.  After  her 
return  from  Palestine,  Sir  William  Gell,  accompanied  her 
from  Naples  to  Borne,  and  continued  with  her  there  in  at- 
tendance upon  her,  as  chamberlain,  while  she  remained 
in  Borne. 

The  following  year  he  was  again  about  three  months  in 
attendance  on  her  at  Frascati  and  Bufinelte;  and  again,  on 
the  occasion  of  her  last  visit  to  Borne,  attended  her  for 
some  days. 

In  his  evidence  on  the  trial  before  the  House  of  Lords, 
Sir  William  swore,  that  it  was  on  account  of  an  attack  of 
gout  he  had  quitted  her  Royal  Highness's  service;  and, 
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"notwithstanding  the  opportunities  he  had  of  observing 
the  conduct  of  the  Queen  and  Bergami  towards  each  other, 
never  saw  any  impropriety  pass  between  them  upon  any 
occasion." 

Nevertheless,  the  opinion  of  Sir  William  of  his  royal 
mistress's  habits,  modes,  and  manners  was  not  more  favour- 
able than  those  of  Lord  Malmesbury,  of  which  he  has  left 
a  curious  record  in  his  diary. 

In  1815  and  1816,  we  find  Gell,  in  his  letters,  under 
various  signatures — "Blue  Beard,"  "Adonis,"  "Ana- 
charsis,"  "  Gellius  (Aulus),"  and  while  still  retaining  the 
title,  and  occasionally  filling  the  office,  of  chamberlain  to 
the  Princess  of  Wales,  indulging  in  his  sarcastic  propensi- 
ties— playing  the  part  of  a  male  gossip,  conveying  little 
bits  of  scandal  in  humorous  passages,  and  making  fun  of 
his  royal  mistress,  for  the  sport  of  the  fair  Philistines  who 
had  once  been  maids  of  honour  and  friends  of  Her  Royal 


But  even  at  that  time  Sir  William  was  a  martyr  to  gout 
and  rheumatism.  In  December,  1816,  he  wrote  from 
Bologna,  that  he  was  then  reduced  to  the  necessity  of 
confining  himself  to  his  fireside;  but  in  giving  an  account 
of  his  ailments,  he  could  not  help  having  a  fling  at  his 
royal  lady's  orthography : 

"  To  a  person  of  my  romantic  disposition,  reditit  by  di  di 
zette  of  legs  and  now  of  arms  to  the  fireside,  it  is  a  great 
comfort  to  have  escaped  from  the  land  of  wine,  houses,  and 
carts,  and  wooden  shoes,  *  and  neckless  children  (France), 
and  to  find  oneself  once  more  in  Italy,  and  to  be  able  to 
leave  my  painful  leg  or  arm  for  a  moment  out  of  bed  with- 
out finding  it  frost-bitten."* 

Sir  W.  Gell  and  the  Honourable  Keppel  Craven  an 

•  Diary  tod  Timet  of  George  the  Fourth,  toI.  ir.  p.  129. 
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mentioned  in  Moore's  diary  of  August,  1820,  as  being  "  on 
the  way  from  Naples  to  England,  as  witnesses  for  the 
Queen."  "  Gell  still  a  coxcomb,  but  rather  amusing — said 
the  constitution  of  Naples  came  in  a  gig — (corricolo) — told 
some  ludicrous  things  about  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire's 
sway  at  Rome:  her  passion  for  Gonsalvo,  her  admiration 
for  the.  purity  of  the  Soman  government."  (Memoirs, 
vol.  iii.  p.  137).  Moore's  compendious  opinion  of  Gell, 
u as  a  coxcomb,  rather  amusing"  if  relied  on,  would  give 
not  only  a  very  unfavourable,  but  a  very  incorrect  notion 
of  his  character  and  acquirements.  He  was  a  man  of 
erudition  and  artistic  talents,  and  of  great  humour.  Sir 
William  GelTs  literary  tastes  were  chiefly  devoted  to 
antiquarian  researches. 

For  the  last  twenty  years,  Naples  was  his  head-quarters. 
There  he  was  universally  known  and  respected,  and  ter- 
minated his  earthly  career. 

Sir  William  Gell  was  a  man  of  very  amiable  character, 
extremely  amusing  and  lively,  fond  of  the  society  of  young 
people,  with  much  singularity  of  mind  and  originality  of 
character,  manners,  and  ideas. 

His  indolent  easiness  of  temper  had  something  in  it,  of 
philosophical  calmness,  of  an  Epicurean  character.  The 
common  objects  of  men's  ambition,  to  him  were  not  worth 
the  trouble  of  the  pursuit.  He  was  at  once  indifferent, 
apathetic,  and  unimpassioned,  in  the  society  of  men  strug- 
gling for  wealth,  glory,  or  exalted  dignities.  He  smiled 
serenely  at  the  inordinate  trouble  they  gave  themselves,  at 
all  their  great  cares  for  small  ends,  at  all  the  great  weak- 
nesses of  little  men  of  large  desires.  And  yet  this  poco- 
curante gentleman  had  many  difficulties  to  encounter,  to 
secure  for  himself— "  lea  douceurs  d'une  vie  priv&et 
oisive," — and  many  little  harmless  vanities  and  weaknesses 
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of  his  own,  to  make  him  singular  and  eccentric,  of  which, 
however,  he  was  entirely  unconscious. 

His  tastes  were  of  a  literary  and  artistic  turn,  and 
all  were  of  a  refined,  scholar-like,  and  some  of  them  rather 
sybaritic  kind.  Like  Sir  William  Temple,  "he  loved 
painting,  and  music,  and  statuary,  and  gardening,"  and 
embellishing  buildings.  Health,  and  ease,  and  fine  weather 
were  the  constituents  of  his  happiness :  Temple  wrote — 
44  Le  seul  homme  que  j'envie  dans  la  monde  c'est  Milord 
Falconbridge,  que  son  embassade  va  conduire  dans  un  si 
beau  climat,  ou  il  va  gouter  tous  les  charmes  attaches  aux 
delicates  et  spirituelles  conversations  d'ltalie.  II  trouvera 
les  jours  et  les  esprits  egalement  purs  et  brillants." 

Though  a  martyr  to  gout,  Sir  William  GelTs  natural 
gaiety  and  good  humour  were  little  affected  by  his  suffer- 
ings; and  with  the  most  profound  knowledge  and  informa- 
tion he  combined  the  utmost  simplicity  and  playfulness. 

Some  of  his  topographical  books  were  illustrated  by 
himself,  as,  for  instance,  his  Pompeii,  Greece,  and  other 
descriptive  productions  of  an  antiquarian  kind:  works  ac- 
knowledged to  be  the  best,  of  their  several  sorts  and  classes. 

In  June,  1834,  referring  to  a  conversation  *at  Lady 
Blessington's,  Willis,  in  his  "Pencillings  by  the  Way,"  3rd 
edition,  London,  1849,  refers  to  some  valuable  papers  of 
Sir  William  Gell,  illustrative  of  an  interesting  portion  of 
the  latter  part  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  career : 

44  She  (Lady  B.)  had  received  from  Sir  William  Gell,  at 
Naples,  the  manuscript  of  a  volume  upon  the  last  days  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott.  It  was  a  melancholy  chronicle  of 
weakened  intellect  and  ruined  health,  and  the  book  was 
suppressed,  but  there  were  two  or  three  circumstances 
narrated  in  its  pages  which  were  interesting.  Soon  after 
his  arrival  at  Naples,  Sir  Walter  went  with  his  physician 
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and  one  or  two  friends  to  the  great  museum.  It  happened 
that  on  the  same  day  a  large  collection  of  students  and 
Italian  literati  were  assembled,  in  one  of  the  rooms,  to  dis- 
cuss some  newly-discovered  manuscripts.  It  was  soon 
known  that  the  c  Wizard  of  the  North '  was  there,  and 
a  deputation  was  sent  immediately,  to  request  him  to 
honour  them  by  presiding  at  their  session.  At  this  time 
Scott  was  a  wreck,  with  a  memory  that  retained  nothing 
for  a  moment,  and  limbs  almost  as  helpless  as  an  infant's. 
He  was  dragging  about  among  the  relics  of  Pompeii,  taking 
no  interest  in  any  thing  he  saw,  when  their  request  was 
made  known  to  him  through  his  physician.  'No,  no,'  said 
he,  '  I  know  nothing  of  their  lingo.  Tell  them  I  am  not 
well  enough  to  come.'  He  loitered  on,  and  in  about  half 
an  hour  after,  he  turned  to  Dr.  H.  and  said,  '  Who  was  it 
that  you  said  wanted  to  see  me? '  The  Doctor  explained. 
Til  go,'  said  he;  4  they  shall  see  me  if  they  wish  it;'  and 
against  the  advice  of  his  friends,  who  feared  it  would  be  too 
much  for  his  strength,  he  mounted  the  staircase,  and  made 
his  appearance  at  die  door.  A  burst  of  enthusiastic  cheers 
welcomed  him  on  the  threshold,  and  forming  in  two  lines 
(many  of  them  on  their  knees),  they  seized  his  hands  as  he 
passed;  kissed  them,  thanked  him  in  their  passionate 
language  for  the  delight  with  which  he  had  filled  the  world, 
and  placed  him  in  the  chair  with  the  most  fervent  expres- 
sions of  gratitude  for  his  condescension.  The  discussion 
went  on;  but  not  understanding  a  syllable  of  the  language, 
Scott  was  soon  wearied,  and  his  friends,  observing  it,  pleaded 
the  state  of  his  health  as  an  apology,  and  he  rose  to  take 
his  leave.  These  enthusiastic  children  of  the  south  crowded 
once  more  around  him,  and,  with  exclamations  of  affection 
and  even  tears,  kissed  his  hands  once  more,  assisted  his 
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tottering  steps,  and  sent  after  him  a  confused  murmur  of 
blessings  as  the  door  closed  on  his  retiring  form." 

The  scene  is  described  by  Sir  W.  Gell,  as  one  of  the  most 
affecting  he  had  ever  witnessed. 

Sir  William  Gell  died  at  Naples,  the  4th  of  April,  1836. 

His  career  of  authorship  commenced  so  early  as  1804, 
when  he  published  u  The  Topography  of  Troy,"  folio.  Sub- 
sequently appeared  "  The  Geography  and  Antiquities  of 
Athaca,"  4to.,  1808.  "  The  Itinerary  of  Greece"— "Travels 
in  the  Morea" — "The  Topography  of  Rome" — and  finally, 
his  "Pompeiana,"  the  most  interesting  and  extensively 
known  of  all  his  works. 

Sir  William  resided  in  Italy  since  1820;  occasionally  at 
Rome,  but  chiefly  at  his  beautifully  situated  and  elegantly 
arranged  villa,  in  Naples,  in  the  society  of  his  erudite  friend, 
Sir  William  Drummond,  and  that  of  his  old  friend  and 
amiable  companion,  the  Hon.  Eeppel  Craven.  After  the 
death  of  Sir  William  Drummond,  at  Rome,  1828,  his  friend- 
ship with  Craven  appeared  to  have  become  more  closely 
cemented  than  ever,  and  it  went  on  increasing  in  strength 
to  the  period  of  his  death. 

Gell's  notions  of  authorship  were  of  a  very  aristocratic 
nature.  All  his  works  were  brought  out  on  so  large  and 
extensive  scale  as  to  be  out  of  the  reach  of  that  class  of 
readers  for  whom  his  topographical  and  antiquarian 
researches  would  have  been  especially  useful — for  travellers 
in  those  countries  whose  remains  were  described  by  him. 
But  it  was  the  misfortune  of  this  enlightened  and  accom- 
plished man  to  be  an-aristocrat  in  all  things,  and  to  mar 
his  attainments  by  the  devotion  of  his  time  and  attention 
to  the  diversion  or  lionizing  of  people  of  rank,  he  was  always 
hankering  after  patricians,  folks  "  born  to  greatness,"  or 
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parvenus  having  "  greatness  thrust  upon  them,"  and  ad- 
mitted into  the  highest  circles,  par  droit  de  riehesses  au 
lieu  de  naissance. 

Sir  William  Gel],  it  must  be  admitted,  frittered  away 
his  time  and  talent  for  upwards  of  twenty  years  on  the 
fashionable  fribbles  of  the  little  coteries  of  English  travel- 
ling aristocracy,  that  customarily  wintered  in  Some,  and 
passed  the  spring  or  autumn  in  Naples,  or  its  vicinity. 

Every  one  delighted  in  his  society — in  his  conversation 
and  correspondence  he  was  equally  amusing  and  agreeable. 

When  Sir  William  Gell  died,  Lady  Blessington  might 
have  truly  said — "Tai  perdu  en  lui  mon  meiUeur  causeur" 

There  is  an  admirable  sketch  of  Gell  in  a  letter  of  James 
Ramsay,  Esq.,  a  resident  merchant  of  Naples,  an  old  and 
valued  friend  of  mine,  addressed  to  the  Hon.  Richard 
Keppel  Craven,  in  the  spring  of  1836,  soon  after  the  death 
of  Sir  William  Gell,  urging  on  Mr.  Craven  the  task  of 
composing  a  biographical  sketch  of  his  deceased  friend,  and 
eventually  signifying  his  intention  of  writing  such  a  memoir ; 

"  I  frequently  urged,"  says  Mr.  Ramsay,  "  our  inesti- 
mable friend  to  compose  his  biographical  memoirs :  to  be- 
queath to  posterity  the  '  personal  narrative '  of  a  career  in 
which  the  pursuits  of  science  were  so  happily  blended  with 
the  lighter  occupations  and  brilliant  attractions  of  society. 
I  said  it  would  be  a  great  pity  if  the  rich  fund  of  observa- 
tion and  anecdote  which  he  had  accumulated,  should  be  lost 
with  him,  and  that  it  might  be  screened  from  public  view 
until  the  writer  should  be  '  removed  beyond  the  reach  of 
criticism  or  of  ridicule.'  He  sometimes  appeared  to  be 
half  inclined  to  adopt  my  suggestion,  and  owned  that  he 
possessed  materials  sufficiently  4  piquant,'  if  he  should  de- 
termine to  employ  them.  Will  you  forgive  me  for  insinuat- 
ing that  the  task  which  he  failed,  or  rather  neglected  to 
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accomplish,  seems  naturally  and  gracefully,  when  time  shall 
have,  in  some  degree,  moderated  the  more  poignant  emo- 
tions of  regret,  to  devolve  upon  you?  upon  you — his 
juvenile  companion — the  friend  and  fellow-traveller  of 
maturer  years,  the  depository  of  his  inmost  sentiments, 
and  probably  of  many  of  a  series  of  letters  in  which  events 
and  opinions  have  been  faithfully  recorded. 

u  Though  enjoying  Sir  William's  acquaintance  and  inti- 
macy during  a  considerable  period,  I  cannot  presume  to 
hope  that  I  could  furnish  any  important  contributions 
towards  such  an  undertaking,  otherwise  I  should  be  most 
ready  to  co-operate  with  those  who  are  so  much  better 
qualified.  His  correspondents  would,  I  dare  say,  willingly 
communicate  his  letters  or  extracts  from  them,  and  the 
names  of  these  correspondents  are  doubtless  known  to  yon. 

44  There  is  a  peculiar  charm  in  the  unguarded  effusions 
of  eminent  persons,  when,  casting  off  the  artificial  garb 
with  which  rank  or  other  adventitious  circumstances  may 
have  invested  them,  they  paint  their  natural  character  and 
feelings,  without  any  other  reserve  or  restraint  than  those 
which  discretion  prescribes. 

"  Hume  and  Gibbon  have  left  us  interesting,  though  very 
different  memorials  of  this  description,  and  the  familiar 
letters  of  Munro,  of  Collingwood,  of  Mackintosh,  and  of 
such  as  resemble  them,  will  be  fondly  cherished,  when  their 
public  achievements  are  perused  with  historical  indifference. 
But  I  beg  pardon  for  detaining  you  with  remarks  so  obvious. 

"If,  on  the  one  hand,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  Sir 
William  did  not  finish  his  novel  of  'Julia  di  Gonzaga,'  it 
may,  on  the  other,  be  permitted  to  doubt,  whether  or  how 
far  such  a  work  would  have  added  to  his  literary  fame :  of 
his  powers  of  imagination  and  invention,  I  had  no  adequate 
opportunity  of  judging;  but  though  the  novel  might  have 
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contained  some  lively  scenes,  some  striking  descriptions, 
some  sparkling  dialogue,  I  should  be  inclined  to  question 
— yet  by  no  means  conclusively — whether  a  profound 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart,  of  the  intricate  mazes,  and 
complicated  workings  of  passion,  and  feeling,  and  sentiment 
were  among  his  distinguishing  attributes. 

"He  had  not  made  a  study  of  composition,  and  in  the 
confusion  of  foreign  languages  the  purity  of  his  own  had 
still  become  considerably  impaired.  These  observations, 
dictated  by  an  affectionate  and  jealous  attachment  to  his 
memory,  are  hazarded  with  diffidence,  as  they  are  with 
deference  submitted  to  your  taste  and  judgment. 

"I  am  aware  that  the  scope  of  the  memoir  would  be 
chiefly  limited  to  private  circulation ;  and  at  a  time  when 
the  novel  and  the  romance  usurp,  if  not  the  honours,  at 
least  the  emoluments  of  literature,  the  noble-minded  author 
would  seek  and  find  his  reward  in  another  disinterested 
offering  on  the  altar  of  friendship. 

"  I  am,  &c., 

"J.  R." 

A  SKETCH  OF  THE  CHARACTER  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  GELL  BY 
JAMES    RAMSAY,   ESQ. 

"  The  merits  of  Sir  William  Gell,  as  an  author,  chiefly  on 
subjects  of  antiquity  and  topography,  are  already  sufficiently 
known  and  appreciated  by  the  public.  The  fruits  of  much 
patient  research,  of  ingenious  conjecture,  of  great  personal 
activity  and  industry,  with  admirable  graphic  illustrations, 
his  works  are  valuable  helps  to  the  student,  and  an  accurate 
guide  for  the  traveller.  In  attempting  the  more  difficult 
task  of  delineating  his  general  and  private  character,  as 
deduced  from  an  intimate  intercourse  of  many  years,  if  I 

VOL.    II.  c 
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am  conscious  of  any  bias,  it  must  be  in  favour  of  one  with 
whom  I  have  spent  so  many  delightful  hours,  unalloyed  by 
the  recollection  of  even  a  passing  cloud :  for  to  me  he  was 
uniformly  kind  and  attentive.  Yet  I  will  endeavour  to  be 
impartial,  though  at  the  hazard  of  incurring  the  reproach 
of  being  rather  severe. 

"  Sir  William  started  in  life  with  the  advantages  of  a 
handsome  person — of  a  fine  open,  placid  countenance—of 
a  prepossessing  manner — of  a  liberal  education— of  a 
remote  ancestry,  and  of  an  extensive  connection  with  the 
best  society.  He  travelled  at  a  period  when  travellers 
were  rare,  and  thus  early  acquired  a  distinction  which  he 
continued  to  maintain.  Possessing  general,  though  super- 
ficial information,  both  literary  and  scientific,  including 
some  acquaintance  with  the  oriental  languages  and  hiero- 
glyphics, he  sketched  beautifully,  had  a  taste  for,  and 
some  knowledge  of  music,  and  excelled  as  an  easy  off-hand, 
unaffected  correspondent;  indifferent,  indeed  insensible,  to 
the  graces  of  composition,  yet  universally  courted  for  a 
style  of  ndiveti  i  beyond  the  reach  of  art.'  Although, 
however,  led  by  the  course  of  his  studies  into  classical 
inquiry  and  reference,  the  character  of  a  profound  scholar 
wilL  not  be  assigned  to  him,  notwithstanding  his  general 
reading ;  he  had  little  taste  for  literature,  and  never  seemed 
to  feel  the  beauties  of  poetry.  I  should  say  indeed,  that, 
in  other  respects  his  taste — meaning  by  this  term  a  delicate 
and  just  perception  of  the  beautiful — was  far  from  being 
refined,  and  that  the  defect  was  apparent  in  all,  even  his 
personal  decorations,  by  a  preference  for  gay,  gaudy  colours, 
striking  contrasts,  and  meretricious  ornament. 

"  To  depth  of  thought  Sir  William  would  have  had  no 
just  pretensions.  He  rarely  made  a  general  reflection  or 
observation ;  all  his  conclusions  were  particular.     On  many 
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of  the  important  questions  by  which  the  world  is  now  agi- 
tated, he  had  no  steady,  fixed  opinions;  he  had  neither  the 
boldness  to  form,  nor  the  courage  to  avow  his  sentiments, 
which  were  very  liable  to  be  temporarily  influenced  by  the 
last  speaker,  the  last  writer. 

"In  his  political  principles  he  was  decidedly  aristocratical, 
with  a  strong  predilection  for  4  rank,  fortune,  and  fashion,1 
our  besetting  sin ! 

.  "But  it* is  in  a  companionable,  sociable  point  of  view 
that  the  memory  of  Sir  William  Gell  will  be  most  fondly 
cherished,  his  loss  most  deeply  lamented,  by  his  surviving 
friends  and  acquaintances:  for  there  he  shone  without  a 
rival,  with  a  charm  peculiarly  his  own.  To  a  considerable 
share  of  wit  and  humour — to  a  natural  tact  and  penetra- 
tion, improved  by  a  long  intercourse  with  the  great  world, 
to  the  habits  and  bearing  of  a  '  high-bred  gentleman,'  Sir 
William  added  an  unceasing  flow  of  lively,  playful  language, 
sparkling  dialogue,  and  brilliant  repartee  upon  every  topic 
which  formed  the  subject  of  conversation,  and  this,  his  great 
forte  both  in  company  and  tSte-b-tSte,  was  endless.  Placing 
people  of  all  classes  on  a  footing  of  easy  familiarity,  and 
thus  unlocking  their  confidence,  he  drew  from  them  a  per- 
petual supply  of  materials  for  his  own  combination — 
* toujour 8  varices ,  toujour  &  renaissaiMes' — his  house  became 
the  resort  of  all  ranks,  ages,  and  sexes,  and  his  mornings 
one  continued  levee.  The  equanimity  of  his  temper  under 
the  pressure  of  bodily  infirmity,  often  of  acute  suffering, 
enhanced  the  value  of  a  cheerful,  humane,  benevolent,  cha- 
ritable disposition;  and  even  the  shafts  of  sarcasm  and  of 
ridicule  in  which  he  occasionally  indulged,  left  no  sting, 
because  it  was  felt  they  were  the  offspring  of  no  malignant 
spirit.  With  all  his  resources,  however,  Sir  William  lan- 
guished in  solitude;  he  breathed  only  in  the  atmosphere  of 

c  2 
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society ;  even  his  literary  and  other  occupations  were  some- 
times carried  on  in  compahy,  while  conversing  with  those 
around  him. 

"  He  was  fond  of  being  looked  up  to,  as  a  patron  and 
protector,  and  somewhat  jealous  of  the  ascendancy  which 
he  thus  sought  to  preserve. 

"  It  has  been  said,  that  as  in  thinking  so  in  feeling,  he 
was  a  stranger  to  any  great  depth;  and  certainly  he 
seldom  betrayed  much  emotion,  or  even  expressed  much 
interest  in  the  fate  of  others.  It  is  a  remark  of  his  friend, 
Lady  Blessington,  in  one  of  her  books,  that  '  persons  the 
most  remarkable  for  general  kindness  are  those  who  have 
the  least  feeling.' 

"  Emulous  of  fame,  he  aspired  after  notoriety  and  dis- 
play :  and  the  latter  was  sometimes  evinced  by  introducing 
subjects  with  which  his  auditors  were  very  imperfectly 
conversant,  in  order,  as  it  seemed,  that  he  might  excite 
their  surprise  and  command  their  applause. 

"  In  an  argument  he  was  easily  vanquished.  In  a 
forward  remark  as  easily  checked;  by  superior  powers 
painfully  eclipsed.  Sir  William  liked  to  be  the  presiding 
genius.  In  his  acquaintances,  visitors,  guests,  with  a  few 
exceptions,  he  preferred  variety,  novelty ;  and  when  these 
had  lost  the  power  of  pleasing,  he  willingly  resigned  them, 
4  like  the  last  month's  magazine,'  for  others  more  attractive. 

"  Hence  he  was  deemed,  by  some  people,  rather  selfish, 
not  quite  sincere,  and  not  sufficiently  mindful  of  past 
favours;  but  in  endeavouring  to  exhibit  the  various  traits 
of  a  distinguished  character,  we  ought  always  to  bear  in 
mind  that  they  include  many  from  which  no  human  being 
is  entirely  exempt. 

"  Amidst  a  boundless  acquaintance,  it  may  be  questioned 
whether  Sir  William  Gell  had  many  really  and  truly  at- 
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tached  friends:  Ms  affections  were  infinitely  subdivided, 
frittered  away ;  but  he  was  a  kind  and  indulgent  master. 

"  He  seemed  to  be  a  great  favourite  with  the  fair  sex. 
They  gathered,  flocked  around  him;  they  confided  in — 
they  confessed  to— they  consulted  him  as  a  superior  being ! 
Yet  all  the  youth,  beauty,  grace,  accomplishments,  whose 
homage  he  was  constantly  receiving,  did  rarely,  in  my 
hearing,  call  forth  an  admiring — never  one  enthusiastic — 
one  impassioned  sentiment.  They  might  be  4  well-looking,' 
4  well-mannered,'  4a  pleasing  person/  that  was  all.  I  often 
asked  him  who  was  the  most  beautiful  woman  he  remem- 
bered to  have  met?  He  replied,  that  4he  thought  he 
should  say  Lady  Blessington.'  Still  his  behaviour,  atten- 
tions to,  correspondence  with  ladies,  were  excellent,  polite, 
and  kind.  In  estimating  character,  we  judge  partly  from 
what  people  do  and  say,  and  partly  from  that  which  fre- 
quently escapes  them,  from  what  they  do  not  do  and  say ! 

"  In  these  peculiarities  and  other  foibles  we  have,  alas  L 
only  to  recognize  the  imperfections  from  which  none  are 
free;  but  the  verdict  of  an  immense  majority  will  decide 
in  favour  of  the  amiability,  the  charms  of  the  character  of 
Sir  William  Gell,'  an(*  W*M  confess  he  has  left  a  blank  which 
it  will  be  difficult,  if  possible,  to  supply."  * 


%*  There  are  several  busts  of  Sir  William  Gell,  but 
none  of  them  a  good  likeness.  With  the  exception  of  a 
less  aquiline  nose,  he  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to  the 
statue,  said  to  be  of  Aristides,  in  the  museum  of  Naples. 

•  The  writer  of  the  above  notice— a  gentleman  when  I  had  the  pleasure  of  his 
acquaintance,  in  Naples,  thirty  years  ago,  in  affluent  circumstances— a  man  of 
elegant  tastes  and  literary  pursuits,  an  excellent  classical  scholar — living  for  literature, 
and  among  bookish  people—  "sibi  et  musis,"  is  now  an  inmate  of  Mordaunt  College, 
At  Blackheath. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

LETTEKS  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  GELL  TO  LADY  BLE8SINGT0N.* 

"Naples. 
"My  Deab  Lady  Blessington, 
"  A  most  horrid  affair  has  taken  place  at  Paestum,  Mr.  Hunt 
and  his  wife  having  been  murdered  by  robbers.  Three  parties 
were  at  Paestum, — Mrs.  Benzon  and  daughter,  the  Hunts,  and  a 
party  of  officers  from  *  The  Revenge.'  Mrs.  Benzon  was  return- 
ing to  Naples,  and  about  two  miles  from  Paestum  met  four 
robbers,  who  with  threats  demanded  and  took  all  their  money. 
They  seem  not  to  have  ill-treated  them  otherwise.  Mrs.  Benzon 
gave  the  alarm  at  Salefno,  and  sent  gem  (Farmes.  About  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  after,  came  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hunt  by  the  same  place.  They 
tore  off  the  vetturino,  the  servant  from  the  box,  and  were  ill-treat- 
ing the  servant  for  having  no  more  money,  while  Mr.  Hunt  was 
descending  from  the  carriage.  Mr.  Hunt  seems  to  have  remon- 
strated in  violent  terms  at  this,  and  one  of  the  thieves  said  he 
would  shoot  him  if  he  continued.  Mr.  Hunt  seems  to  have  con- 
tinued to  remonstrate,  and  to  have  said  he  dared  not  shoot  him : 
this  the  enraged  thief  did  with  two  balls,  both  of  which  passed 
through  his  body,  and  he  fell  from  the  step.  One  of  the  balls 
took  a  side  slant,  and  went  through  the  body  and  lungs  of  Mrs. 
Hunt  also.  The  thieves,  seeing  what  they  had  done,  immediately 
fled  without  any  booty.     The  husband  and  wife,  the  first  almost 

•  The  Blessingtons  armed  in  Naples  in  July,  1823.  They  established  themselves 
at  the  Villa  Belvedere,  on  the  Vomero,  shout  the  23rd  of  the  same  month.  They 
remained  there  till  March,  1825,  and  about  the  25th  of  the  latter  month  removed  to 
the  Vi'^a  Gallo,  where  they  remained  till  February,  1826,  when  they  left  Naples  for 
Rome 
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insensible,  were  carried  back  to  Paestum.  The  husband  died  at 
half-past  seven  o'clock  of  the  same  day.  The  act  took  place 
about  one.  Mrs.  Hunt  was  carried  to  Mr.  Belelli's,  a  decent 
house,  and  seemed  for  some  time  better,  and  the  officers,  sending 
Mr.  Thompson  here  for  asssistance,  remained  with  her.  Dr. 
Watson  went  last  night,  about  twelve  o'clock,  to  see  if  he  could 
do  any  good.  It  is  almost  certain  Mrs.  Hunt  cannot  live.  I 
have  written  this  in  a  great  hurry,  having  merely  had  time  to 
give  you  an  outline,  but  a  correct  one,  of  the  facts,  which  I  heard 
from  Mr.  Thompson  himself.  I  have  sent  certain  documents  to 
Lord  Blessington  about  Lady  Falkiner,  which  the  Judge  wishes 
you  to  see,  because  he  says  you  are  the  person  who  knows  most 
about  the  business.  With  kindest  regards  to  the  Count  and  the 
'Lady  Julia,*  believe  me,  most  truly  yours,  dear  Lady 
Blessington, 

"W.  Gell." 
"  k  sua  Eccellenza 

"  La  Contessa  di  Blessington, 
"  Villa  Belvedere,  Vomero." 

"Naples. 
"  Do  your  Excellencies  dine  at  home  to-day  ?     If  you  do,  I 
purpose  an  ascent  to  the  Belvedere.     You  are  in  danger  of  being 
rivalled  with  the  Archbishop,f  by  Mrs.  Beaumont  and  her  three 
daughters,  for  whom  he  has  conceived  a  passion. 

"  Most  truly  yours, 

"William  Gell." 

"  Naples. 
"  When  I  had  read  Lord  Byron,  which  I  found  very  interest- 
ing, but  most  particularly  the  revengeful  poem,  which  must  have 
been  written  after  some  conversation  with  you  about  his  wife,  I 
found  myself  rather  forlorn ;  but,  recollecting  my  charge  of  the 
letters,  I  thought  for  some  time  what  I  should  do  with  them,  so  I 
took  the  liberty  of  going  into  the  drawing-room,  and  after  some 

•  The  Lady  Julia  was  Lady  Bleswngton's  sister,  Miss  Mary  Anne  Power, 
f  The  Teoerablc  Archbishop  of  Tarento. 
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consideration,  I  put  them  carefully  into  a  large  red  portfolio,  on 
the  Count's  table,  with  red  riband,  where  pray  go  and  take  them, 
having  made  my  apology  for  taking  such  a  liberty  with  him*  I 
am  sorry  Miss  Power  is  angry  with  me,  but  I  have  nothing  on 
my  conscience.  No  Casorano  came.  I  kiss  your  feet,  and  am 
ever  yours, 

"W.  Gell." 

"Naples. 
"  The  devil  has  upset  his  inkstand  in  the  clouds,  and  I  think  it 
therefore  better  to  postpone  my  visit,  as  you  were  kind  enough  to 
say  I  might  if  the  world  went  upside  down.  Dr.  Doratt  having 
engaged  me  to  write,  sent  also  yesterday  to  say  he  had  forgotten 
his  engagement  to  the  Hamiltons,  brute  that  he  is  for  his  pains. 
I  will  come  when  the  weather  changes,  and  not  to  disturb  you, 
will  send  the  same  morning  to  ask  if  it  •suits  you.  Kind  compli- 
ments to  your  party.  Perhaps  yon  have  got  another  Museum  or 
other  book. 

«  William  Grll." 

"Naples. 

"  I  lost  no  time  in  consulting  the  Doctor,  all  the  way  down  the 
hill,  and  as  far  as  he  goes  there  would  be  no  difficulty,  except  his 
engagement  with  Sir  William  Drummond.  He  said  at  the  same 
time  what  a  fool  he  should  look  like,  if  Sir  William  D.  died  in 
ten  years,  and  he  found  himself  without  a  shilling.  It  was  re- 
solved therefore  to  talk  to  Sir  William,  and  the  consequence  was, 
a  declaration  that  five  years  was  to  him  the  same  as  his  whole 
life ;  that  he  would  give  the  other  hundred' a-year  which  I  stated 
to  be  necessary  for  the  present,  and  that  he  had  left  Dr.  Watson 
£200  and  some  other  things.0 

"  He  said  at  the  same  time,  that  if  Dr.  W.  wished  it,  he  was 
at  liberty,  and  such  a  resolution  should  have  no  effect  in  changing 
his  good  intentions  towards  him. 

•  Dr.  Watton,  the  medical  attendant  of  Sir  W.  Drummond,  one  of  the  mott  emi- 
nent linguist!  of  Europe. 
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"  However,  of  course,  seeing  that  Sir  William  listened  to  the 
reason  of  the  case  (which  he  always  does,  when  properly  explained), 
the  Doctor  would  be  very  unwilling  to  give  him  any  pain  on  the 
subject 

"  Tou  see  you  have  been  the  cause  of  good,  so  let  us  console 
ourselves,  and  pray  believe  me,  most  truly  and  affectionately, 

«W.  Gell." 

"  Naples. 

"  According  to  your  orders,  I  have  told  Mr.  Craven  that  he  has 
to  appoint  an  early  day  to  go  to  the  Belvedere,  and  he  will  come 
on  Wednesday. 

"  That  being  fixed,  I  have  to  inform  your  Ladyship  that  the 
weather  seemingly  consenting  to  relent,  Dr.  Watson  and  I  have 
an  idea  of  a  trip  to  Pompeii  to-morrow,  and  having  had  a  sort  of 
half  agreement  with  your  admirable  party,  I  think  perhaps  you 
may  not  be  disinclined  to  the  excursion. 

"  Suppose  we  say  we  will  meet  there  at  or  about  twelve,  and 
bring  our  dinners  in  our  pockets,  and  dine  either  in  the  quarters 
at  the  great  table,  or  any  where  else  about  three  or  four,  for  later 
it  may  be  cold,  but  about  three  will  be  very  agreeable,  the  place 
being  sunny  and  sheltered.  You  can  dine  either  in  the  Villa  at 
the  end  of  the  tombs,  in  the  Triclinium  of  the  tombs,  or  on  that 
of  the  Actoon,  in  the  centre. of  the  town,  or  in  the  Forum,  which 
last  will  be  sunny  and  warm,  just  as  you  please.  If  you  accede 
to  these  propositions,  let  me  know  what  dish  or  dishes  I  shall  bring 
in  my  pocket  for  the  public  good. 

"Would  you  be  so  good  as  to  ask  Count  D'Orsay  to  let  me  have 
my  camera  lucida,  as  without  that  I  am  not  fitted  out  for  my  la- 
bours. 

"William  Gell." 

"  I  think  I  myself  will  begin  at  the  soldiers'  quarters,  and  so 
ramble  by  degrees  toward  the  Forum  and  the  new  excavations 
there.  Thus  we  shall  meet  without  doubt  or  difficulty  even  if 
you  begin  from  the  tombs,  which  is  much  the  most  striking,  and 
consequently  the  best  beginning." 
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"  A.  S.  E.  Madamigella  M.  A.  P.  k  casa  del  Conte  di  Blessing- 
ton,  Palazzo  Negroni. 

"Naples. 
u  If  I  waited  longer  I  might  get  a  better  piece  of  paper,  but  I 
have  no  patience,  so  this  is  just  to  let  you  know,  madam,  that 
your  carnival  pranks  have  all  been  watched,  and  that  I  have 
observed  your  tricks  for  the  last  five  days. 

"  Tremble,  then,  when  you  see  the  handwriting  of  your  jealous 

"  Lawful." 

"  Rome,  April  5th,  1824. 

"  I  really  did  arrive  at  Rome  on  the  12th  of  last  month, 
having"  quitted  your  city  on  the  8th,  and  having  experienced  in 
the  way  every  possible  misfortune,  except  being  overturned  or 
carried  into  the  mountains.  In  short,  I  know  nothing  to  equal 
my  journey,  except  the  ninety-nine  misfortunes  of  Pulicinella  in 
a  Neapolitan  puppet-show.  I  set  out  with  my  cloak  in  an  open 
carriage ;  my  only  hope  of  getting  warmer  at  St  Agata  was 
destroyed  by  an  English  family,  who  had  got  possession  of  the 
only  chimney.  I  had  a  dreadful  head-ache,  which,  by  the  bye, 
recollecting  to  have  lost  at  your  house  by  eating  an  orange,  I 
tried  again  with  almost  immediate  effect  Next  morning  one  of 
my  horses  fell  ill  at  the  moment  of  being  put  to  the  carriage,  and 
has  continued  so  ever  since,  so  that  I  have  had  to  buy  another, 
which  is  so  very  (what  they  call)  good,  that  it  is  nearly  as  useless 
as  the  other,  so  that  I  never  go  out  without  risking  my  neck. 
When,  at  length,  I  got  to  Rome  in  a  storm  of  sleet,  I  found  a  bill 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  against  me  for  protecting  useless 
lemon  trees  against  the  frost  of  the  winter,  which,  added  to  the 
expense  of  the  new  horse  and  the  old  one,  have  ever  since  caused 
the  horrors  of  a  gaol  to  interpose  themselves  between  me  and 
every  enjoyment,  and  so  much  for  the  ugly  side  of  the  question. 

"  In  other  respects  I  am  in  very  good  health  and  spirits,  and 
go  out  every  day  to  dinners,  of  which  the  chief  givers  have 
hitherto  been  Lady  Mary  Deerhurst,  Mr.  Morritt  of  Rokeby, 
Lord  Dudley,  Lord  Kinnaird,  Torlonia,  Mrs.  Beaumont,  and 
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Go.  ;  and  others,  besides  the  same  company,  Mr.  Irving  or 
Irvine,  Mr.  and  Lady  Selina  Robinson,  Lord  C.  Fitzroy,  Lord 
Ashley,  Captain  Southill,  His  Highness  the  Prince  of  Mecklen- 
burgh,;  Dr.  Wilson,  a  most  agreeable  Scot,  fresh  from  Egypt, 
Jerusalem,  and  all  the  East,  and  very  talkative ;  Mr.  Hare,  Mr. 
Dodwell,  and  your  humble  servant,  to  which  lately  we  add  Sir 
William  Drummond  and  Dr.  Quin.  Do  not,  therefore,  imagine 
that  in  dinners  or  dinner  company  we  are  at  all  behind  you  at 
Naples,  though  all  the  strangers  are  supposed  to  have  left  this 
place,  the  Lord  rest  their  souls.  Since  my  arrival  we  have  had 
nothing  but  misfortunes ;  first,  the  sad  affair  of  Miss  Bathurst,* 
and  secondly,  the  death  of  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire.  Miss 
Bathurst's  death  really  made  every  body  unhappy,  having  been 
one  of  the  principal  delights  of  the  society  here,  while  living,  and 
really  beloved  by  every  body.  Lord  Aylmer  does  not  appear  to  be 
recovered  yet  as  to  spirits,  and  it  seems  that  the  idea  still  recurs 
to  him  every  instant ;  at  first  his  exertions  in  the  water,  and  the 
agitation  he  underwent,  seemed  to  threaten  his  senses  for  some 
days. 

"  Mr.  Mills  has  been  of  the  greatest  use  to  him,  having  at 
length  succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  talk  about  the  fatal  busi- 
ness till  he  acquired  by  degrees  a  little  calmness  and  fortitude* 
Mills  eats  his  breakfast  as  usual,  and  desires  your  ladyship  may 
be  informed  of  the  circumstance,  adding,  he  will  give  you  a 
breakfast  at  the  Vigna  Palatina,  as  he  has  done  to  Lord  and 
Lady  Aylmer  almost  every  morning  for  the  last  fortnight.  They 
go  away  in  a  day  or  two,  to  meet  the  unhappy  Mr.  Balnurst,  at- 
Genoa. 

u  The  poor  Duchess  had  every  possible  consolation  at  her  death. 
By  the  most  lucky  chance. the  Duke  and  Mrs.  Ellis  were  here, 
and  Dr.  Quin,  coming  here  for  a  frolic,  sat  up  with  her  eight 
nights,  so  as  to  have  hurt  his  own  health.  He  describes  her  aa 
dying  in  the  most  calm  and  amiable  manner  possible,  and  the 
physicians  having  permitted  her  to  see  her  friends  when  they  had 
no  longer  any  hope,  the  Duke,  Mr.  Ellis,  the  Due  de  Laval,  and 

•  The  lamentable  death  of  Miss  Bathurst,  who  was  drowned  in  the  Tiber  in 
February,  1824. 
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Mr.  Artaud,  went  to  see  her,  to  take  leave  of  her,  as  well  as  Dr. 
Nott  or  Knott,  who  had  a  conversation  with  her  very  satisfactory 
to  him  on  matters  of  religion,  shewing  that  she  did  not  die  a 
Catholic,  and  would  have  taken  the  sacrament,  but  the  doctors 
would  not  permit  it  on  account  of  her  weakness.  Dr.  Quin  had 
been  desired  by  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  to  be  present  at  the 
embalming  of  the  body,  which  is  to  go  by  land  to  England.  It 
was  discovered  that  an  ossification  of  the  arteries  had  commenced, 
so  that  in  a  short  time  she  would  probably  have  died  from  that 
cause,  had  not  an  accidental  cold,  neglected  by  herself  for  too 
long  a  period,  thus  destroyed  her.  And  now  I  will  give  you  no 
more  of  the  miseries  of  this  life.  I  hope  you  have  at  length  had 
better  weather.  Mr.  Morritt  says  that  for  two  months  the 
thermometer  has  been  seven  degrees  higher  in  London  than 
Rome  this  winter.  What  will  Lord  Blessington  say  to  an  Italian 
climate  after  this?  but  when  I  recollect  that  I  have  been  able  to 
breakfast  in  my  loggia,  in  a  hot  sun  every  morning,  except,  per- 
haps, ten,  during  the  winter,  I  shall  not  be  easily  persuaded  that 
we  are  not  better  off.  I  found  two  letters  from  Lady  Westmore- 
land, who  has  already  got  at  Malta  £300  worth  of  things  prepared 
for  her  voyage  to  and  in  Egypt,  where  she  will  probably  never 
go.  I  have  answered  her  with  my  own  projects,  but  do  not  build 
much  on  the  negotiation. 

"  In  the  mean  time,  they  say  the  Pacha  of  Egypt  has  declared 
himself  independent;  and  others  state  that  he  is  going  in  person 
to  attack  the  Morea,  which  last  is  a  folly  he  never  will  be  guilty 
of,  as  th£  government  of  Constantinople  w6uld  then  catch  him  in 
a  trap.  If  he  quits  the  country  adieu  to  travelling  there,  and  so 
says  Mr.  Wilkinson  at  Cairo,  from  whom  I  have  another  letter, . 
saying,  the  Pasha  has  now  30,000  men  armed  and  disciplined  in 
the  European  manner,  with  which  certainly  he  might  bid  defiance 
to  the  Porte,  if  the  opinion  or  religion  of  the  multitude  be  suffici- 
ently changed  for  them  to  resist  an  imperial  order  to  lay  down 
their  arms  before  the  standard  of  the  prophet 

"  Lord  Dudley  will  set  out  for  Naples  the  first  fine  day.  I 
don't  know  whether  Dr.  Watson  has  had  any  success  with  the 
volume  of  Dr.  Richardson  lent  to  Sir  William  Drummond ;  his 
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illness  and  his  usual  carelessness  seem  to  have  been  our  great 
enemies.  I  don't  know  what  to  do  about  it,  except  to  pray  that 
as  Lord  Blessington  had  the  goodness  to  send  for  a  copy  for  me, 
he  will  possess  himself  of  that,  and  leave  the  other  at  Naples.  I 
am  so  much  ashamed  of  my  neighbour's  conduct,  that  I  never  will 
be  responsible  for  him  again.  Alas  I  he  is  so  accustomed  to  losing 
and  destroying  books,  that  he  feels  no  shame  himself  on  the 
occasion,  and  swears,  though  he  conversed  frequently  about  the 
book  he  never  saw  it  in  his  life.  Indeed,  he  never  does  read  a 
book  except  for  the  first  five  minutes.  He  seems  in  very  good 
health  and  spirits,  and  his  trip  to  Rome  has  already  done  him  good. 
I  am  quite  sorry  you  all  hate  this  place  so  much,  for  I  find  my- 
self better  amused  in  general  than  at  Naples,  where  there  is  no- 
thing but  eternal  Toledo,  Chiaja,  and  San  Carlo.  There  can  be 
no  doubt  that  this  is  preferable  for  society ;  but  for  me,  I  think 
one  great  motive  of  preference  is  a  large  and  shady  garden,  where 
I  can  hobble  among  and  under  my  own  trees  of  my  own  planting.  I 
have  already  been  on  one,  and  I  intend  to  go  on  several  excursions 
to  different  parts  of  the  country,  where  I  make  observations  for 
the  making  of  a  map  of  the  neighbourhood.  Every  body  seems 
inclined  to  go  on  these  excursions,  so  my  researches  appear  as  if 
they  would  become  the  fashion  in  the  shape  of  morning  rides  and 
drives,  with  cold  dinners  brought  to  the  place  of  rendezvous.  I 
fear  you  see  little  or  nothing  of  Craven,  who  seemed  to  me,  when 
I  left  him,  as  if  he  was  established  for  life,  tacked  to  his  mamma's 
apron,  without  benefit  of  clergy. 

"  I  hope  you  will  let  me  hear  how  you  all  go  on,  and  fthat  you 
are  all  doing,  and  that  you  have  given  up  that  tour  in  Sicily, 
where  you  will  have  more  than  the  inconvenience  of  Egypt,  with 
very  little  of  the  entertainment  or  profit.  If  the  Egyptian  jour- 
neys cannot  be  contrived,  I  have  a  sort  of  faint  idea  of  a  tour  to 
Como,  and  the  northern  Italian  lakes.  I  kiss  your  hand  and  feet ; 
and  with  kindest  regards  to  the  Count  and  the  great  Mathews, 
believe  me,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  your  affectionate  and 
faithful 

"  William  Gell." 


30 


CHAPTER  IV. 

LETTERS  OF  SIR  WILLIAM   GELL  TO  LADY   BLESSINGTON. 

«  Rome,  4th  July,  1824. 

**  I  was  going  on  in  much  too  flourishing  a  state  of  health  and 
jack-ass  riding,  when  I  received  an  unlucky  letter  from  Dr. 
Watson,  congratulating  me  on  the  same,  and  singing  the  praises 
of  Dr.  Neiker,  who  he  says  has  cured  him  of  his  infamous  head- 
ache. 

"  This  was  a  sort  of  a  triumph  old  Nic  could  not  allow,  so  the 
same  day,  having  invited  Dodwell  to  dine  under  the  trees  in  my 
garden  in  order  to  concert  an  expedition  to  Soracte,  &c,  which 
would  have  taken  up  three  days,  after  which  I  meant  imme- 
diately to  throw  myself  at  your  feet,  I  was  obliged  to  be  carried 
to  my  post,  and  have  never  since  the  27th  of  June  made  a  single 
pace  on  my  own  feet,  nor  till  this  evening  in  any  other  manner. 
In  the  mean  time  I  have  really  very  little  pain,  though  I  have 
been  so  bewildered  that  I  could  not  even  sit  up  for  two  days,  a 
great  inconvenience,  as  it  deprives  one  of  so  many  amusements. 
At  present  I  am  better,  or  the  scene  is  shifting,  which  it  makes 
no  scruple  of  doing  between  both  feet,  both  knees,  and  a  dozen 
or  two  of  the  elbows  and  fingers ;  and  thus  you  have  had  a  long 
and  dull  account  of  my  enemy  and  myself. 

"  I  have  been,  since  I  wrote  last  to  your.  Ladyship,  doing 
nothing  but  living  in  the  country  houses  of  the  Romans.  We 
had  a  week  at  Tivoli,  at  the  Villa  Santa  Croce,  after  we  returned 
from  Bracciano.  We  next  borrowed  the  Palace  of  the  Duke 
of  Tagerolo  of  that  Ilk,  and  thought  that  though  the  thieves 
were  already  strong  in  the  field,  a  population  of  four  or  five 
thousand  souls,  with  the  Ducal  palace  in  the  centre,  would  render 
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the  neighbourhood  safer  for  us  ;  and  indeed  so  we  found  it, 
having  the  good  luck  to  ossify  all  over  the  country  in  all  direc- 
tions unassailed.  Lady  Mary  Deerhurst,  who  is  the  lady  of  the 
castle  on  all  these  excursions,  carries  the  whole  household, 
children,  tutor,  governess,  dogs,  and  the  rest  of  the  royal  family, 
so  that  we  made  some  show  even  in  the  largest  of  these  man- 
sions, that  at  Zagarolo  being  really  a  magnificent  pile,  and  the 
place  where  the  Pope  of  those  days  sent  the  learned  men  to 
consult  on  the  best  Catholic  edition  of  the  Bible,  since  published 
and  called  the  Vulgate.  Here  we  were  joined  for  some  days 
by  Lords  Kinnaird  and  Dudley,  and  Mt\  Hare,  to  say  nothing 
of  Mrs,  Dalton,  and  two  beaux,  Mr.  Bacon  and  Mr.  Stevenson, 
who  Lady  Mary  found  out  one  day  by  chance,  as  she  was  riding 
through  Valmontone,  the  whole  party,  and  I  believe  three 
carriages,  having  only  mistaken  their  way  a  little,  and  travelled 
through  the  whole  territory  of  the  thieves  by  Monte  Casino, 
thinking  they  were  going  by  the  Terracino  road,  much  as  the 
lovely  Bess  Caldwell  went  half  way  to  Vienna  in  her  way  from 
Brussels  to  Paris. 

"  When  we  had  seen  everything  in  that  country  we  returned 
again  to  Rome,  whence  we  fitted  out  several  little  expeditions 
for  the  day,  and  discovered  several  cities  with  good  old  Greek- 
looking  walls  of  large  blocks,  which  the  wags  and  antiquaries 
had  no  idea  of. 

"  Probably  the  lost  cities  taken  by  Romulus  and  the  Tarquins 
will  all  be  found  in  time,  if  we  all  live  and  are  well,  which,  as 
you  very  wisely  observe,  is  doubtful. 

"  I  shall  only  give  you  one  more  of  our  tours  in  search  of 
Cures,  the  ancient  city  of  the  Sabines,  whence-came  Mr.  Smith's 
cousin,  King  Tatius  and  all  the  Quirites  to  Rome.  We  found 
the  place,  though  there  are  but  few  remains  near  the  modern 
village  and  river  Corresse,  a  charming  trout  stream,  running 
through  the  most  beautiful  country  we  had  ever  seen.  Between 
tie  high  range  of  Mont  Gennaro  (Lucretili  according  to 
Mathews)  and  the  Tiber,  is  a  country  perhaps  eight  miles  in 
width,  interspersed  with  villages  at  short  distances  perched  on 
the  most   romantic   spots,   perfectly   defended   by   nature,   but 
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beautifully  picturesque,  with  the  remains  of  the  ancient  fortifi- 
cations of  the  baronial  houses.  We  had  the  palace  of  Prince 
Sierra  at  Monte  Libretti,  one  of  those  villages,  and  though  we  had 
it  not  enough  to  ourselves  to  be  very  comfortable,  we  managed  to 
make  our  excursions  with  effect  Nothing  can  give  you  an  idea 
of  the  infinite  beauty  of  the  country,  which,  generally  speaking, 
seems  an  eternal  forest  of  oaks  and  Spina  Ghristi;  yet  every 
now  and  then,  and  just  when  you  wish  it,  opening  into  a  little 
cultivation,  either  in  corn,  flax,  or  gardens.  Every  half  mile  in 
crossing  the  direction  of  the  great  mountains  which  bound  the 
whole  you  have  a  descent  by  a  precipice  into  a  deep  woody  dell 
with  its  little  stream,  sometimes  with  a  patch  of  cultivation,  and 
forcing  its  way  through  the  rocks ;  but  I  will  say  no  more,  lest 
you  should  think  the  gout  is  got  into  my  head.  How  sorry  you 
will  all  have  been  for  Lord  Byron.  We  have  a  little  medal  here 
of  him,  but  it  might  as  well  have  been  of  Caesar,  to  my  eye. 
They  should  have  sent  to  Count  D'Orsay  for  a  profile.  It  is 
really  a  sad  loss  to  literature,  and  an  immense  deficit  of  interest 
from  the  Greek  cause.  I  am  afraid  the  said  cause  is  not  very 
flourishing,  as  we  begin  to  receive  letters  from  ruined  families  of 
the  Greeks,  saying,  that  having  lost  almost  all  they  had  by  the 
revolution,  and  no  law  existing,  •  they  fled  with  the  little  re- 
mainder, and  now  solicit  your  Excellency's  support  In  the 
meantime  Lady  Westmoreland,  who  had  been  nearly  famished 
during  the  late  scarcity  of  '  cases,'  is  quite  set  up  again  by  Mr. 
Battler's  case,  and  the  death  of  Lord  Byron  before  he  had  time 
to  reform ;  and  with  these  two  she  is  now  exercising  her  eloquence, 
first  at  Venice,  and  since  at  Vicenza,  and  the  other  towns  in  the 
North  of  Italy,  where  Mr.  Craven  met  her.  Craven  writes  from 
the  lake  of  Wallensee  on  the  16th,  and  Munich  the  17th  of  June. 
He  finds  no  attempt  at  pease  or  even  salad.  At  Wallensee  se- 
veral patches  of  snow  down  to  the  water's  edge.  The  elder 
flowers  not  come  out  The  apple  trees  yet  in  early  bloom,  and 
a  sharp  frost  every  evening.  Two  days  before,  he  was  eating 
over-ripe  cherries  in  Italy. 

"  I  wish  I  could  send  you  a  good  account  of  the  robbers,  but 
nothing  has  been  heard  of  them  lately,  except  that  they  are 
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living  like  fifty  prodigal  sons  at  Montellano,  on  the  product  of  the 
last  ransom.  When  that  is  spent,  of  course  they  will  send  for 
more;  and  if  I  get  well  by  the  time  they  begin  to  infest  the  road, 
I  must  really  take  the  liberty  to  escape  by  sea,  for  to  be  beaten 
to  death  because  I  cannot  walk  into  the  mountains,  or  being 
taken  on  an  ass,  to  have  to  pay  the  greater  part  of  my  fortune  for 
a  ransom,  would  neither  of  them  be  advisable  cases.  I  hope,  at 
least,  the  Earl  now  likes  the  Belvedere  better  than  in  the  winter, 
when  the  window  curtains  sometimes  insisted  on  becoming  part 
of  the  dinnpr  company  at  the  table.  Speaking  of  a  gun,  do  any 
of  you  want  a  groom,  named  Crispin,  who  has  been  all  over 
this  country  with  Lady  Mary,  but  which  Lady  Mary  is  now 
gone  to  Leghorn  with  only  an  English  groom  for  her  riding- 
horses,  and  in  consequence  the  man  is  left  in  my  hands  to  dispose 
of?  Now  for  a  description.  Crispin  is  of  middle  stature,  slim, 
active,  intelligent,  and  much  in  appearance  like  a  real  slang 

English  groom.     In  feature  like  a  baddish  caricature  of  K 

C put  into  an  oven,  till  his  hair  was   a  little  singed. 

Born  at  Viterbo,  aged  about  thirty,  and  I  suspect  concerned  in 
divers  serenades,  sung  in  a  high  key,  and  not  remarkable  for 
precision,  which  I  sometimes  hear  in  the  streets.  If  any  of  the 
family  of  Belvedere  want  for  themselves,  or  can  dispose  to  their 
neighbours  of  a  person  so  eminently  qualified,  he  is  now  to  be 
had  cheap.  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  read  my  writing,  as  it 
has  only  just  occurred  to  me  that  I  am  obliged  to  sit  in  a  posture 
which  I  cannot  do  myself,  with  my  feet  in  the  air.  I  have  no 
news  from  England.     A  Mend  wrote  to  me  in  the  greatest  haste, 

to  help  him  to  a  Peerage,  that  of  Darcy  of .*    I  gave  him 

his  answer,  and  told  him  Darcy  of  Navan  was  what  he  had  a 
claim  to,  and  no  other  of  that  name.  Tet  I  have  had  no  answer, 
so  conclude  he  has  died  of  it,  as  it  is  now  above  three  months  ago. 
They  say  the  Aberdeens  are  coming  here,  instigated,  if  true,  I 
suppose,  by  Captain  Gordon.  We  have  long  been  without  a 
single  milord  of  any  sort  or  kind,  but  I  believe  there  yet  remain 
many  of  the  tribe  of  both  sexes,  who  are  in  want  of  money  to  go 
away  next  day  to  England,  with  a  very  pitiful  story,  which  they 

•  Word  illegible. 
VOL.   II.  D 
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take  round  every  winter,  without  ever  quitting  for  an  instant  the 
holy  city. 

"  We  have  yet  had  not  a  hint  on  the  subject  of  the  learned 
Faustus.  I  hope  and  trust  she  has  been  exorcised  long  ago, 
and  does  not  mean  to  be  ill  any  more ;  but  to  be  a  nice  little, 
neat  sort  of  a  tidy,  discreet  old  sort  of  a  body  as  usual,  when 
fate  allows  me  to  come  clumping  like  a  parrot  into  her  presence. 
I  kiss  the  hems  of  your  garments.  I  salute  the  whole  company, 
and  am  most  affectionately  and  faithfully, 

"W.  G." 

"  Sunday. 
"My  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
"  I  really  went  to  both  the  parties  last  night,  and  Sir  William 
Drummond  to"  one.  I  send  the  first  volume  of  Valerius,  and 
have  almost  finished  the  second,  for  which  reason  I  request  the 
third  if  it  be  convenient  to  send  it.  Lord  B.  said  in  a  week  I 
should  hear  some  determination  about  Egypt,  which  time  brings 
us  to  this  day,  and  I  hope  if  your  ladyship  and  the  Count  really 
like  the  journey  you  will  think  seriously  of  the  little  preparations 
necessary,  such  as  getting  the  Grand  Signior's  firman,  &c,  &c., 
which  are  all  easy,  but  require  a  little  time.  The  fact  is,  that  I 
go  to  Rome  at  the  end  of  February,  when,  the  parties  being 
dispersed,  the  difficulties  will  be  very  much  increased.  Will  you 
therefore,  good  my  Ladye,  have  the  goodness  to  hold  the  neces- 
sary consultation  of  elders  on  the  subject?  Could  you  do  me 
another  kindness,  to  ask  Mr.  Mathews  to  give  me,  if  he  has  got 
them,  Mr.  Angell  and  his  own  observations  on  the  Entasis  of  the 
smaller  columns  of  Paestum,  and  those  of  the  door  of  the  great 
temple,  which  I  requested  the  Angell  to  make,  and  which  he  did. 

"William  Gell." 

"Best  compliments  to  Lord  Blessington,  Miss  Faustus,  the 
Count,  Mr.  Mathews,  and  Mr.  Smith." 

"My  Dear  Lady  B., 
"  I  have  already  sent  to  you,  and  by  this  time   I  am  at  M. 
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Vaudricourt's,   at  dinner.     I   think   the  Dry*   should  be  well 
chastised  by  a  letter  from  the  Count  for  not  believing  him, 

"  Craven  is  here ;  the  Dry  is  not  only  wrong  but  will  repent,  for 
the  Abbotf  W*U  never  forgive  him — to  say  no  mo  re. 

"  Let  the  Count  go  to  the  Due  de  Blacas  and  the  Due  —  Fitz- 
james  and  say  the  truth,  that  he  abused  the  Bourbons  that  the 
beast  might  betray  them. 

"  I  cannot  say  more,  as  I  have  already  written.  Watson  is 
staunch  and  so  is  Craven,  and 

"  I  am,  ever  yours, 

"W.  Gell." 

"My  Dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"  This  is  not  the  excuse  which  the  Count  expects,  for  I  shall 
come  to-morrow  with  Mahomed  Ali  Effendi,  alias  Dr.  Watson,  in 
his  Syrian  dress,  though  I  daresay  Lord  Blessington,  when  he 
sees  him,  will  give  him  a  few  d>        s. 

"  I  send  three  of  your  gazettes,  and  beg  you  will  tell  the  Lord 
that  I  have  negociated  the  dinner  and  the  opera  both  with  Sir 
Wm.  Drummond,  who  expects  him  at  half  past  five  precisely  on 
Thursday. 

" Monday.  "William  Gell." 

"My  Dear  Ladye, 
"  I  have  told  Craven  how  much  you  wish  to  see  him  and  hear 
him  play,  and  to-day  (Friday)  is  the  only  possible  day  on  which 
he  can  come,  as  his  Mama  comes  on  Monday,  or  thereabouts,  so 
I  could  only  agree  to  it;  and  we  have  put  off  our  journey  to 
Somma,  behind  Vesuvius,  till  to-morrow ;  so  pray  put  me  oppo- 
site a  leg  of  the  table  at  dinner,  for  I  fear  it  not,  and  we  will 
come  as  near  half-past  five  as  may  be.  As  to  the  piano,  if  it 
were  in  tune  so  much  the  better,  but  if  not,  we  must  do  as  it  is. 

"  Your  most  attached 

"  and  obedient  slave, 

"W.  Gell." 
"Friday." 

•  One  of  Gell's  soubriquet!  of  Sir  W.  Drummond. 
f  1  he  AbW  Campbell 

D    2 


] 
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"  Rome,  October  2nd,  1824. 
"lam  sitting  in  my  garden,  under  the  shade  of  my  own  vines 
and  figs,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  where  I  have  been  looking 
at  the  people  gathering  the  grapes,  which  are  to  produce  six 
barrels  of  what  I  suspect  will  prove  very  bad  wine;  and  all  this 
sounds  very  well,  till  I  tell  you  that  I  am  positively  sitting  fat 
a  wheelbarrow,  which  I  found  the  only  means  of  conveying  my 
crazy  person  into  the  garden.      Donl  laugh,  Miss  Power*     The 
fact  is,  that  all'  those  feelings  which  I  had  for  two  days  at  your 
house,  most  kindly  contrived  to  resolve  themselves  into  a  fit  of 
the  gout  on  the  very  morning  of  my  departure,  so  that  I  got 
nto  the  carriage  in  torture,  and  was  obliged  to  be  borne  out  by 
two  porters  at  Capua,  since  which  time  till  to-day  I  have  never 
put  a  foot  to  the  ground.     I  considered,  at  Capua,  that  if  I  let 
Sir  W.  Drummond  turn  back,  as  he  wanted  to  do,  it  was  most 
probable  he  would  fall  ill  before  I  was  well,  and  he  would  be 
thus  disappointed  of  his  tour,   so  I  was  carried  again   to   the 
coach,  and  after  a  drive  of  thirty-five  miles  to  San  Germano  with 
the  same  horses,  through  a  most  beautiful  country,  and  not  very 
bad  road,  we  found  ourselves  compelled  at  sunset  to  mount  two 
wretched  asses,  and  climb  by  a  steep  zig-zag  road  for  an  hour  and 
a  half  to  the  monastery  of  Monte  Cassino.     All  this,  with  a  fit  of 
the  gout,  was  certainly  rather  an  undertaking,  but  I  was  carried 
by  some  very  good  people,  of  the  jackasses,  up  five  hundred  steps 
and  forty  corridors,  and  laid  upon  a  bed,  where  the  holy  fathers, 
the  very  nicest  of  Thingumberrys  in  the  world,  wore  so  kind 
to  me  that  I  could  have  been  no  where  better.    They  gave  us  a 
fine  supper  in  the  next  room,  as  I  found  by  the  number  of  good 
plates  they  brought,  and  tried  to  persuade  me  to  eat     Sir  Wil- 
liam Drummond  seemed  quite  pleased  with  them*  and  talked 
till  a  late  hour,  and  they  on  their  part  seemed  equally  delighted 
with  him.     The  next  morning,  Tuesday,  they  took  him  to  see 
their  library,  which  is  very  good,  and  their  archivio,  or  room  of 
manuscripts;  and  finding  I  was  not  in  a  moveable  state,  they 
were  so  kind  as  to  send  five  or  six  of  their  most  curious  MSS. 
to  me.     Among  them  was  the  MS.  Virgil,  which  has  all  the 
lines  filled  up  (by  the  Lord  knows  who),  which  Virgil  had  left 
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unfinished,  in  his  hurry  to  die.     We  remained  there  till  Satur- 
day, when  I  descended  the  mountain  in  a  sedan  chair,  and  we 
renewed  our  journey.     On  Friday,  the  fathers  insisted  on  my 
seeing  their  wonders  in  the  said  sedan;   and  I  went  into  the 
church  to  hear  the  celebrated  organ,  which,  in  the  shattered  state 
of  my  nerves,  only  served  to  make  me  cry.    The  church  is  really 
the  most  beautiful  thing  ever  .seen.    It  is  entirely  encrusted 
with  the  finest  marbles,  and  neither  stone  nor  mortar  appears  in 
any  part  of  it     The  pilasters  are  inlaid  in  beautiful  arabesques 
of  verd-antique,  porphyry,  and  serpentino ;  and  the  whole  so 
(dean,  so  new,  and  so  polished,  that  till  I  had  seen  it,  I  had  no 
idea  of  die  effect  which  might  be  produced  by  coloured  marbles. 
The  floor  is  also  equally  beautiful  and  simple,  and  the  ceiling 
gQt  and  painted  in  the  gayest  and  most  elegant  manner.     Under 
die  dome  is  the  abbot's  throne,  and  in  the  chancel  the  stalls  are 
of  carved  oak,  of  the  most  elaborate  and  astonishing  workman- 
•hip.     When  the  first  effect  of  the  organ  had  passed  off,  I  found 
it  was  re&lly  more  like  an  orchestra  than  anything  I  had  ever 
heard,  and  the  organist  was  never  tired  of  playing,  and  of  set- 
ting it  off  to  the  best  advantage.     These  people  are  really  learned 
monks,  and  we  found  out  of  ten,  three  or  four  who  were  good 
scholars,  and  had  even  got  as  far  as  the  Hebrew.     In  former 
times  they  had  great  revenues,   and  more  than  one  hundred 
residents.     They  have  now  16,000  ducats,  or  about  £3000  per 
annum.    Nothing  could  exceed  their  kindness  to  us,  and  we 
did  our  best  to  repay  it,  by  showing  them  the  sextant,  camera 
lucida,  and  all  we  possessed,  which  might  be  new  to  them  in 
science  or  literature,     Quitting  these  good  souls,  we  began  our 
adventures,  intending  to  go  to  Rome  by  the  nearest  way.     We 
set  out,  therefore,  with  a  vetturino  for  Ceprano,  the  first  town 
in  the  Roman  states.     We  found,  near  St  Germano,  the  remains 
of  an  amphitheatre ;  and  we  spun  along  a  fine  new  road,  past 
Aquino  to  below  Rocca  Secca,  for  two  hours  or  more,  with  the 
greatest  success,  and  there  met  with  the  river  Melfa,  almost  dry, 
but  at  the  bottom  of  a  deep,  rocky  dell,  over  which  a  bridge  is 
building— to  get  over  the  stream ;  it  was  therefore  necessary  to 
diverge  to  the  right,  and  in  about  twenty  minutes  we  regained  the 
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good  road,  only  to  quit  it  for  ever  on  the  left,  and  wander  for  the 
rest  of  the  day  in  the  wilds  and  vineyards,  without  roads  or  any- 
fixed  direction.  It  appears  that,  if  ever  five  miles  of  the  road  be 
made,  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  reaching  Ceprano  in  a  direct 
line*  As  it  is,  however,  the  fine  road  runs  to  the  right  to  Sara, 
and  we  were  condemned  to  hunt  our  fortune  in  a  large  coach  and 
four,  and  at  last  to  make  nine  or  ten  miles  out  of  the  five.  There 
were  few  absolute  dangers,  particularly  as  the  weather  had  been 
dry,  but  it  began  to  rain  in  the  afternoon,  and  we  passed  a  sort  of 
devil's  bridge  between  two  precipices  of  slippery  earth,  which  was 
not  quite  agreeable.  We  reached  at  length  the  little  village  of 
Isolatta,  and  soon  after  got  into  the  Roman  States,  where  we 
found  a  road,  and  a  very  good  new  bridge  over  the  Liris,  by  which 
we  entered  the  little  town  of  Ceprano.  Here  we  lodged  at  the 
house  of  a  surgeon,  to  whom  our  friends  of  Monte  Cassino  had 
recommended  us,  and  we  were  treated  as  well  as,  under  a  very 
humble  roof,  we  could  expect.  In  the  morning  of  Sunday  we  set 
out  again,  and  passing  by  a  very  decent  but  tiresome  road, 
eternally  mounting  and  descending,  but  in  a  well-cultivated  and 
pretty  country,  through  Frosinone,  Ferentino,  and  Anagni,  cities 
of  Latium,  with  great  remains  of  antiquity,  we  arrived  at  night 
at  Valmontane,  having  gone  forty-four  miles  with  the  same  horses 
from  Ceprano.  As  we  came  late,  though  the  inn  is  very  large, 
it  was  occupied,  and  after  a  good  deal  of  waiting  and  trouble,  we 
got  two  corn  chambers,  with  damp  beds  to  sleep  in*  Sir  William 
could  not  sleep,  but  in  the  morning  we  proceeded  to  the  Holy 
City,  twenty-five  miles,  and  arrived  about  two  o'clock,  having 
performed  our  journey  through  the  whole  of  the  thieves'  country 
without  any  sinister  accident  Lord  Kinnaird  we  saw  on  our 
arrival,  and  Mr.  Mills  came  the  same  day.  Mr.  Millingen  was 
also  here,  and  is  gone  on  to  Paris.  Lady  Mary  Deerhurst  came 
yesterday,  and  I  expect  her  in  my  garden  every  minute.  Craven 
arrives  to-morrow,  and  the  Margravine  is  hourly  expected :  a 
most  wonderful  coincidence  of  travellers.  My  companion  voted 
mo  too  crazy  to  accompany  him  to  Albano,  where  he  thinks  he  is 
going  to  ride  about  on  the  mountains,  so  I  am  sent  to  grass  for  a 
few  days  at  my  own  Cassino,  on  the  QuirinaL    I  expect  in  less 
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than  a  week  to  be  summoned  to  Albano,  and  so  to  return  to 
Naples,  when,  as  I  already  begin  to  hobble,  I  expect  to  be  quite 
well — in  my  way,  and  where  I  hope  to  hear  of  you  on  my  arrival ; 
for  I  will  not  let  you  write,  asl  am  most  uncertain  in  my  motions. 
I  think  I  am  the  only  person  who  sets  out  at  the  beginning  of  a 
fit  of  the  gout  on  a  party  of  pleasure,  but  I  think  it  has  succeeded, 
as  I  should  not  have  been  well  any  where ;  and  I  can  say  that, 
except  starting,  the  pain  of  the  gout  seems  to  have  very  much 
worn  itself  out,  or  to  have  been  conquered  by  Dr.  Neiker.  Ton 
will  know  poor  Miss  Bathurst's  body  was  found  the  day  we 
arrived.  A  flood  seems  to  have  removed  the  sank-bank  which 
had  covered  it,  near  the  scene  of  the  accident  Having  been 
always  under  water,  the  flesh  had  become  like  spermaceti,  and 
the  hat,  veil,  &c,  were  perfect ;  even  the  mouth  was  recognisable. 
I  beg  my  kindest  regards  to  the  Earl,  Count,  Mousey,  Mathews, 
and  all  your  party. 

"W.  Gell." 

"  Naples,  (1824> 

"'The  doughty  Douglass'  could  not  come  because  he  was 

going  away  so  soon,  but  will  wait  upon  you  in  St  James's  Square. 

"  I  intend  to  come  to-day,  and  will  bring  a  specimen  of  the 

Royal  Letters,  and  Mademoiselle  Demont's  journal,  if  you  will 

be  at  home.*    Tour  slave, 

"W.  Gell.* 

•  On  the  Queen's  trial,  in  1820,  Louisa  Demont  was  examined.  Said  she  was  a 
native  of  Switzerland,  of  the  Pays  de  Vaud,  a  Protestant ;  engaged  with  her  Royal 
Highness,  as  first  fevme  d§  ckambre,  at  Lausanne,  Her  testimony  was  the  most 
damaging  to  the  Princess  of  all  the  evidence  of  the  crown  witnesses.  Sept  1st,  1820. 
on  her  cross-examination,  said  she  had  been  in  England  thirteen  months,  and  could  not 
speak  English.  Was  discharged  by  the  Princess,  in  1817,  for  saying  something  which 
was  in  fact  untiue.  Did  not  go  into  other  service,  because  in  Switzerland  she  had 
funds  of  her  own  sufficient  to  live  upon. 

A  letter  of  Louisa  Demont  after  her  departure,  was  read  to  her  sister,  another  servant 
of  the  Princess,  named  Mariette,  dated  8th  Feb.  1818  in  which  this  passage  occurs: — 
"  Yon  cannot  think,  Mariette,  what  a  noise  my  little  journal  has  made."  In  this  letter, 
she  says  she  spoke  in  her  journal  in  the  highest  terms  of  the  Princess.  The  whole 
evidence  of  this  witness  shewed  her  to  be  a  very  unscrupulous,  intriguing,  cunning, 
clever  person,  not  deficient  in  education.  Lord  Brougham  said  of  her,  "  This  woman 
was  the  most  perfect  specimen,  the  most  finished  model  of  the  complete  waiting- maid." 
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"  Naples. 
"  I  have  been  thinking  of  jour  learning  Italian,  and  think  at 
but  that  I  could  teach  yon  in  two  hours  to  read;  and  as  yon  are 
Professor  of  Pansanias  already,  would  willingly  have  a  set-to  at 
a  tittle  bit  of  it  with  you;  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  no  modern 
language  is  equal  to  it,  and  when  you  have  it,  Latin,  Spanish,  and 
Portuguese  (to  read)  will  be  easy.  I  shall  therefore  bring 
Pausanias  on  Sunday,  and  hope  you  will  not  have  company  who 
will  prevent  my  lesson.  With  kindest  regards  to  the  Ceunt  and 
Lady  Julia, 

"Wjllum  Gell." 

In  a  letter  of  Sir  William  GelTs,  addressed  to  Lady  Bles- 
sington  in  1824,  at  the  Villa  Belvedere,  the  following  ob- 
servations on  mythological  emblems,  ornaments,  instruments, 
and  vesture  are  inserted  in  the  hand-writing,  I  think,  of 
Mr.  Craven,  probably  transmitted  in  compliance  with  the 
wishes  of  Lady  Blessington,  communicated  to  GelL 

c<  Certain  wreaths  were  peculiarly  given  as  rewards  to  the 
winners  in  particular  games.  Wild  olive  was  the  recompense  in 
the  Olympic  games,  laurel  in  the  Pythian,  parsley  in  the  Nemean, 
and  pine  twigs  in  the  Isthmic  games.  The  diadem  or  fillet,  called 
Credemnon,  was  among  the  gods  reserved  for  Jupiter,  Neptune, 
Apollo,  and  Bacchus,  and  among  men  it  was  regarded  as  the  pe- 
culiar mark  of  royalty.  The  radiated  crown,  formed  of  long 
sharp  spikes,  emblematic  of  the  sun,  and  represented  as  issuing 
from  the  head  of  that  deity,  *was  first  worn  only  on  the  tiaras  of 
the  Armenian  and  Parthian  kings,  and  afterwards  became  adopted 
by  the  Greek  sovereigns  of  Egypt  and  of  Syria.  A  wreath  of 
olive  branches  was  worn  by  ordinary  men  at  the  birth  of  a  son, 
and  a  garland  of  flowers  at  weddings,  on  festivals,  and  at  feasts ; 
in  order  that  the  scent  might  be  more  fully  enjoyed,  the  wreath 
was  often  worn  round  the  neck.  As  a  symbol  of  power,  gods, 
sovereigns,  and  heralds,  carried  the  sceptre,  or  hasta,  terminated 
by  the  representation  of  some  animal  or  flower  instead  of  a  point. 
As  the  emblem  of  their  mission,  Mercury  and  all  messengers  bore 
the  caducous  twined  round  the  scqxmt 


LETTERS  OF  SIR   WILLIAM   CELL.  41 

"  The  car  of  each  Grecian  deity  was  drawn  by  some  peculiar 
kind  of  animal  or  bird :  that  of  Juno  by  peacocks,  of  Apollo  by 
griffins,  of  Diana  by  stags,  of  Venus  by  swans  or  turtle  doves, 
of  Mercury  by  rams,  of  Minerva  by  owls,  of  Cybele  by  lions, 
of  Bacchus  by  panthers,  of  Neptune  by  sear-horses.  The 
Gorgon's  head,  with  its  round  chaps,  wide  mouth  and  tongue 
drawn  out,  emblematical  of  the  full  moon,  was  regarded  as  an 
amulet  against  incantations  and  spells,  and  is  for  that  reason 
fcand  not  only  cm  the  formidable  aegis  of  Jupiter  and  of  Minerva, 
as  well  as  on  cinerary  urns  and  in  tombs,  but  on  Grecian  shields 
and  breast-plates,  at  the  pole-ends  of  chariots,  and  in  the  most 
conspicuous  parts  of  every  other  instrument  of  defence  or  pro- 
tection to  the  living  or  the  dead.  The  prows  of  Greek  ga&ee 
or  ships  of  war  were  ornamented  with  the  tkmiseus,  frequently 
formed  like  the  head  and  neck  of  an  aquatic  bird,  and  the  poop 
with  the  aptuatntm,  shaped  like  a  sort  of  honeysuckle.  Two 
large  eyes  were  generally  represented  near  the  prow,  as  if  to 
make  the  vessel  like  a  fish,  to  see  its  way  through  the  waves.  In 
religious  processions  of  the  Greeks,  masks  were  used  as  well  as 
on  their  theatres,  and  in  order  to  represent  the  attendants  of  the 
god  who  was  worshipped.  Thus  in  Bacchanalian  processions 
(the  endless  subjects  of  ancient  bas-reliefs  and  paintings)  the 
fauns,  satyrs,  and  other  monstrous  beings,  ace  only  human  in- 
dividuals masked ;  and  in  initiations  and  mysteries,  the  winged 
genii  are  in  the  same  predicament :  and  the  deception  .must  have 
been  the  greater,  as  the  ancient  madks  were  made  to  cover  the 
whole  head.  Of  these  masks,  which,  together  with  all  eke  that 
belonged  to  the  theatre,  were  consecrated  to  Bacchus,  there  was 
an  infinite  variety.  Some  represented  abstract  feelings  or 
characters,  such  as  joy,  grief,  laughter,  dignity,  vulgarity,  masked 
in  the  comic,  tragic,  and  satyric  masks,  others  offered  portraits  of 
real  individuals,  living  or  dead.  The  thyrsus,  so  frequently  in- 
troduced, was  only  a  spear,  of  which  the  point  was  stuck  in  a 
pine  cone,  or  wound  round  with  ivy  leaves.  Afterwards,  to 
render  the  blows  given  with  it  during  drunkenness,  it  was  made 
of  the  reed  called  ferula. 

"Of  musical  instruments,  the  pharminx,  or  large  lyre,  was 
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dedicated  to  Apollo,  and  was  played  upon  with  an  ivory  instru- 
ment called  plectrum.  It  was  usually  fastened  to  a  belt  hung 
across  the  shoulder,  and  sometimes  suspended  from  the  wrist  of 
the  left  hand,  while  played  upon  with  the  right  The  cithara,  or 
smaller  lyre,  was  dedicated  to  Mercury,  and  when  the  body  was 
formed  of  tortoise-shell,  and  the  arms  composed  of  a  goat's  horns, 
it  was  called  chelys.  This  was  played  upon  by  the  fingers.  The 
barbitoB  was  a  much  larger  instrument,  and  emitted  a  graver 
sound  The  tiigonium,  or  triangle,  an  instrument  borrowed  by 
the  Greeks  from  Eastern  nations,  much  resembled  the  harp. 
Besides  these  instruments  with  chords,  the  Greeks  had  several 
wind  instruments,  principally  the  double  flute  and  the  syrinx 
or  Pan's  flute.  To  these  may  be  added  a  certain  instrument  for 
producing  noise,  the  tympanon,  or  tambourine,  chiefly  used  in 
the  festival  of  Bacchus  and  of  Cybele :  the  crembala>  or  cymbals, 
formed  of  metal  cups,  and  the  crotaU,  or  castagnets,  formed  of 
wood,  shaped  like  shells. 

"  In  attire,  the  cfdamys,  a  short  cl6ak,  was  a  garment  of  gods 
and  heroes,  fastened  over  the  shoulder  or  upon  the  chest  Such 
is  the  mantle  of  the  Apollo  Belvidere,  and  many  of  the  statues 
of  Mercury.  Wreaths  of  oak  leaves  were  consecrated  to  Jupiter, 
laurel  leaves  to  Apollo,  ivy  and  vine  to  Bacchus,  poplar  to 
Hercules,  wheat  ears  to  Ceres,  gold  or  myrtle  to  Venus,  fir 
twigs  to  the  fauns  and  silvans,  and  reeds  to  the  river  gods. 

"  The  peplum  was  a  sort  of  mantle  worn  by  the  Greeks.  The 
tunic  a  loose  robe ;  Venus  is  the  only  one  of  the  goddesses  that 
is  represented  without  a  peplum,  and  Diana  is  generally  repre- 
sented with  hers  furled,  and  drawn  tight  over  the  shoulders  and 
round  the  waist,  forming  a  girdle,  with  the  ends  falling  down 
in  front  The  peplum  had  small  metal  points  attached  to  its 
corners,  in  order  to  make  them  hang  more  straight  and  even.* 

"Rome,  23rd  March,  1825. 

"  I  shall  never  have  the  pleasure  of  ( whipping  the  family  all 

round  most  severely'  again,  if  it  be  true  that  poor  old  Parr  is 

really  dead,  as  I  see  it  announced  in  the  newspapers.     I  am 

always  for  those  living  longest  who  contrive  to  be  content  with 
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the  world,  and  endeavour  to  make  the  best  of  it:  and  he  was 
really  one  of  those.  I  conclude  he  was  by  no  means  young,  but 
it  is  a  pity  that  two  such  scholars  as  he  and  Porson  should  have 
departed  without  having  left  something  of  more  consequence 
behind  them  to  perpetuate  their  fame.  I  continued  to  mend  in 
my  hobbling  as  I  approached  the  Holy  City,  and  for  some  days 
after  my  arrival ;  but,  as  fate  would  have  it,  all  my  friends  lived 
up  one  hundred  and  fifty  stairs,  and  I  ruined  myself  by  my  pre- 
mature activity,  so  effectually,  that  though  without  pain,  I  have 
been  forced  to  be  carried  by  two  people,  one  of  whom  is  the 
great  Pasquale,  till  three  days  ago.  It  would  be  natural  that  I 
should  have  therefore  seen  very  few  persons,  but  the  good  Lady 
Manvers,  who  protects  me  most  especially,  is  so  popular,  that 
seated  in  her  wheeling  chair,  I  have  seen  almost  all  the  good 
company  at  Rome,  Lady  Bute  excepted,  who  threatens  me  with 
a  visit  in  my  garden  to-day,  as  she  does  not  attempt  stairs.  I 
have  no  doubt  Dr.  Neiker  could  cure  her  of  that  also.  We 
have  Sir  George  Talbot,  who  gives  great  and  good  dinners 
as  I  am  told,  for  I  was  not  well  enough  to  go  when  invited.  We 
have  Lady  Davy;  who  lives  in  the  right  horn  of  the  moon,  in  the 
Valdombrino  palace,  up  five  hundred  steps,  who  gives  agreeable 
little  dinners  neither  great  nor  good.  We  have  Anna  Maria 
Starke,  who  gives  parties  and  misereres,  if  you  are  fond  of 
music ;  Lady  George  Seymour,  who  has  a  very  pretty  daughter, 
and  a  very  nice  girt  Mr.  Rose,  the  man  of  Greek  inscriptions ; 
a  rich  Mr.  Ferguson,  with  one  or  two  others,  last  from  Persepolis 
and  Bagdat;  a  Baron  Uxscull,  or  Oxscull,  from  Finland,  last 
from  Egypt  and  Syria,  with  a  collection  of  drawings ;  William 
Burrell,  with  a  new  waistcoat  and  neck-handkerchief  of  real 
Cashmire  (or  do  you  spell  it  Cashemire)  shawl,  for  every  day  in 
the  year,  and  a  gold  toilet;  Mr.  Dodwell,  who  has  just  cut 
open  a  mummy  in  public,  and  found  it  to  be  a  lady  of  fashion 
three  thousand  years  old,  and  his  pretty  wife,  who  has  a  party 
every  Sunday,  and  I  dine  with  them,  to  remain  at  it ;  Mrs. 
Singleton,  nfee  Upton,  and  Miss  Upton,  unmarried;  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Lucas,  very  nice  people,  from  Ireland;  Dr.  and  Mrs.  and 
Miss  Hall,  the  Dean  of  Durham,  from  Naples,  who  seem  good 
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people,  and  a  variety  of  others,  fathers  and  mothers  unknown. 
A  little  while  ago  every  body  was  engaged  in  companies  like 
Anglo-Mexican  miners,  to  make  excavations  in  secret ;  as  nobody 
got  any  good  by  these  speculations  the  taste  seems  at  present  all 
gone  into  the  miserere  line,  and  there  really  are  arrived  many  pit 
grims,  and  even  prelates  who  do  penance,  much  as  I  think  I  could 
do  it  myself,  by  arriving  here  in  a  coach  and  four,  and  under  their 
oil-cloth  dress  and  cockle  shells,  are  clothed  in  real  cloth  of  gold 
and  fine  linen.  I  believe  the  Duke  of  Lucca  is  also  a  pilgrim, 
and,  in  short,  from  what  I  understand,  the  plot  begins  to  thickeo, 
and  the  desert  of  Rome  to  be  peopled.  I  cannot  help  thinking 
it  would  entertain  you  all  exceedingly  to  make  a  trip  for  a  week, 
particularly  as  holy  years  do  not  occur  every  day  of  one's  Kfe, 
and  we  shall  end  with  an  illumination  and  fireworks  of  the  moat 
brilliant  kind. 

"I  wish  I  could  say  I  would  lodge,  clothe,  and  feed  you  if 
you  would  come ;  but  for  amusement,  the  people,  the  quaintness 
of  every  thing,  and  the  air  of  general  decadence,  are,  after  the 
bustle  of  Naples,  things  to  ponder  upon,  and  could  not  fail  to 
strike  you  at  the  time,  and  to  prove  a  source  of  recollections 
and  reflections  afterwards,  not  to  mention  the  queer  things 
you  would  pick  up  for  the  adventures  in  your  new  romance.  I 
wish  you  would  engage  me  in  that  to-4>e-celebrated  work.  Have 
you  read  the  '  Travellers,9  a  book  with  some  such  name,  with 
anecdotes  of  all  the  robberies,  real  or  supposed,  in  the  way  be- 
tween Rome  and  Naples?  Have  you  got  c the  Inheritance,'  by 
the  author  of  ' Marriage?'  It  is  excellent,  and  very  interest- 
ing.    Think  of  poor  Colonel  S- and  the  shocking  affair  at 

Eton. 

"The  world  is  gone  crazy.  Lady  Mary  Deerhurat  I  see  often, 
and  she  will  come  to  Naples  in  May.  She  wants  to  said  her  son  to 
school  in  England.  Our  spring  is  very  backward,  but  nevertheless 
I  find  my  garden,  which  is  full  of  evergreens,  in  considerable 
beauty.  When  the  weather  is  warmer,  I  shall  begin  my  geo- 
graphic excursions  with  Lady  Mary  and  Messrs.  Graham  and 
Dodwell  We  purpose  going  up  Mount  Soracte  among  other 
things,  and  to  hire  all   the   diligence,  and   go  in  it,  to  Civita 
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Vecchia,  and  thence  to  Corneto  or  Tarquinium.  Yon  will  most 
likely  think  us  all  very  crazy,  but  as  Lady  Charlotte  Campbell 
said,  if  it  be  not  right,  it  is  at  least  very  agreeable.  Lord  Kin- 
naird  is  by  no  means  well,  and  it  is  supposed  he  must  quit  Rome. 
I  hope  Mesdames  Lucrezia  and  Letizia  continue  to  be  the  orna- 
ments of  their  profession,  and  to  draw  the  great  coach  with 
success.  I  beg  to  be  most  kindly  remembered  to  my  Lord  and 
cLady  Julia.9  Pray  tell  the  Count  his  particular  friend  Dr. 
Wilson  has  sent  Lady  Mary  also  some  oranges,  so  he  must  not 
think  the  protection  exclusive.  I  don't  hear  whether  he  called 
her  'Mary'  in  his  letter,  or  added  her  title.  I  kids  your 
hands. 

"William  Gell." 

"  Drummond  has  given  his  word  of  honour  to  close  his  gates 
to  the  abbot,*  and  told  Craven  and  Scarfe  to  announce  it  to 
the  world.  Captain  Scarfe  was  a  witness,  and  Craven  says, 
quite  eloquent,  and  without  compliments. 

u  There  does  not  appear  to  be  any  sympathy  for  the  abbot 

at  present,  any  where.     Reilly  seems  a  sort  of  helper,  and  S 

in  the  worst  scrape  as  to  the  figure  he  makes,  for  he  has  unsaid 
and  has  to  re-unsay.     Most  truly  and  sincerely, 

«W.  Gell." 

"  Naples, 
w  I  could  not  answer  your  last  kind  letter,  as  I  was  wofuDy 
beset  by  bankers  business  at  the  moment,  but  I  intended  to 
have  sent  a  letter  this  morning,  when  your  man  arrived.  I  must 
come  to-morrow,  as  I  don't  like  to  refuse  Craven  at  this  mo- 
ment, just  after  the  tidings  of  Lord  Craven's  death.  I  will 
come  on  Wednesday  to  dinner,  and  at  seven,  if  I  do  not  hear 
that  your  hour  is  changed,  if  you  can  see  me,  and  think  then, 
with  assistance,  I  shall  be  able  to  do  without  my  chair,  as  to- 
day I  can  stand  alona  I  am  quite  well,  but  with  such  legs 
(in  their  best  state),  I  am  long  in  recovering  the  little  use  of 
them  winch  remains. 

"  A  nasty  man,  Mr.  R :  he  has  gone  and  bought  a  house 

•  The  well-known  Abbe*  Campbea 
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in  Piccadilly,  on  which  I  had  £4000,  or  rather  an  annuity  of 
£400  a  year,  which  has  thrown  my  money,  or  rather  the  interest 
of  it,  into  a  sad  state. 

"  With  kind  regards  to  the  Lady  Julia  and  the  Count, 

"  William  Gell." 

"  Naples. 
"  How  do  you  do  after  your  star-gazing?  and  have  you  got 
your  treasures  safe,  and  has  the  Count  been  angry  at  me  for 
slipping  them  into  his  portfolio  ?  for  I  am  anxious  to  know  all 
these  circumstances.  After  waiting  some  time,  I  recollected  that 
Lord  Blessington  said  you  were  to  wait  for  the  moon,  and  that  I 
might  have  remained  many  centuries  listening  for  the  wheels  of 
your  chariot;  so  I  departed,  hoping  that  I  should  meet  you 
somewhere  on  the  road  to  the  studio,  where  you  turned  off  to 
the  observatory.  I  doubled  up  my  note  as  curiously  as  I  could, 
that  no  one  might  dare  to  open  it,  and  learn  where  I  had  placed 
the  letters,  and  I  hope  I  succeeded. 

"  Verses  by  Payne  Knight's  ghost,  to  Mr.  Sotheby : 
t€  Dear  Botherby,  let  me  alone, 
For  as  asses  still  scratch  one  another, 
Every  mortal  that  hears  of  your  moan, 
Will  imagine  that  I  was  a  brother. 
Bad  verses  I  wrote,  but  no  cant, 
Was  a  scholar,  and  wit  as  you  know  it, 
.While,  in  spite  of  pretension  and  rant, 
You're  a  Quack  and  a  Prig,  but  no  Poet 

"  Most  truly  yours, 

"  W.  Gbll." 

"  Naples. 
"  It  is  so  many  centuries  since  I  heard  of  you  from  yourself, 
that  I  have  thought  it  better  to  write  than  to  go  on  longer  in 
darkness.  I  have  heard,  however,  that  poor  Miss  Faustus  •  is 
going  on  well,  from  Dr.  Doratt;  pray  let  me  hear  how  she  is  to- 
ft One  of  the  numerous  appellation*  Sir  William  wai  in  the  habit  of  giving  his  fair 
friend  Miss  Power. 
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day.  It  is  so  cold  for  the  last  three  days,  that  I  think  of  giving 
up  the  ghost  myself,  and  Sir  Wm.  Drummond  is  not  yet  quite 
recovered.  I  fear  you  will  have  also  suffered  from  the  winter, 
which,  in  your  exposed  situation,  must  have  heen  more  serious 
than  here.  Nevertheless,  I  have  always  breakfasted  on  my 
terrace,  for  the  abominable  wind  does  not  blow  here  till  twelve 
or  one.  I  expect  Craven  to-morrow  evening,  who  has  escaped 
with  difficulty  from  his  constituents,  the  actors  at  Rome,  for  they 
are  quite  ruined  by  his  departure,  and  expect  no  more  good 
benefits.  Lady  Drummond  threatens  us  with  a  masked  ball, 
and  Mrs.  Hamilton  with  another,  at  the  end  of  the  month.  M. 
De  Serre  gives  a  ball  this  evening,  and  Count  Jeniseo,  who  is 
just  as  fat  as  ever  after  the  liquidation  of  his  blood,  according  to 
Bess  Caldwell,  gives  another  in  a  few  days.  I  shall  certainly  be 
danced  quite  off  my  legs.  What  do  you  think  of  my  dining 
with  the  Archbishop  yesterday,  at  what  he  calls  three,  and  not 
ending  till  seven,  which  made  nine  at  night  appear  like  twelve  ? 
He  had  two  new  dandy  Counts  from  Sweden,  one  of  which  was 
a  Count  Hamilton,  to  dinner,  and  I  took  the  Angell  f  with  me  to 
shew  his  precious  sculptures.  The  archbishop  says  you  are  all 
most  cruel  people  to  come  like  an  apparition,  and  then,  after 
swearing  eternal  friendship,  to  come  no  more ;  however,  he  has 
turned  off  the  Beaumont  girls,  and  says  he  will  deliver  himself 
up  to  you  body  and  soul,  if  you  are  inclined  to  return  to  his 
embraces  and  charities.  In  the  middle  of  dinner  the  Angell  put 
down  his  hand  by  accident,  which  was  immediately  seized  and 
scratched  by  the  great  black  cat,  *  Othello,'  who  lies  watching 
for  such  opportunities.  He  only  climbed  upon  my  knee  once,  by 
setting  his  claws  into  my  pantaloons. 

"  I  fear  we  shall  end  by  falling  into  the  arms  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Montefiore,  Mr.  Rothschild's  brother  and  sister-in-law,  for  our 
Egyptian  voyage.  They  are  now  waiting  at  Rome,  and  mean 
to  get  a  ship  from  England  in  September. 

"  Pray  let  me  hear  how  you  all  do ;  and  with  best  regards  to 
the  Earl,  the  Count,  and  all  the  party, 

"William  Gell." 

f  Mr.  Angell  was  an  eminent  English  architect 
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"  Naples,  August  6th, 
"  I  really  don't  think  it  would  be  fair  to  attack  you  a  third 
time  by  the  post,  having  already,  as  you  ordered,  first  addressed 
you  at  Turin,  and  then  at  Geneva,  particularly  as  before  this 
arrives  in  Florence  you  will  probably  be  in  Ireland.  First,  his 
Lordship  was  very  kind  and  very  gracious  about  the  map,  as  the 
Mecsenas  is  already  inscribed  in  the  title,  and  I  wrote  by  the 
same  post  to  put  off  Lady  Ruthven,  who  was  likely  to  have 
been  the  map's  protectress.  Moreover,  I  wrote  to  his  Lordship 
again,  to  say  that,  as  he  told  me,  I  had  through  Torlonia  made 
a  sort  of  draft  on  Messsrs.  Ransom  at  a  long  date,  I  think  three 
months,  as  the  map  was  almost  finished.  I  have  put  down  in 
the  title  at  once  that  his  munificence  was  the  cause  of  the  publica- 
tion, for  it  seems  better  to  write  the  real  truth*  So  it  begins, 
'  Munificentia  Exc  Viri  Carolus  Johannes  Comitis  Blessington,' 
and  set  forth  properly  in  capitals.  Nobody  can  be  offended  at 
the  puff,  and  his  Lordship's  modesty  will  not,  and  cannot  be 
alarmed.  I  have  also  twice  written  to  say  my  d— — d  £1000, 
which  I  have  in  London,  is  not  yet  cleared  from  certain  houses, 
on  which  it  is  secured;  and  since  then  I  have  from  Craven  a 
letter  to  say  the  time  is  by  no  means  fixed  when  it  will  be  forth- 
coming. 

"  Ye  Gods,  how  hot  it  is  1  Mr.  Lambton's  vessel  is  here,  and 
the  sailors  wanted  to  take  the  Neapolitan  frigate,  where  it  was 
launched  the  other  day,  because  the  English  flag  was  placed  the 
lowest,  except  the  Algerine.     There  is  spirit  for  you ! 

«W.  G." 

"Naples,  15th  April,  1826. 
"  It  was  very  silly  of  me  not  to  ask  one  of  you  to  send  me 
one  line  from  Florence,  as  I  have  been  thinking  ever  since  of  the 
displeasure  I  should  receive  from  losing  a  letter  to  you.  How- 
ever, I  will  proceed  on  the  supposition  that  you  are  really  gone 
on  to  Venice,  unseduced  by  the  wiles  of  Messrs.  Strangways  and 
Co.  to  detain  you  at  Florence.  Oh,  what  pens  and  paper  one 
meets  with  in  Dodwell's  house,  but  I  have  mended  it,  for  there  I 
am  waiting  for  dinner  at  four  o'clock,  on  the  15th  day  of  April, 
1826. 
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"  You  left  us  in  great  tribulation  at  your  departure,  and  the 
next  day  it  seemed  as  if  you  had  been  gone  a  week,  so  heavily 
did  the  time  pass.  I  immediately  fell  to  map-making  with  great 
vigour,  and  it  is  positively  engraving  on  a  great  plate  of  copper 
weighing  thirty-six  pounds,  and  costing  the  Lord  knows  what 
The  said  plate  arrived  when  I  was  out,  and  Squintibus,  to  whom 
I  had  mentioned  my  wish  to  put  a  metal  plate  behind  the  fire, 
mistook  it  for  that,  and  was  on  the  point  of  sacrificing  my  new 
copper  to  that  purpose.'  I  made  the  tour  proposed  with  Messrs. 
Dodwell  and  Nibby,  and  the  Conte  di  Monte  Vecchio  last 
Monday,  but  having  wisely  selected  the  only  rainy  day  ever 
seen,  we  did  nothing  but  fence  off  the  bad  weather  with 
umbrellas,  and  after  getting  up  at  five  to  set  out  at  seven,  we. 
dined  at  twelve  in  a  cottage,  at  a  place  called  Buccea,  twelve 
miles  from  Rome,  and  returned  without  being  much  the  wiser 
for  our  pains. 

**  On  Tuesday  next  we  set  out  for  Antium,  that  is,  Dodwell, 
Mills,  and  I,  in  two  carriages ;  as  Mills  goes  on  a  plant  expedition 
only,  and  we  go  to  flatter  ourselves  in  vain,  we  shall  find  Cor- 
rioli  with  Cains  Marius  and  John  Kemble  on  the  wall.  Sir 
William  Dry  arrived  the  day  before  yesterday,  having  deluded 
Lady  D —  to  stay  a  fortnight  longer  in  Naples.  I  have  not  seen 
him,  but  go  to-night  at  eight,  after  dining  at  DodwelTs.  He  has 
brought  Dr.  Watson  to  take  care  of  him,  for  he  is  by  no  means- 
right,  having  a  hind  leg  out  of  order ;  but  he  is  getting  well. 
They  don't  know  long  they  stay,  or  whither  they  are  bound, 
except  that  they  think  Paris  will  be  somewhere  in  their  journey. 
I  have  a  letter  to-day  from  Cbampollion,  who  has  found  treasures 
at  Leghorn,  in  Salt's  collection,  which  the  French  Government 
have  sent  him  to  examine,  and  pack  up.  He  has  found,  among 
other  things,  the  great  Queen  of  Egypt,  Nitocris,  not  that  of 
Babylon,  and  is  very  ingenious  on  the  subject,  having  really  a 
splendid  talent  at  making  silken  purses  out  of  sows'  ears. 
Manetho,  or  Eratosthenes,  I  forget  which,  says  the  name  Nitocris 
meant  the  victorius  Minerva,  so  Champollion's  Queen  begins  with 
the  signs  of  Neith,  the  goddess  answering  to  Minerva,  and  of  the 
rest  of  the  characters  after  Neith,  he  makes  the  word  victory  in 

VOL.   II.  E 
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Coptic,  of  which  I  believe  every  word  (like  a  goose  yon  will  say), 
and  qnite  worship  die  knowledge  united  with  the  talent  he 
possesses.  He  says  he  will  come  here  on  the  15th  of  May,  and 
certainly  will  be  a  great  acquisition  to  me — 

"The  Strabo  informs  us." 

"  Miss  Power  has  long  ago  left  the  room  I  conclude,  but  as 
she  does  not  yet  know  Champollion,  she  can  only  call  him  a  bore. 
Moore  is  really  gone  to  Naples,  and  so  is  everybody  I  ever  heard 
of,  except  the  licentious  people  who  go  by  a  vetturino  to  Vienna 
to  meet '  my  lawful. '  My  nasty  friend  has  ended  by  declaring 
that  he  cannot  give  the  £400  he  promised  me  two  years  ago,  and 
I  have  yet  £1,500  of  my  capital  which  my  friends  have  not  dis- 
posed of  at  Naples,  and  which  grieveth  the  financial  boss  of  my 
cerebellum  full  sore. 

"  I  was  sent  for  by  Princess  Geraci  as  I  quitted  your  house, 

and  she  told  me was  restored  to  Nelly,  but  I  fear  'not 

no  good  won't  come  of  it9  The  Sagan  woman  was  most  un- 
commonly civil  to  Nelly,  and  last  Saturday  set  out  for  Vienna 
with  the  Potocka  girl.  I  saw  for  a  moment  the  Margravine's 
Memoirs  at  Torlonia's.  In  the  middle  of  them  is  a  long  essay  on 
Etruscan  art,  written  by  the  editor,  Mr.  Brett,  out  of  the 
Winkleman,  a  book  I  have  often  seen  in  his  hands.    The  said 

lady  has  ordered  C never  to  invite  Luttrell  to  dinner  again, 

because  he  never  spoke  to  her.  Mills  says  he  is  glad  the  receipt 
is  at  last  discovered.  Please  to  tell  Miss  Power  that  the  Mr. 
Demetri,  her  friend,  I  have  at  last  found  out  to  be  a  person  whom 
I  never  saw  but  once  in  my  life  for  a  moment,  and  not  a  bit  a 
certain  Athenian  that  I  really  did  know.  Mrs.  Dodwell  has 
agreed  to  take  a  box  at  the  Teatro  de  Buratini,  or  Theatre  of 
Puppets,  next  Saturday.  This  has  long  been  a  fashionable 
amusement  at  Rome,  but  they  have  now  got  up  with  splendid 
scenery  and  dresses  Iphigenia  in  Tauris,  and  other  heroic  pieces, 
which  are  said  to  be  very  entertaining,  particularly  when  the 
machinery  goes  wrong,  and  the  heroes  instead  of  striking  a  blow 
with  their  swords,  thrust  them  through  the  train  of  their  own 
robes.     This  operation  is  so  long  deferred  on  account  of  their 
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journey  to  Antium,  about  which  you  have  heard  so  nfach,  and 
probably  care  so  Kttle.  This  letter  is  concluded  the  16th  of 
April,  when  I  have  had  a  long  tea-party  with  Sir  WHliam 
Drummond,  and  very  long  discussions  on  divers  points  of  history, 
and  particularly  that  of  Rome,  by  Niebuhr,  the  ex-Prussian 
minister  here,  which,  if  you  ever  meet  with  in  French,  pray  get 
it,  as  it  is  very  curious.  You  have  probably  been  overtaken  by 
*  Puss  in  Boots9  at  Florence :  at  all  evehts  last  Friday  he  deter- 
mined to  set  off,  but  I  think  my  letted  may  overtake  him  yet,  as 
he  goes  by  a  vetturino.  The  world  is  grown  very  wide,  I  mean 
there  is  quite  room  enough  for  those  remaining  in  Rome,  and 
to-day  I  have  seen  no  one  but  Dr.  Watson,  Nibby,  Mr.  Petre, 
and  Mr.  Sykes,  the  first  bound  for  Naples  and  the  latter  for 
England,  where  Pussey  will  wend  for  the  sake  of  buying  horses. 
"  I  have  now  sent  you  a  very  long  and  very  ugly  letter ;  but 
Lady  Westmoreland  says,  little  queer  letters  are  the  only  ones 
which  arrive  safe.  I  have  neither  announced  myself  in  France  nor 
Portugal  yet,  in  the  persons  of  their  ambassadors,  not  having 
had  time,  or  perhaps  the  courage  which  sound  legs  inspire ;  but 
I  will  do  so  next  week,  that  I  may  not  be  in  that  dinnerless  con- 
dition described  by  Hare  at  Florence,  which,  in  the  present 
dearth  of  company  seems  not  impossible.  By  this  time  Miss 
Power  may  be  returned,  hoping  my  dull  letter  may  be  finished ; 
but  no,  you  have  yfet  to  receive  the  loves  of  the  Oontessina 
Dodwell,  who  says  you  are  all  *ympaticar—o{  Mills  who  1ov4j 
you  tenderly,  and  Dodwell,  who  eagerly  asks  every  day  £ot 
information  I  cannot  give  him.  Pray  let  me  bear  from  you 
ere  long,  not  a  letter,  but  a  line  to  say  how  you  all  are,  and 
whither  bound.  Dr.  Robertson  came  a  day  or  two  after 
you  went,  and  seemed  sorry  not  to  have  caught  yoii.  I  salute 
you  all  with  a  kiss,  a  little  warmer  than  Dr.  Parr's  holy  kiss  on 
the  stairs. 

*  Your  ladyship's  slave, 

"W.  Gbll," 

"  Rome,  June  7, 1827. 
"  I  am  gone  to  bed  at  nine,  having  a  dozen  gouts  and  as  mafcy 

£  2 
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agues,  beside  swelled  glands,  and  every  other  species  of  agreeable 
sensation.  It  rained  yesterday  furiously,  on  account  of  which 
Lady  Westmoreland  gave  a  fSte  in  a  villa  at  Rome.  Now  I  had 
no  idea  that  Lord  B —  was  with  the  rest  of  the  family,  imagining 
that  he  bad  departed  some  fortnight  ago,  for  the  purpose  of  ap- 
pearing in  Parliament;  and,  on  this  supposition,  I  ventured  to 
ask  the  Count  whether  the  mention  of  the  map  would  be  an  im- 
prudence or  not  His  lordship  has  solved  my  doubts  in  a  very 
agreeable  manner,  so  I  shall,  according  to  his  order,  consider  him 
as  the  Maecenas  of  my  map,  and  he  must  figure  away  with  arms, 
coronet  and  supporters,  with  a  sort,  I  think,  of  Latin  dedication 
in  one  corner,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  modern  Medes  and 
Persians,  which  altereth  not  Depend  upon  it  I  will  contrive  the 
thing  in  a  few  words,  saying  the  truth,  that  his  lordship  is  the 
cause  of  its  appearance,  by  his  munificent  protection  of  the  en- 
graving. What  I  wish  him  to  do,  is  to  tell  the  Ransoms  to 
answer  my  drafts  for  a  sum  not  exceeding  400  dollars  (and  I  hope 
not  300),  which  was  the  way  settled  with  Lord  Kinnaird  by  his 
own  desire,  and  let  me  beg  of  him  not  to  think  of  dying  as  he  did, 
for  it  puts  me  in  a  fright,  now  the  maji  is  nearly  engraved,  quite 
indescribable.  The  next  thing  is  the  business  of  the  £1000.  Last 
year  I  was  in  high  quest  of  a  person  to  whom  I  might  lend  on 
annuity  that  or  somewhat  a  larger  sum ;  but  it  was  disposed  of  to 
a  certain  Signore  Pietro,  lord  of  the  manor  of  Porto,  and  after 
Tdrlonia,  the  greatest  proprietor  here,  who  pays  one  twelve  per 
cent  for  the  same,  and  £500  more  I  lent  to  a  friend  on  the  same 
terms,  that  is,  when  I  die,  adieu  to  my  rent  Now  I  have  another 
£1000  in  London,  settled  on  houses  for  three  lives,  at  ten  per 
cent,  but  I  can  leave  that  in  my  will ;  moreover,  the  owner  of 
the  houses  has  delayed  payment  ever  since  the  Fauntleroy  affair, 
that  is,  he  owes  me  £300  at  this  moment,  and  my  lawyer  has 
ordered  the  rents  to  be  paid  to  him  instead  of  to  the  said  pro- 
prietor, and  it  is  probable  I  am  to  expect  my  arrears  and  my 
principal  soon. 

"  All  the  people  here  pay  on  the  first  of  every  month,  which 
is  very  convenient  and  they  pawn  their  lands  and  houses.  More- 
over, there  is  an  office  in  which  you  examine  whether  the  said 
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houses  and  lands  have  been  pawned  before;  and  if  the  thing  be 
not  registered  there,  the  engagement  would  be  the  last  to  be  dis- 
charged. If  the  money  should  be  forthcoming,  I  will  immediately 
let  his  lordship  know;  and  as  Craven  is  in  London,  it  is  not 
impossible  that  I  should  hear  something  shortly.  It  is  true  we 
talked  about  Mr.  Gait,  and  Lord  B —  thought  that  at  his  instiga- 
tion he  might  be  able  to  dispose  of  the  work  on  the  Alhambra, 
but  I  am  afraid  he  is  gone  to  America ;  and  by  what  I  hear,  the 
trade  of  bookselling  and  making,  except  in  novels  and  plays,  is 
quite  finished  in  London.  As  to  lithography,  I  am  told  no  pub- 
lisher can  afford  anything  else,  and  that  nothing  else  appears. 
Lord  B's  belle,  the  Margravine,  goes  to  Naples  to-morrow,  and 
Lady  D.  is  retired  to  the  Villa  Ricciardi,  in  spite  of  Sir  William, 
who  wrote  to  her  not  to  come  because  it  was  so  dull  The  rest 
of  the  Neapolitan  world  are  gone  to  Castelamare. 

"  Rocca  Romano  is,  I  believe,  constant,  but  has  made  up  matters 

with .     He  lives  a  good  deal  in  the  country.     Caserano  is 

still  at  Palermo.  Mrs.  Dodwell  not  quite  so  handsome  but  more 
severe ;  and  having  heard  what  that  book  contained  against  her, 
vowed  she  would  never  again  enter  an  English  house.  She  and 
her  husband,  who  has  the  gout  in  his  toe,  desire  kind  remem- 
brances to  all  your  family,  and  they  say  they  love  them  merely 
through  fear.  Tou  will  be  gone  when  Mills  arrives,  though  he 
hastened  his  journey  on  purpose.  Lord  B —  should  come  here 
as  an  ambassador,  not  to  Florence,  which  I  believe  is  infra  dig. 
for  you,  though  not  to  an  eldest  son. 

"  The  Pope  will  now  be  content  to  receive  him  as  deputed  to  a 
temporal  monarch,  without  talking  of  his  divinity.  Manage  that, 
and  you  shall  be  my  Magnus  Apollo. 

"Dr.  Goodall,  the  Provost  of  Eton,  is  here,  and  we  are  such 

friends,  that  he  sends  me  Latin  verses  on  myself,  which  I  shall 

put  I  don't  know  where  to  be  seen,  they  are  so  flattering.     When 

you  see  the  Gait,  do  ask  him  what  he  can  do  about  books,  and 

when  you  have  time  let  me  know. 

"W.  Gell." 

"  Rome,  29  June. 
"  Most  Illustrious, — I  wrote  according  to  your  orders  at  Turin, 
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but  as  it  is  by  no  means  impossible  that  by  delaying  your  jour- 
ney, or  changing  your  route,  you  may  forget  that  my  letter 
exists  at  Turin  for  you,  so  I  shall  recapitulate  the  marrow  and 
pith  of  die  same.  First,  I  have  caused  his  excellency's  name  to 
be  inscribed  on  the  map  in  a  way  that  cannot  offend  his  modesty, 
being  only  the  simple  truth  in  classical  language,  which  run* 
somehow  thus : 

MUNIFIOENTIA  EXC.  VIRL 

Comitis  IJlessington, 
Hoc  Tentamen  Geograpliicum, 
Exhibens 
Latium  Vetus  Et  Hodiermim,  &a,  &c,.&a 
Rom®  Kal.  Sexti  Anno,  mdcccxxvu.. 
Shewing  that  his  Lordship's  munificence  is  the  cause  of  the  pro- 
duction of  the  map.     Please  to  tell  Messrs.  Ransom  about  it  as 
soon  as  you  can,  so  that  when  I  draw  through  Torlonia,  it  may 
be  all  right    Now  for  the  second  proposition  about  the  £1000 
and  the  annuity.     I  have  no  money  at  this  moment  not  disposed 
of,  but  I  expect  £1000  to  be  paid  me  by  a  certain  Mr.  Baxter, 
settled  on  houses  in  Carmarthen  Street     Whenever  it  comes  I 
will  fire  you  a  line.,  but  I  am  not  at  all  certain  when  that  maybe* 
yet  I  should  say  soon.     Most  truly  and  affectionately  yours, 

"W.  Gjbll.* 

"  Rome,  June  6th,  1828. 

"  Any  decent  person,  I  mean  any  person  with  decent  legs, 
would  have  got  up  and  got  a  good  sheet  of  paper,  instead  of  writ- 
ing to  you  on  two  leaves  of  a  book  of  MS.  Sermons.  But  I  have 
given  my  people  so  much  trouble  in  setting  out  the  breakfast  for 
two  German  Professors,  who  have  just  brought  me  a  diploma, 
creating  me  member  of  the  Academy  of  Thuringia,  that  I  don't 
wish  to  call  them  again. 

« Where  the  deuce  is  Thuringia?  say  you.  Why,  I  hardly 
know  myself,  except  that  in  the  diploma  I  see  it  is  in  Saxony,  and 
if  literally  translated,  it  would  seem  the  employment  of  the  so- 
ciety should  be  digging  up  the  graves  of  their  ancestors,  to  see 
what  sort  of  fellows  they  were.    I  beg  you  would  have  and  fed 
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a  proper  respect,  in  common  ^ith  'my  lawful/  for  my  new  and 
budding  honours.  Moreover,  the  Prussian  Academy  has  sent  to 
say  they  thank  me  for  my  book  on  Walls,  and  will  take  care  it 
shall  be  published  with  due  care  and  honour. 

"Now  what  have  you  all  been  doing  in  the  mean  time?  I 
have  been  twice  or  thrice  ill,  and  between  the  acts  to  the  Torlo- 
nias,  at  Castello  Gandolfo,  and  the  Comptons  at  FrescatL 

"  I  have  got  by  Cavaliere  Bunsen,  the  Prussian  minister,  just 
returned  (and  worth  all  the  rest  put  together),  the  Hare  and  the 
ThirlwalTs  translation  of  Niebuhr's  History  of  Rome.  There  is 
a  good  deal  of  information  in  the  work,  and  several  jokes  and 
vulgarities  not  proper  for  history;  but  that  is  the  author's  fault; 
the  translators  seem  to  have  been  two  Frenchmen.  What  think 
you  of  this?  '  It  were  a  great  thing,  if  I  might  be  able  to  scatter 
for  those  who  read  me,  the  cloud  that  lies  on  this  most  excellent 
portion  of  ancient  story,  and  to  spread  a  clear  light  over  it9  Pray 
set  'my  lawful*  to  turn  it  into  English,  with  her  well-known  gram- 
matical accuracy.  One  can  make  out  what  it  means,  but  scatter 
instead  of  disperse,  is  not  pretty,  and  Julius  Hirsutus*  can  never 
have  revised  his  work. 

**  Poor  Mrs.  B has  lost  her  son,  which  I  fear  will  go  nigh 

to  lose  her,  poor  soul !  She  got  the  news  before  she  reached 
England,  where  or  whither  she  was  going  post  haste.  Lady 
Mary  is  going  on  the  10th  to  Naples,  over  the  mountains— of 
China;  so  that  Dodwell  and  I  shall  have  the  town  to  ourselves, 
as  well  as  the  Villa  Borghese.  But  Bess  Caldwell,  by  the  way, 
who  has  been  to  see  an  old  place,  which  she  calls  by  a  name 
which  she  mistakes  for  castellated,  is  to  replace  all  deserters. 
Craven  writes  that  he  leaves  England  soon. 

"I  have  a  letter  from  Black  Fox,  at  Naples,  to-day;  he  has 
been  hunting  antiquities  in  Samnium,  with  great  success.  I  wish, 
when  you  get  to  Paris,  you  would  desire  the  Count  to  send  for 
Champollion  in  my  name,  to  dine  with  you.  He  may  say,  by 
way  of  introduction,  that  I  have  charged  him  to  announce  that  I 
have  received  from  Cairo  for  him,  Burton's  ( Excerpta  Hiero- 
glyphica,'  which  I  will  send  by  the  first  opportunity.     He  is  a 

•Mr.  Julius  Hare. 
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great  Mend  of  mine,  certainly  one  of  the  most  marked  men  of 
the  time,  and  agreeable  in  many  ways,  and  lively  in  society,  and 
I  know  they  will  be  mutually  glad  to  hare  seen  each  other.  I 
never  know  whether  my  letters  reach  you.  Cover  the  people 
with  affectionate  kisses  for  me,  not  forgetting  my  dear  tormentor, 
who  I  am  sure  will  find  no  one  to  make  such  silly  faces,  say  such 
foolish  things,  or  sing  without  knowing  the  words,  or  having  a 
voice,  so  readily  as  their  slave  in  the  Negroni. 

"W.  Q.w 

"P.S.  I  have  found  a  great  resource  in  Mr.  Manning,  the 
Chinese  scholar,  since  you  went ;  he  knows  every  thing  by  sheer 
study.  Imagine  that  he  does  not  know  a  note  on  any  instrument, 
but  has  studied  music  out  of  a  book — Chambers'  Dictionary.  I 
make  him  sing  from  the  notes  backwards  and  forwards,  base  and 
treble,  at  sight  I  tried  him  in  a  difficult  canzon,  and  he  sung  it 
all  right  the  first  time,  singing  la  la,  instead  of  words  which  he 
had  never  tried — a  most  curious  instance  of  application ;  but  he 
must  have  a  good  ear.  The  Barings  at  Florence  have  brought 
him  for  the  summer.  I  hope  with  him  I  shall  have  concluded  the 
Chinese  museum  for  Naples.  Since  you  went  also,  I  have  en- 
tirely painted  my  room,  and  you  will  think  me  crazy,  when  I  tell 
you  that  people  really  come  to  see  it — I  mean  people  I  don't 
know.  I  have  done  it  in  all  the  bright  staring  colours  I  could 
get,  a  sort  of  thing  between  Etruscan  and  Pompeii ;  and  the  son 
of  the  Duca  di  Sermoneta,  much  the  most  clever  and  agreeable 
person  in  Rome,  but  who  I  never  got  an  opportunity  of  intro- 
ducing at  Blessington  Castle,  has  had  the  patience,  kindness,  and 
ability,  to  come  and  stand  on  the  steps  of  a  ladder  till  he  had 
finished,  with  much  spirit,  a  frieze  of  one  hundred  men,  women, 
horses  and  chariots,  round  the  apartment 

"  I  beg  to  say  few  people  possess  rooms  adorned  by  the  hands 
of  a  Duke,  descended  from  the  Lombard  conquerors  of  Italy  or 
with  an  estate  ten  miles  long  by  fifteen,  producing  two  pence  a 
year.     €  Adieu,  my  duck,'  says  the  Moore,  love  to  you  all. 

"  Once  more  ever  yours, 
"W.  Q.» 
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The  following  letter,  signed  E.,  enclosed  in  a  letter  of  Sir 
W.  Gell  to  Lady  Blessington,  is  thus  addressed: 

"from  the  best  beekely  hundred  gheesehaker. 

"La  dea  consolatrice." 

€t  Naples,  4th  April. 

u  Your  poetry  is  the  best  I  have  ever  seen,  and  made  us  all 
laugh,  while  I  admired  the  style.  I  am  much  better  than  I  was, 
but  not  quite  well,  nor  shall  I  be  till  these  barbarous  March  winds 
are  over,  and  I  have  taken  some  baths.  Eeppel  has  a  bad  cold. 
It  is  quite  a  disagreeable  thing  to  have  you  at  Rome  while  I  am 
here.  I  heard  last  night  at  the  Opera  that  Baily  goes  off  for 
Rome  to-morrow,  and  so  I  shall  send  this.  I  hope  you  have 
better  health  than  we  have,  and  better  pens ;  this  is  the  sixth  new 
one  I  try  to  write  with.     Yours  most  affectionately, 

"  To  Lady  Blessington." 

"Naples,  July  5th  (1828). 
u  I  am  resolved  to  write  to  you,  though  my  hand  refuse  its 
office,  and  will  probably  be  shared  by  its  less  practised  fellow, 
before  I  have  filled  my  sheet.  I  have  been  attacked  with  an 
abominable  rheumatism  beginning  in  the  shoulder,  and  having 
well  established  itself  in  the  neck  so  as  to  produce  the  most  ex- 
cruciating pains,  sending  a  colony  to  establish  itself  in  the  elbow, 
wrist,  and  hand  in  the  shape  of  the  gout,  that  I  have  passed  an 
entire  week  in  purgatory,  whence  I  am  now  only  beginning  to 
escape,  with  the  loss  of  the  little  remaining  hair,  known  by  its 
*  couleur  mouchicidej  as  the  Count  used  to  say  of  it  Let  *  my 
lawful '  therefore  prepare  her  spirits  for  the  reception  of  her  bald 
admirer,  and  no  longer  expect  those  beautiful  ringlets  which  Lord 
Blessington  so  well  remembers.  Bless  me!  I  have  given  you 
a  whole  page  of  my  own  misfortunes,  when  I  only  intended  to 
say  I  had  been  and  still  am  ill,  but  in  the  meantime  have  taken 
the  measures  for  removing  the  remains  of  my  person  to  the  Holy 

•  In  all  probability  this  letter,  signed  E.,  in  the  handwriting  of  a  very  aged  person,  is 
the  pioductkm  of  the  Margravine  of  Anspach,  whose  Christian  name  was  Elisabeth. 
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City,  to  partake  of  the  comer  of  the  heterodox  at  the  pyramid  of 
Cains  Cestius. 

"  So  I  have  stolen  from  myself  therefore  the  necessary  money 
for  the  journey,  and  in  wishing  to  lend  my  house  to  a  most  ex- 
cellent person  and  friend  of  mine,  Miss  Whyte,  in  my  absence, 
have  found  a  tenant  who  insists  upon  paying  rent  whether  I  will 
or  not,  uid  with  whom  I  can  leave  my  goods  and  chattels  all  at 
sixes  and  sevens,  just  as  they  are,  without  any  trouble  or  pre- 
paration. The  gentleman  Lord  Blessington  calls  the  training 
groom,  has  the  politeness  to  be  just  as  ill  or  rather  worse  than 
I  am  all  the  time;  so  that  having  been  forced  to  give  up 
going  out,  we  are  obliged  to  dine  at  home,  much  assisted  by  the 
frequent  appearance  of  Fox,  who  having  found  out  that  the 
groom  knows  a  trick  or  two  beside  training,  has  long  courted  his 
society. 

"I  am  sometimes  astonished  by  the  wonderful  knowledge  of 
my  companion  on  all  political  subjects,  and  do  not  depend  on  my 
own  judgment,  which  has  not  been  exercised  that  way,  but  on 
that  of  Fox,  who  is  in  every  respect  capable.  I  fear  I  shall  lose 
my  said  friend  at  Rome,  and  then  Lord  Blessington  will  not  have 
the  trouble  of  being  civil,  though  if  you  continue  to  repeat  the 
kind  things  the  groom  has  said  of  Lord  B — ,  that  may  perhaps 
effect  a  change.  The  news  here  is,  that  the  Holy  City  is  so  foil 
of  factious  and  fractious  John  and  Mary  Bulls,  that  the  whole 
herd  is  split  into  four  or  five  sections,  and  one  party  abjures  the 
other.  The  universal  complaint  is,  however,  that  there  are  two 
houses  so  much  more  pleasant  than  the  rest,  that  the  gentlemen 
of  taste  and  intellect  won't  go  to  the  others,  which  are  compara- 
tively deserted,  and  these  houses  are  yours  and  Lady  Mary's.* 
Here  you  have  the  sum  and  substance  of  all  the  letters  from 
Rome  to  friends  at  Naples,  and  perhaps  this  may  give  you  the 
first  idea  of  what  you  are  doing,  which  I  dare  say  you  were  not 
aware  of  I  have  a  letter  from  Miss  Agnes  Berry  at  Paris,  with 
snow  and  sleet,  and  the  other  agrtmens  of  the  season,  and  they 
return  to  England  to  be  with  poor  Mrs.  Dorner,  whom  they  think 
failing,  and  who  wants  them,  otherwise  they  would  have  been  at 

•  The  home  of  Lady  M«ry  Dterhurtt 
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Rome  with  the  Hardwickes.  They  write  that  they  mean  to  be 
at  Lucca  baths  with  Lady  Charlotte  Lindsay  in  the  summer,  and 
vow  I  shall  go,  whether  I  will  or  not ;  while  I,  like  a  goose,  feel 
more  than  half  inclined, 

"  MathfflB  desires  kind  things  to  you — «  God  bless  my  soul  P* 
I  have  just  got  a  letter  from  Egypt,  where  my  friend  Wilkinson 
has  found  at  Thebes  a  whole  list  of  kings  not  yet  known,  painted 
and  carved  on  three  sides  of  the  room.  He  announces  twenty- 
seven  queens,  ladies  of  high  fashion  in  their  time,  two  of  whom 
were  black,  and  one  very  ill-tempered.  How  he  finds  out  their 
disposition  I  cannot  telL  My  nephew  is,  I  find,  arrived  at  Rome, 
and  I  conclude  will  be  in  scrapes,  if  he  cannot  get  somebody  to 
take  care  of  him.  I  fear  he  would  be  of  little  use  to  you;  but  if 
you  should  feel  compassion  for  his  youth  and  innocence,.order  him 
to  wait  upon  you,  and  say  I  did  it,  but  I  will  not  force  him  upon 
year  charities.  When  I  have  settled  my  affairs,  I  shall  let  you 
know  the  day  when,  after  breakfasting  at  Albano,  I  shall  hope  to 
rejoice  in  the  sunshine  of  your  eyes  once  more. 
*  A  Sua  Eccellenza,  "  W.  Gell." 

"  La  Signora  Contessa  di  Blessington, 
"  Palazzo  Negroni,  Soma." 

« Naples,  Dec  29th,  1829. 

"  I  have  put  off  writing  to  you  so  long,  day  after  day,  that  I 
almost  feel  ashamed  at  last  of  addressing  you.  One  of  the  causes 
was  the  delay  of  '  my  unfaithful  spouse,9  who  has  been  for  six 
months  in  my  debt  a  letter ;  and  another,  that  where  no  good  can 
be  done,  one  feels  averse  to  mentioning  the  many  subjects  you 
must  have  encountered  of  an  unpleasant  and  afflicting  nature.  I 
beg  only  to  assure  you  that,  though  absent  and  distant,  I  have 
never  ceased  to  think  of  you  with  regard  and  affection,  and  to 
have  most  anxiously  inquired  of  all  travellers,  from  France  con- 
cerning your  welfare  and  proceedings. 

u  Nevertheless,  till  the  unexpected  arrival  of  Colonel  Stewart, 
1  had  never  been  able  to  make  out  any  thing  satisfactory  about 

•  A  fcroorite  reclamation  of  poor  old  Mathias,  the  author  of  the  Pursuits  of 
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you,  for,  though  Mills  seems  to  have  known,  yet  a  tour  which 
he  made  to  England  seemed  to  put  an  end  to  his  power  of 
writing  ;  and  even  Craven,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  hearing 
from  him,  heard  no  more.  Lately,  I  have  an  account  of  you  from 
Mr.  Hamilton,  who  sent  me  a  Mr.  Chester,  to  whom  I  was  to  give 
certain  introductions  to  persons  in  Egypt  Since  I  saw  you,  I 
have,  I  think,  written  two  or  three  books,  none  of  which  have  as 
yet  appeared  in  public.  One  is  a  little  treatise  on  the  walls  and 
military  architecture  of  the  Greeks,  with  a  view  to  the  question 
about  Cyclopean  walls,  with  about  thirty  plates,  which  I  have 
dedicated  and  given  to  the  Royal  Society  of  Berlin,  out  of  gratitude 
for  their  unsought  protection  and  election  of  myself  when  I  was 
yet  young  and  unknown. 

"  This,  I  believe,  they  are  publishing  at  Berlin.  The  other  is 
a  second  series  of  Pompeiana,  which  was  thought  of  when  you 
were  in  Italy,  but  which  is  now  enlarged  to  more  than  eighty 
plates,  and  is  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Jennings,  a  bookseller  in 
London,  who  begins  to  publish  it  in  the  Spring.  In  the  mean 
time,  I  recommended  to  him  the  propriety  of  sending  me  £500, 
which  he  says  he  was  very  glad  to  do,  and  which  I  regret  is  now 
in  a  fair  way  of  dissipation,  having,  however,  stopped  in  its 
progress  the  mouths  of  my  creditors,  occasioned  by  Mr.  Faunt- 
leroy.  I  shall  request  that  you  will  accept  a  copy  of  the  new 
work  on  Pompeii,  as  a  companion  to  that  which  used  to  be  on 
your  table. 

"I  suppose  we  shall  soon  hear  some  advertisement  on  the 
subject,  so  pray  do  not  send  for  it  if  you  feel  so  disposed,  as  I  will 
order  you  to  be  served  with  one  of  my  own  copies.  I  did  not 
much  like  the  account  I  sent  Count  D'Orsay  about  his  Sicilian 
money.  The  people  are  such  thorough-bred  cheats,  that  they 
have  made  a  round-about  plot  to  throw  it  upon  the  shoulders  of 
the  government,  who  are  not  troubled  with  a  propensity  to 
payment  We  have  fewer  milords  than  usual  this  year,  and  at 
Rome  there  is  also  a  deficiency. 

"  The  Normanby  plays  at  Florence  seem  to  make  that  place 
the  favoured  residence.  Here  we  have  the  Langfords,  Brookes, 
and  Townley  Parkers  of  Cheshire,  very  admirable  people,  and  I 
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don't  know  that  I  ever  remember  the  society  so  pleasant  as  it  has 
been  for  the  last  two  years.  Bess  Caldwell  was  at  Rome  last  year, 
and  she  seemed  very  much  taken  up  with  going  every  day  to 
examine  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's  exhalations.  It  is  supposed 
she  meant  excavations.  When  she  heard  of  poor  Sir  William 
Drummond's  death,  she  asked  whether  that  was  not  the  man  that 
died  writing  a  history  of  oranges ;  by  which  she  meant  *  Origines.' 
She  is  a  great  loss,  but  I  suppose  you  will  have  her  at  Paris  this 
year.  I  was  pleased  and  displeased  to  see  by  the  papers  that  the 
Count  had  won  a  race.  I  am  always  in  a  fright  at  all  sorts  of 
sporting  for  money ;  and  often  one  small  sum  won  causes  the  loss 
of  thousands. 

"I  fear  you  will  none  of  you  ever  come  into  Italy  again,  unless 
you  can  contrive  to  ruin  yourselves.  The  Roman  disturbances 
are  ended,  and  even  Lady  Sandwich  has  been  to  dine  with  Lady 
Mary.  What  geese  people  are,  to  say  no  worse  of  the  trying  to  pull 
all  one's  neighbours  down  to  get  into  their  places.  The  poor  Arch- 
bishop  is  by  no  means  right;  he  has  lost  his  favourite  Annette, 
which  is  a  severe  blow  to  him,  poor  man !  in  his  eighty-sixth 
year.  Otherwise,  I  don't  think  he  was  more  changed  than 
his  age  would  warrant  He  always  asks  very  kindly  about  you  all. 

"I  saw  the  Filangieri  the  other  night;  he  tol4  me  his  wounds 
were  breaking  out  afresh,  and  giving  him  pain.  The  Ricciardis 
spend  their  lives  in  getting  up  plays,  but  as  it  has  rained  three 
months,  and  now  begins  to  snow,  who  can  go  to  them?  I  must 
apologise  for  my  horrid  paper,  the  baseness  of  which  I  did  not 
detect  till  jt  was  too  late  to  retract  Do  you  know  old  Le 
Chevalier,  the  author  of  the  voyage  to  the  Troad  ?  he  was 
formerly  a  great  friend  of  mine,  as  was  Barbia  de  Bocage,  the 
Barber  of  .the  Grove,  but  he  is  dead,  and,  I  fear,  Le  Chevalier 
is  by  this  time  grown  old ;  but  he  is  a  very  good  man,  and  of  the 
old  school. 

"My  health  is,  I  think,  much  the  same,  or,  perhaps,  on  the 
whole,  improved.  Pray  let  me  hear  all  about  yourself  and  re- 
member me  most  kindly  to  th6  fat  doctor,  Sir  Manly,  and  the 
Count — most  kindly,  poor  little  souls  I  to  those  two  children. 

«W.  Gell." 
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"  Sir  William  Drammond's  book  goes  on  slowly,  on  account 
of  the  writing.  As  to  such  drawings  as  you  are  kind  enough  to 
admire,  they  cost  but  little  trouble,  and  tawe  no  value;  butbeirig 
taken  from  the  antique,  or  being  of  places  difficult  of  access,  as 
you  say,  we  shall  be  bound  in  calf  together,  with  great  &lat. 
Speaking  of  art,  M.  Temite  has  at  length  seen  the  new  pictures 
at  Pompeii,  and  says  of  that  of  Achilles  and  Briseis — i  Ah,  c'est 
unique.'  Moreover,  he  swears  that,  compared  to  it,  all  that 
modern  painters  have  ever  done,  are,  in  comparison,  daubs.  I 
really  believe  I  shall  be  old  fool  enough  to  see  it  before  I  go  to 
Rome,  which  must  take  place,  whether  I  will  or  no.     I  fear  die 

poor  abW  has  lost  £500  by  the  failure  of  B and  Company. 

«W.  Gkll." 

"Naples,  March  20th,  1832. 

"  Tou  have  been  on  my  conscience  for  at  least  the  last  six 
months,  that  is,  I  have  been  purporting  to  myself  to  write  to  you 
for  at  least  so  long  a  time ;  but  I  have  been  so  much  occupied  in 
writing  like  a  steam-engine  for  my  bread,  that  I  have  been  ob- 
liged to  neglect  everything  else,  till  I  could  finish  a  work  on  the 
Roman  Topography,  in  which  there  is  nothing  about  Rome,  but 
a  great  deal  about  the  country,  and  which  the  Society  of  Dilettanti 
are  undertaking,  and  for  which  I  now  expect,  perhaps  in  vain,  at 
least  £500,  to  satisfy  the  claims  of  the  Torlonias,  who  give  one 
enough  of  credit  to  be  one's  ruin. 

"  Among  the  misfortunes  of  the  age,  cholera,  reform,  and  re- 
bellion, the  poor  dear  old  Countess  Ricciardi,  of  Camaldoli,  has 
been  a  terrible  loss  to  her  family  and  friends ;  she  had  the  measles, 
(which  the  Italian  doctors  do  not  know  how  to  treat,  when  of  the 
kind  called  confluent),  and  just  as  the  poor  Princess  of  Butera 
died  a  year  ago,  our  poor  friend  was  killed,  by  the  disease  being 
thrown  inwards  by  some  imprudent  exposure  to  air,  and  the  total 
want  of  knowledge  of  the  doctors.  She  died  about  two  days  ago. 
The  unhappy  husband  left  the  house,  and  retired  to  that  of 
Coriati,  whose  daughter  married  one  of  the  Ricciardi's  sons.  I 
cannot  tell  you  any  more  of  the  consequences,  but  every  body 
was  sorry  for  her,  poor  soul !  and  regretted  her  loss.     You  re- 
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member  Mr.  H — *s  sodden  attachment  to  her,  and  they  have  con- 
tinued great  Mends  ever  since,  and  seen  one  another  often,  as  he 
lives  at  the  Belvedere.  He  is  only  yesterday  returned  from  Per- 
sano,  where  he  was  pretending  to  shoot,  by  way  of  getting  over 
the  fttes  of  the  carnival  We  have  had  a  very  bad  winter,  that 
is,  it  has  never  been  very  cold,  but  always  too  cold,  and  it  has 
rained  much  more  than  usual  Even  now  it  is  not  at  all  the 
climate  for  enjoyment,  and  the  spring  is  three  weeks  later  than  it 
is  in  general  I  hope  you  got,  and  continue  to  get,  the  new  work 
on  Pompeii ;  if  not,  let  me  know,  I  beg,  that  I  may  arm  you 
with  full  powers  against  the  publisher,  Mr.  Jennings. 

"  The  world  here  is  much  altered  since  you  left  it  I  should 
say,  the  society  last  year  was  better  than  ever,  but  I  was  pre- 
vented, by  the  probability  of  the  Trastoverini  sacking  Rome,  from 
going  there.  I  intend  to  go  this  year,  if  they  do  not  get  up 
another  riot  between  the  French  and  Austrians,  which  seems  not 
unlikely.  In  the  mean  time,  the  world  is  grown  much  more 
luxurious  and  expensive,  for  one  is  asked  every  day  to  dinners 
of  sixteen  and  twenty,  instead  of  ten  and  twelve,  and  there  seems 
to  be  a  ball,  even  in  Lent,  nearly  every  night,  only  not  with 
fiddles. 

"  Yesterday  I  was  invited  to  three  dinners,  Lord  Hertford, 
L#dy  Drummond,  and  Sir  George  Talbot,  and  to  an  assembly  at 
the  two  first,  and  another  at  Count  Lebrettern's,  the  Austrian 
minister,  so  that  the  world  here  is  really  going  on  swimmingly. 
We  are  to  have  an  omnibus  expedition  to  Pompeii  on  Monday 
next,  under  the  auspices  of  Lord  Hertford.  It  carries  twenty- 
four,  and  I  think  so  great  will  be  its  fall,  that  I  intend  going  in  a 
carriage  of  my  own,  if  I  can.  You  know  we  have  Sir  Walter, 
and  he  is  in  much  better  health;  in  short,  I  should  say  re- 
covered, and  all  the  better  since  his  arrival  here.  I  took  him  to 
Miss  Whyte's,  in  the  way  to  Psestum,  and  I  see  him  almost  every 
day,  and  dine  with  him  to-morrow.  He  is  very  agreeable  in  a 
drive  or  t£te-h-tete,  but  lost  in  parties  of  twenty,  to  which  he  is 
invited.  I  took  him  to  the  Archbishop's0  to  dine,  and  am  to  go 
again  this  week.     The  Archbishop  is  quite  well,  except  an  in- 

•  The  Archbishop  of  Tarento. 
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flamed  eye,  which  Dr.  Hogg  says  they  are  treating  ill,  and  which 
might  be  cured  in  a  few  hours ;  but  he  has  recommended  a 
proper  cure  to  the  Canonico,  who  will  I  hope,  persuade  the  Nea- 
politan doctor  to  apply  it  Sir  Granville  Temple  told  me  last  night 
Champollion  was  dead.  It  is  a  great  loss,  as  I  believe  he  has  no  • 
successor,  unless  Rosellini  of  Pisa  may  be  so  called.  Our  last 
accounts  of  your  London  cholera  are  alarming,  but  I  trust  untrue. 
Pray  remember  me  kindly  to  the  Count,  and  all  who  are  faithful 

to  you — to  your  sister  of  the  long  eyelashes — the  Contessa 

for  I  never  can  remember  the  name,  pray  also  remember  me.  On 
the  whole,  Italy  is  quiet  and  uncholeric  for  the  present,  and  I 
cannot  but  think  you  would  be  at  least  as  happy  here  as  among 
the  turbulencies  of  Lord  Grey  and  Co. 

"W.  G.w 

"P.S.  Among  the  curiosities,  I  was  delighted  to  see  Miss 
Skeene,  who  is  the  *  Miss  Pratt  *  of  the  novel  called  *  Inheritance.* 

You  remember,  she  comes  to  Lord *s  in  a  hearse.     I  asked 

Sir  Walter,  before  I  saw  her,  if  the  character  was  like.  He 
said, '  Well,  I  believe  it  may  be,  with  a  little  ill-nature  added  to 
her.*  She  seems  the  very  person.  I  was  near  calling  her  Miss 
Pratt  twenty  times." 
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CHAPTER  V, 

LITTERS  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  GELL  TO  LADY   BLESSfKGTON. 

"  Naples,  October  26th,  1832. 
"  I  am  become  so  much  of  a  coffee-house,  that  I  really  have 
been  two  days  beginning  to  write  to  you,  and  even  now  I  begin 
with  two  people  talking  to  me,  so  that  it  is  not  likely  I   should 
indite  anything  coherent.     You  are  right  in  saying  I  have  been 
long  in  obeying  your  order  to  write.     The  besetting  vice,  after 
vanity  of  this  world,  is  putting  off,  just  as  hell  is  said  to  be  paved 
with  good  intentions.     I  have  certainly  put  off  writing  for  the 
last  three  months,  having  all  the  time  suffered  my  duty  to  sit  as 
an  incubus  upon  my  conscience.     I  have  now,  however,  received 
your  kind  present,  and  your  beautiful  picture.     Without  com- 
pliment, it  is  a  most  lovely  portrait,  and,  except  the  expression, 
is  like  you ;  there  is  something  about  the  mouth  which  is  not  you ; 
and  what  is  singular  is,  that  most  of  the  people  who  see  it  on  my 
table,  exclaim  at  the  likeness  to  Lady  Augusta  Coventry,  who  is 
grown  up  into  a  beautiful  girl,  and  makes  many  conquests  among 
the  heathen.     The  picture  by  Mr.  Uwins  is,  I  think,  like  me,  but 
it  is  a  little  more  unhappy  than  the  original.     Nevertheless,  I 
must  have  a  melancholy  cast  of  countenance,  for  a  Mr.  Uwing, 
at    Rome,  has  taken  a  small   waxen    profile  of   me,    which 
has  the  same  character;  and  it  would  not  be  extraordinary, 
after  thirty-two  years  of  illness,  if   some    twinges  had   taken 
a  permanent  lodging  in  some  of  my  features.     I  am,  however, 
except  the  loss  of  most  of  my  hair,  not  so  much  worse  than 
when  you  quitted  Italy  as  might  have  been  expected,  and  Lord 
Hertford's  plan  has  saved  me  for  the  the  last  eighteen  months 
from  the  same  degree  of  torment  which  I  have  suffered  for  the 
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last  ten  years.  I  was  in  hopes  your  letter  would  have  told  me 
when  you  intended  to  revisit  these  countries ;  but  your  house,  as 
Craven  tells  me,  is  so  exquisite  in  all  respects,  that  he  thinks  it  im- 
possible anything  can  ever  tempt  you  to  move  again*  Mr.  Powell, 
who  seems  a  most  agreeable  person,  I  have  already  seen  twice,  and 
am  to  meet  to-morrow  at  dinner  at  Craven's.  He  gives  a  good 
account  of  yourself,  and  tells  me  that  the  affairs  of  Count  Alfred 
will  soon  be  arranged  to  his  satisfaction.  I  am  delighted  to  see 
that  the  spirit  of  order  which  you  always  possessed,  and  which 
has  done  so  much  good  on  other  occasions,  has  enabled  you  to 
take  care  of  such  of  your  Mends  as  have  less  foresight  than  your- 
self. My  preaching  has  the  peculiar  advantage  of  coming  from  a 
person  who  is  always  in  debt,  and  always  in  the  last  stage  of 
poverty  himself.  Either  the  cholera  or  the  reform  has  so  fettered 
the  booksellers  in  London,  that  though  the  Dillettanti  Society 
have  engraved  a  map  for  me  at  their  own  expense,  yet  £300, 
which  I  want  to  get  for  the  book  accompanying  it  from  a  book- 
seller, do  not  seem  at  the  moment  to  be  easily  forthcoming.  Tou 
say  Mr.  Uwins  has  given  you  my  picture.  Do  you  mean  that  you 
have  not  got  my  last  Pompeiana,  second  series  ?  If  not,  it  is  not 
my  fault,  bujt  your  own,  for  decidedly  Mr.  Chaplin  and  Jennings 
in  Fleet  Street,  have  long  ago  put  down  your  name  as  one  of 
my  copies  tent  Pray  send  immediately  about  it,  for  I  dare  say 
all  the  booksellers  will  fail  on  the  first  opportunity.  I  am  sure  I 
sent  you  the  order  verylong  ago.  By  the  bye,  I  wish  there  were 
any  means  of  seeing  your  Byroniana  here,  where  nothing  ever 
arrives  till  five  years  after  its  birth.  You  are  probably  by  this 
time  an  arbiter  of  the  fate  of  more  than  one  bookseller.  Jennings 
told  Craven  that  nothing  sold  but  what  would  go  into  one  of  the 
Annuals..  It  is  very  disagreeable  to  a  poor  author  to  write  without 
a  certain  way  of  disposing  of  his  works.  I  have  at  present  about 
seventy  paintings  from  Pompeii,  &c,  which  are  coloured  from 
the  originals,  and  form  a  very  beautiful  and  useful  history  of  the 
art  among  the  ancients.  I  wish  I  could  find  a  bookseller  to* 
undertake  it.  Should  you  see  any  means  of  furthering  my  in- 
terest with  your  man  of  books,  pray  nail  the  said  bookseller,  if 
you  can  do  it  without  inconvenience  to  yousel£     I  think  I  could 
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make  an  interesting  work  on  the  Arabs  of  Spain,  interspersed 
with  translations  of  some  of  their  poetry,  which  would  suit  one 
or  any  of  the  Annuals,  but  I  must  hare  introduced  some  views 
of  the  Alhambra,  to  make  it  more  interesting. 

"  If  I  ever  come  of  age,  and  am  not  obliged  to  write  for  money, 
I  shall  certainly,  at  all  events,  give  the  public  an  account  of  the 
Moors,  with  the  Alhambra  as  an  embellishment,  as  the  last  and 
most  exquisite  of  their  works.  I  have  got  notes  without  end  on 
the  subject,  which  I  think  would  make  a  very  interesting  book. 
Our  mountain  goes  on  burning,  and  I  think  seems  inclined  to 
continue  ejecting  lava,  till  a  little  cone,  which  has  grown  out  of 
the  centre  of  the  crater  you  remember,  shall  be  as  high  as  the 
highest  peak  of  the  hilL 

"  November  2nd.  I  dined  at  Craven's  with  Mr.  Powell  and  his 
companion  Mr.  Harcourt  They  are  going,  under  the  protection 
of  Lord  William  FitzGerald,  to  Cum®,  on  Saturday,  and  I  was 
asked  to  meet  them  at  dinner  on  their  return.  In  short,  they  go 
about  sight-seeing,  and  they  seem  to  have  little  occasion  for  any 
assistance  from  me.  I  shall  try  to  get  them  a  footing  at  Lady 
Coventry's  who  keeps  open  house  every  evening  both  here  and 
at  Rome,  and  under  whose  auspices  they  may  see  all  the  world 
without  trouble.  I  have  already  told  you  Lady  Augusta  is 
grown  up  one  of  the  prettiest  girls  possible,  and  one  of  the  best 
educated  and  well  informed,  and  mamma  has  taken  her  to  court; 
and,  in  short,  she  is  come  out,  and  the  house  is  on  abetter  footing, 
and  has  more  company  in  consequence.  We  have  Lord  Ponsonby 
arrived  as  minister,  but  Mr.  Hill  is  yet  at  the  Belvedere,  on  the 
Vomero,  for  Lord  Berwick  is  expected  not  to  survive  twenty-four 
hours.  It  is  true  he  rallies  perpetually,  but  by  the  time  this 
reaches  you,  you  may  consider  Mr.  Hill  to  have  become  Lord 
Berwick.  Tou  were  very  kind  in  remembering  my  servants,  and 
they  were  very  much  struck  with  your  goodness  when  I  told 
them,  and  desired  to  kiss  your  hand.  Craven  also  desires  a 
*  thousand  kind  remembrances.  He  is  in  bad  humour,  as  he 
thinks  he  is  more  deaf  than  usual,  but  I  think  it  only  imagination. 
Nevertheless,  he  would  soon  become  a  sort  of  hermit  if  he  had 
not  some  one  to  keep  him   always  in  agitation.     The  young 
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Captain  seems  disposed  to  keep  him  in  hot  water  every  now  and 
then ;  but  it  is  a  very  agreeable,  genteel  youth,  and  he  acts  quite 
without  a  rival,  both  in  French  and  English.  We  are  to  have 
private  theatricals  this  winter,  and  I  dare  say  shall  do  very  well 
for  company,  though  the  characters  supposed  to  be  coming  from 
England  are,  as  yet,  not  named.  A  family  of  Colonel  Vyse  have 
settled  in  the  Palazzo  Paterno,  one  of  the  most  agreeable  that 
ever  came  to  Naples,  in  my  opinion.  They  are  numerous,  but 
seem  to  be  rich,  so  as  to  have  all  in  due  proportion.  It  is  said 
many  are  come  to  Rome,  but  I  can  learn  no  names.  The  Tor- 
lonias  go  on  just  as  usual.  You  would  scarcely  know  the  father 
was  defunct,  except  that  you  don't  hear  his  tremendous  cough 
when  you  go  there.  I  suspect  my  finances  are,  however,  arrived 
at  that  state  which  will  render  my  visits  to  Rome  more  rare  and 
more  difficult  Mrs.  Dodwell  is  at  last  by  no  means  so  ill  off  as 
we  feared ;  in  short,  every  thing  considered,  I  hope  she  will  be 
in  a  better  state  of  finance  than  nine-tenths  of  the  Roman 
nobility.  Mr.  Mills,  who  is  gone  to  Sicily,  and  myself,  were  left 
her  trustees,  and  I  think,  between  coaxing  and  scolding,  her 
affairs  are  in  a  fair  way  of  being  settled,  insomuch  that  we  have 
relinquished  the  business,  our  agency  being  no  longer  required. 
Pray  remember  me  most  kindly  to  Colonel  Stewart,  who  has 
been  expected  here  for  the  last  three  years  by  many.  For  my 
part,  I  conceive  that  Dr.  Potter,  who  hates  Naples,  will  not  bring 
him  here  again.  I  hear  of  the  ex-Lady  Gell,  La  Comtessa  di 
St  Marsault,*  sitting  with  a  disdainful  air  in  a  high  fly  cap  in  a 
corner  of  the  room.  My  blessing  upon  her.  The  archbishop, 
who  has  got  your  picture,  and  is  delighted  with  it,  has  been  ill, 
but  is  now  flourishing,  aged  ninety.  Mathias  is  younger  than 
ever,  and  more  discontented. 

"  The  Ricciardis  I  will  see  or  send  your  message  to,  with  all 
speed.  They  have  not  recovered  their  loss.  My  dog  family 
consists  of  Ticatiy  who  is  my  companion,  his  son  and  heir,  Afonsu 
Qua9  a  youth  of  promising  talents.  I  have  also  a  white  terrier, 
Monsu  Boy  of  Craven  breed.     My  house  is  really  become  quite 

•  The  Countess  wm  the  youngest  sister  of  Lady  Blessington,  lately  the  Miss  Mary 
Anne  Power  whom  Oell  used  to  call  'my  lawful.' 
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pretty  at  the  expense  of  £100  two  years  ago,  and  when  finished, 
and  I  called  for  the  account,  I  found  it  had  been  paid  by  Lord 
De  Ros : — Sir  Charles  Monck  also  gave  me  a  fine  organ,  so  you 
would  not  know  the  place.  My  kind  regards  to  Count  Alfred, 
and  pray  continue  to  believe  me  very  affectionately  yours, 

«  W.  G." 

"  P.S.  Ladies  are  so  used  to  writing  criss-cross,  that  perhaps 
you  will  not  be  displeased  at  this  for  your  Byroniana,  and  may 
put  it  in  your  own  terms  if  my  short  note  suits  you.  Lord 
Byron  had  once  a  vis-a-vis ;  I  used  frequently  to  drive  out  with 
him  in  it  One  day,  passing  the  Alfred  Club,  he  asked  if  I  were 
a  member;  I  said  some  one  had  put  me  down,  but  as  I  had  never 
been  there,  I  was  going  to  take  my  name  out  '  Oh,'  says  he, 
€  on  no  account  take  out  your  name.9  €  Why  ?  said  L  *  Because 
there  are  nine  hundred  candidates  waiting  for  admission,  and  I 
should  have  taken  out  my  own  name,  but  that  I  found  it  would 
make  one  of  these  expectants  happy.  Only  imagine,'  said  he, 
'if  you  took  yours  off  also,  there  would  be  two  of  these  wretches 
delighted,  and  that  would  be  really  too  much.'  He  then,  as  we 
had  no  auditors,  laughed  at  his  own  affected  misanthropy,  which 
was  only  put  on  for  the  purpose  of  making  the  world  in  general 
believe  there  was  something  extraordinary  about  him,  and  which 
he  found  for  many  years  a  great  recommendation  in  that  sort  of 
highly  refined  society  which  is  in  perpetual  want  of  new  and 
extraordinary  excitation.     I  believe  I  mean  excitement     Adieu, 

«W.G." 

"  I  fear  my  letter  is  stupid,  and  has  too  much  parish  business, 
but  I  hope  my  next  will  be  more  entertaining." 

«  Naples,  April  4th,  1833, 
"I  scarcely  know  why  I  have  been  so  long  in  answering 
your  amiable  letter,  and  thanking  you  for  your  kind  attention 
about  books  and  booksellers ;  for  though  I  have  been  frequently 
ill,  and  have  passed  the  winter,  which  has  been  here  remarkably 
cold,  rather  comfortably,  I  have  somehow  or  other  written  a 
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great  deal,  and  when  your  letter  arrived  had  just  been  employing 
myself,  by  the  desire  of  the  family,  in  writing  those  very  same 
memoirs  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  residence  in  Italy,  which  you  re- 
commended to  my  attention.  I  have  made  use  of  the  letter  from 
the  bookseller  you  had  spoken  to,  so  far  as  to  direct  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton's attention  to  him,  with  regard  to  the  disposal  of  my  '  Roman 
Topography,'  but  I  have  not  as  yet  heard  the  result  Not  that  I 
have,  indeed,  any  great  hopes  of  any  thing  favourable,  for  he 
writes  that  the  booksellers  are  absolutely  ruined,  and  that  even 
[  ■  ]  has  been  twice  in  danger  of  bankruptcy.  M ,  how- 
ever, offers  to  print  my  book,  and  to  give  me  half  the  profits, 
which  is  not  what  I  want,  as  such  profits,  though  guaranteed  by 
the  Society  of  Dilettanti,  are  never  likely  to  be  great  to  an  author 
abroad.  The  odd  circumstance  is,  that  though  the  book  was 
written  at  the  desire  of  the  said  society,  and  they  profess  high 
satisfaction  at  its  execution,  they  do  not  offer  me  the  £300  which 
I  want,  and  take  the  profits  to  themselves  as  they  arise.  Miss 
Scott  wrote  to  me  by  the  desire  of  Mr.  Lockhart,  to  beg  I  would 
send  him  my  reminiscences  of  Sir  Walter,  because  I  was  €  the  last 
of  his  friends.'  The  fact  is,  that  I  had  generally  the  care  of  him 
while  he  was  in  Italy,  and  though  I  thought  I  was  going  to  write 
only  a  page  or  two,  I  soon  found  myself  writing  my  twentieth 
and  thirtieth  pages,  without  approaching  the  end  of  my  materials, 
which  finally  reached  a  fiftieth  page,  and,  considering  all  circum- 
stances, the  whole  is  by  no  means  so  barren  of  interest  as  I  thought 
it  would  have  been  when  I  began  the  narrative.  It  contains, 
even  to  a  certain  degree,  information  as  to  his  future  literary  pro- 
jects which  could  not  have  been  recorded,  I  believe,  by  any  other 


*  I  shall  send  you  a  little  bit  of  it  with  regard  to  Lord  Byron, 
which  I  forgot  to  send  you  before,  and  you  can  mention  it  or  not, 
as  it  suits  your  purpose.  Your  house  at  the  Belvedere  is  just 
become  vacant  by  the  retreat  of  Lord  Berwick,  who  is  gomg  to 
England.  He  wishes  to  buy  it,  and  the  price  is  only  about  £3000, 
so  it  is  quite  wonderful  it  is  not  already  sold,  as  the  windows 
have  been  renewed.  The  Dowager  Queen  has  bought  and 
beautifully  fitted  up  your  Villa  Gallo,  and  the  Duke  of  Gmllo 
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himself  died  some  two  months  ago,  having  left  his  family  not  ill 
provided  for.  It  is  hoped  Diego  Pignatelli  will  marry  the  widow. 
Of  the  Ricciardis,  there  is  nothing  new;  they  are  well,  and  always 
ask  most  kindly  about  you.  Naples  has  the  advantage  of  Rome 
this  year,  in  point  of  company ;  but  after  the  holy  week,  we  are 
to  change  sets.  To-day  is  the  holy  Thursday,  when  carriages 
are  not  permitted  in  Naples,  so  I  am  going  on  an  ass  to  dine  with 
Lord  Hertford,  at  the  next  house  to  the  Paterna,  and  I  hear  he 
has  either  juggles  or  phantasmorgoria  at  night  My  pension  as 
Vice-Chamberlain  seems  about  to  be  granted,  under  the  protec- 
tion of  the  Lord  Chancellor — that  is,  it  would  seem  so,  for  the 
claim  is  established,  and  he  promises  his  assistance ;  but  I  am  not 
to  be  deluded  by  appearances,  and  Lady  Charlotte  Lindsay,  who 
says  she  backed  her  application  with  a  roasted  turkey,  and  a 
bottle  of  well-iced  champagne,  says  she  is  aware,  like  Lord 
Duberley,  that  '  fine  words  butter  no  parsnips,'  The  acknow- 
ledgment of  my  claim  proves  that  I  ought  to  have  arrears,  and  if 
they  did  not  acknowledge  my  claims,  it  might  in  the  end  be  worse 
for  their  own  people,  and  would  serve  as  a  precedent  to  cut  them 
off.  Nevertheless,  I  shall  only  believe  in  my  pension  when  I  see 
it.  I  have  written  all  this,  while  obliged  to  talk  to  company,  who 
mi  upon  me,  a  penance  to  which  I  am  very  much  subjected;  and 
my  house  is  really  become  so  pretty  by  the  expenditure  of  only 
£100  upon  it,  which  has  built  a  portico,  and  made  all  the  rooms 
communicate  in  a  suite,  besides  a  fine  organ  which  Sir  Charles 
Monck  gave  me,  that  I  am  become  a  sort  of  coffee-house  for  the 
idle  and  the  nothing-to-do-arians  of  the  place.  I  believe  I  shall  not 
get  to  Rome  this  year,  as  my  journey  depended  on  the  £300  for 
my  book  arriving,  and  that  seems  cut  off. 

"Now  for  Sir  Walter: — I  accompanied  him  to  the  convent  of 
La  Trinita  della  Cava,  and  in  going  he  repeated  to  me  the  poem 
or  ballad  of  Jock  of  Hazledean.  In  returning  I  desired  him  to 
let  me  hear  it  again,  and  on  expressing  my  surprise  at  the  clear- 
ness of  his  recollection,  he  told  me  he  had  a  most  remarkable 
memory,  and  had  astonished  many  by  it  On  his  first  introduction 
to  Lord  Byron,  some  one  (whose  name  I  forget)  was  looking  on 
with  wonder  at  the  apparent  correctness  with  which  he  spoke, 
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and  the  singular  changes  in  Lord  Byron's  countenance  as  he  pro- 
ceeded. He  was  repeating  to  the  great  poet  the  whole  of  the 
poem  of  Hardyknute,  which  he  then  knew  by  heart,  and  which 
proved  so  highly  interesting  to  his  lordship.  My  notes  also  refer 
t6  a  conversation  I  had  with  Sir  Walter  as  to  why  he  had  left  off 
writing  poetry.  When  I  asked  this  question,  he  said,  <  Because 
I  found  Byron  beat  me,  but  I  shall  now  try  again.9  The  anecdotes, 
which  may  amuse  some,  are  all  found  in  my  contribution,  which 
I  have  sent  to  Hamilton  to  give  to  Mr.  Lockhart,  for  as  the 
family  had  requested  them  from  me,  I  could  not  well  dispose  of 
them  to  my  own  advantage,  which  I  was  told  I  might  easily  da 

"  I  keep  a  copy,  however,  and  if  Mr.  Lockhart  does  not  use 
my  materials,  which  I  think  he  can  hardly  reject,  as  I  have 
taken  care  to  give  due  honour  to  his  hero,  they  may  appear 
hereafter  separately.  I  have  lately  been  very  idle  as  to  writing, 
for  the  Penny  Magazines  afford  no  encouragement  to  booksellers, 
nor  they,  in  consequence,  to  me.  I  hear  I  am  made  a  member  of 
the  French  Institute,  and  so  is  Millingen,  who  is  just  come  into 
my  room,  and  sends  his  best  respects  to  you.  I  hear  of  Count 
Alfred  in  the  newspapers  as  hunting  in  Leicestershire;  pray 
give  my  kindest  regards  to  him.  I  have  also  lately  seen  a  print 
of  him  on  horseback,  which  is  good.  Lady  Augusta  Coventry 
and  Henry  Fox  are  to  be  united  in  the  holy  banns  of  matrimony 
immediately  at  Florence,  whence  they  proceed  northwards.  She 
is  become  a  very  pretty  girl,  and  he  has  at  present  a  very  bad 
fit  of  the  gout  at  Rome.  The  houses  at  Castellamare  are  already 
taken  for  the  summer.  Lord  Ponsonby  was  on  the  point  of  em- 
barking for  Constantinople  in  the  Actaeon,  when  the  day  before 
yesterday  so  violent  a  storm  arose  that  he  is  yet  on  shore. 

"  My  servants,  who  all  cherish  your  memory,  hearing  me  ask 
about  the  means  of  sending  this  letter  to  you,  desire  to  kiss  your 
hands,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  country.  My  dogs,  horses, 
and  every  thing  else  remain  just  as  you  left  them,  except  that  I 
inherited  the  Margravine's  landau,  which  is  more  convenient  for 
my  disabled   legs.     My  kind   regards   to  the  Contessa  de  St. 

M ,  who  I  have  heard  of  sitting  silent  in  a  corner  in  a  liigh 

cap. 

"William  Gell." 
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"Naples,  Nov.  19,  1833. 

"  Your  friend  Mr.  Bulwer  I  have  received  safe  with  his  friends, 
but  not  so  your  book,  which  in  a  box,  with  several  things  of 
their  own,  they  have  contrived  to  lose  on  the  way,  so  I  must  put 
off  the  gratification  I  should  have  had  in  reading  it  till  somebody 
here  gets  it,  which  may  not  be  for  months  to  come,  for  books  are 
ages  before  they  arrive  in  this  country.  Mr.  Bulwer  seems 
indeed  all  you  have  described,  for  though  he  has  only  been  here 
some  three  or  four  days,  yet  we  have  contrived  to  get  very  well 
acquainted  in  a  very  short  time.  I  asked  them  to  breakfast  the 
morning  after  I  received  your  letter,  and  they  brought  me  one 

at  the  same  time  from  Lady  S at  Rome,  by  which  I  found 

they  were  fond  of  dogs ;  so  that  the  first  thing  I  heard  in  my 
outer  room,  and  before  I  saw  any  person,  was  the  exclamation, 
*  Oh,  you  dear  creature !'  addressed  to  my  dog,  who  went  to  see 
who  was  come.  We  got  on  very  well,  and  they  ate  maccaroni 
with  great  success,  and  positively  bought  a  dog  of  the  same 
species  as  mine  before  they  went  home,  of  a  black  colour,  which 
they  christened  Lusio,  and  carried  off  to  their  lodgings.  I  have 
had  a  note  from  each  of  them  since,  and,  on  Sunday,  I  am  to 
meet  them  at  dinner  at  Mr.  Craven's,  for  whom,  I  believe,  you 
gave  them  also  a  letter.  I  have  also  told  Lady  Drummond  to 
invite  them  to  dinner,  which  she  has  promised  to  do ;  and  thus 
so  far  I  hope  they  will  feel  satisfied  with  my  little  attentions,  be- 
stowed according  to  your  orders. 

"  I  have  made  every  enquiry  as  to  the  sale  of  books  by  a 
bookseller  here,  and  not  trusting  to  my  own  exertions,  I  have 
employed  such  of  my  friends  as  are  most  fitted  for  the  purpose. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  shape  of  bookselling  in  this  town ;  the 
libraries  are  only  just  tolerated,  and  their  owners  can  hardly 
exist  No  bookseller  here  has  a  correspondent  in  London  that  I 
can  find,  nor  do  I  hear  of  any  purchase  of  such  a  book  as  yours, 
except  the  Duke  of  Casarano,  in  the  whole  city.  He  imme- 
diately thought  of  making  such  a  book  himself,  and  filling  it 
with  princesses  of  Centola,  Tre  Cose,  Monte  Yago,  &c,  &c, 
but  he  could  give  me  no  assistance,  and  certainly  Naples  is  no 
a  place  for  the  advancement  of  literature,  so  I  am  unable  to 
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execute  your  commands.  Ton  had  heard  that  I  was  in  bad 
health,  and  so  I  am  certainly,  bat  I  think  not  much  worse  than 
when  you  were  in  Italy,  only  that  my  hair  is  fallen  off,  and  I 
shall  be  reduced  to  baldness  or  a  wig  in  the  course  of  another 
year,  if  I  live  so  long.  Here  is  Terrick  Hamilton  just  arrived, 
but  going  shortly  to  Rome.  He  is  well  and  merry,  but  when  I 
meet  him  at  dinners,  where  I  die  of  cold,  he  is  always  com- 
plaining of  heat,  and  is  very  amiable.  Here  also  is  Dr.  M*G — , 
author  of  the  last  novel  I  read,  called  *  The  Parson's  Daughter** 
At  this  moment,  I  received  a  little  work  of  a  few  pages  from  the 
Archbishop  upon  Cats,  on  the  occasion  of  a  cat's  mummy 
brought  for  him  from  Egypt  by  a  friend  of  mine,  Dr.  Hogg, 
who  is  just  come  from  that  country.  The  good  old  soul  is  really 
very  little  altered  since  you  saw  him,  though  he  is  now  ninety- 
one  ;  but  I  cannot  imagine  how  the  machine  is  to  go  on  much 
longer.  He  desires  one  thousand  loves  to  you,  and  I  am  to  take 
the  Bulwer  to  dine  with  him  shortly,  though  I  fear  if  he  is 
not  quick  at  Italian,  he  will  scarcely  become  very  intimate,  as 
I  observed  Walter  Scott  and  Monsignore  did  not  make  it  out 
very  well  together,  for  the  Archbishop  will  not  take  the  trouble 
to  talk  much  or  long  together  in  French.  By-the-bye,  I  ob- 
served to  you  that  my  life  of  Walter  Scott  in  Italy,  which  I  wrote 
by  the  desire  of  Miss  Scott,  was  very  entertaining  in  its  way, 
and  I  sent  it  to  Mr.  L.  by  Mr.  Hamilton.  He  has  never,  how- 
ever, thanked  me  for  it,  nor  even  acknowledged  the  receipt  of 
it,  nor  sent  me  Sir  Walter's  works,  which  he  ordered  for  me 
with  almost  the  last  sentence  he  uttered  that  was  intelligible, 
and  if  it  does  not  appear  in  the  work,  it  will  be  really  worth  pub- 
lishing, and  I  shall  send  it  to  you. 

"  November  27th. — I  went  with  the  Bulwer  to  the  Archbishop's 
to  dine  yesterday.  The  good  old  man  would  be  very  polite, 
which  I  told  him  to  submit  to.  He  showed  us  several  curi- 
osities, and  put  off  the  dinner  till  four  by  so  doing.  We  coaxed 
his  cats,  and  Bulwer  seemed  much  pleased  with  him,  as  he  seemed 
with  Bulwer.  There  was  nobody  but  Cavaliere  Venorio,  the  chief 
of  the  botanists  here,  and  he  seemed  also  to  get  on  very  well  with 
the  Bulwer,  who  is  this  day  gone  to  Pompeii,  luckily  with  fine 
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weather.  At  this  moment  in  comes  the  Baron  de  Billing,  the 
French  Secretary  of  Embassy,  who  wishes  to  know  Mr.  Bulwer, 
and  I  have  given  him  a  note  of  introduction,  as  I  had  promised. 
The  Baron  de  Billing  has  been  ten  years  in  London,  and  is  a 
very  clever  person,  and  I  think  it  probable  yon  know  him. 
The  Craven's  mother  has  bought  and  fitted  np  beautifully  your 
old  Villa  Gallo,  but  your  other  house,  the  Belvedere,  remains 
untenanted  since  Lord  Berwick  departed,  and  will  want  repairs, 
as  I  hear,  before  it  can  be  habitable  again.  It  is  to  be  sold  for 
only  £3,000,  and  Lady  Drnmmond  has  given  over  £10,000  for 
the  Villa,  or  Cake  House,  of  Mr.  Dupont,  on  the  Capo  di 
Monte.  We  have  three  or  four  of  the  Yacht  Club  here  with 
their  ships,  which  help  to  enliven  the  scene,  and  we  expect 
Lord  Anglesey  with  his.  I  have  seen  Lady  Harriet  and  her 
sister,  as  also,  another  day,  her  aunt;  she  is  so  altered  since  I 
knew  her  as  a  girl,  that  I  really  should  not  have  known  her. 
They  live  at  the  Bretagna,  but  in  such  retirement,  that  I  have 
never  seen  any  of  them  out  The  Acton  Palace  is  so  far  finished 
that  they  receive  company,  and  give  dinners  and  balls  with 
great  success.  It  is  quite  astonishing  how  many  people  come 
to  Naples,  and  how  the  people  whom  I  knew  when  I  was  a 
young  man  in  London  appear  yet  unexhausted,  so  that  I  have 
very  often  my  whole  morning  taken  up  by  visitors.  Mathias, 
aged  eighty-one,  is  rather  younger  than  ever,  but  complains 
that  he  sees  nobody.  Craven  had  him  to  dinner,  and  remarked 
how  clever  he  was  at  contriving  to  ask  questions  without  ceasing, 
yet  never  to  profit  in  the  least  by  an  answer.  The  Canonico  is 
well  and  merry,  and  the  Ricciardi  in  a  good  state.  Cariati  and 
Casarano  desire  miUe  ehoses  to  you. 

«W.G." 

"  Naples,  January  22nd,  1834. 
"  I  am  now  roasting  myself  close  to  a  large  fire  in  my  own 
house,  waiting  dinner  for  Dr.  Hogg,  a  portentous  name,  you 
will  say,  but  belonging  to  an  exceedingly  benevolent  and 
amiable  physician,  who,  after  residing  here  for  some  years, 
is  just  returned  from  a  tour  in  Syria  and  Egypt,  with  your 
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friend  Mr.  Baillie.  Though  I  am  roasting,  the  necessity  for  it  is 
only  produced  by  my  own  cold  nature,  for  a  finer  summer's 
day  was  never  seen  than  this  has  been,  and  Doctor  Watson,  who 
is  just  arrived  from  Paris,  where  he  has  been  five  or  six  years, 
says  he  had  no  idea  of  the  difference  till  he  found  himself  again 
in  Italy.  He  says,  that  except  the  three  'glorious  days/  he  has 
never  seen  the  weather  so  fine  since  he  left  Naples.  But  that 
was  not  at  all  the  thing  I  intended  to  say.  My  first  object  was 
to  tell  you  that  my  man,  Gennarino,  who  is  only  just  saved  by 
the  English  doctors  from  death,  has  been  twice  to  see  the  boy  in 
question,  and  that  he  is  quite  well  and  happy.  He  has  fine  light- 
coloured  hair,  which  could  scarcely  be  seen  for  the  magnificent 
cap,  made  ornamental,  which  he  wore  on  his  head.  He  appears 
about  six  or  seven  years  old,  and  is  very  lively,  and  they  say 
very  clever,  and  learns  everything  with  quickness.  He  is  more- 
over remarkably  clean  and  well  clothed,  and,  as  Gennarino  says, 
is  treated  quite  like  a  Signore  di  qualith,  e  parla  Francesh,  and  is 
so  well  satisfied  with  his  present  treatment,  and  with  those  who 
have  the  care  of  him,  that  he  ran  away  and  hid  himself  when  he 
found  the  inquiries  were  made  for  himself  for  fear  that  any  man 
might  be  sent  to  take  him  away.  There  is  always  a  drawback  to 
every  story,  and  it  appears  that  the  little  boy  has  some  sort  of 
defect  in  one  leg,  which  may  be  perhaps  in  the  hip  joint,  but  is 
called  in  the  foot,  and  it  is  said  Jhat  Ischia  waters  will  cure  him. 
I  confess,  from  the  account,  the  cure  seems  to  me  doubtful,  but 
in  the  mean  time  the  boy  is  perfectly  well  in  health,  and  by 
means  of  a  shoe  with  a  thicker  sole,  'fatto  dal  meglio  scarpayo  di 
Napoli  con  molta  cura,'  he  runs  about  just  as  well  as  any  other, 
boy  of  his  age.  As  far  as  care  goes,  therefore,  he  has  all  you 
can  wish,  and  his  health  is  perfect  A  letter  is  just  arrived  for 
his  mother  from  his  family,  which  I  shall  direct  and  send,  as 
the  letters  sent  before  had  probably  failed  for  want  of  super- 
scription. 

"  So  much,  therefore,  for  your  commission,  which  I.  hope  you 
will  find  satisfactory.  I  have  consulted  Casarano  about  the  sale 
of  your  book  here,  and  I  find  any  attempt  would  be  quite  useless, 
as  nobody  has  any  money  for  books  in  the  whole  kingdom,  nor 
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will  any  one  buy  a  book  of  any  kind.  I  have  heard  only  of  four 
persons  any  where  who  read  or  buy.  Two  live  in  the  mountains 
of  the  frontier,  and  thus  smuggle  into  the  State  the  few  books 
they  can  obtain ;  the  third  is  a  Neapolitan  cavaliere,  who  receives 
books  of  classic  learning  from  Germany ;  and  the  fourth  is,  the 
prefect  of  a  provincial  town,  who  longs  in  vain  for  books,  but 
is  forced  to  go  without  them.  I  shall  keep  a  sharp  look-out 
for  Colonel  Hughes,  who,  I  suppose,  is  one  of  Lord  Dinorben's 
family. 

"  Tou  have  done  me  a  great  kindness  by  sending  me  the  '  Con- 
versations,' of  which  I  have  hitherto  seen  only  detached  portions, 
which,  by-the-bye,  are  so  full  of  talent  and  of  shrewd  observation, 
that  I  cannot  help  congratulating  the  memory  of  Lord  Byron  on 
die  fortunate  circumstances  which  left  his  idea  in  such  good 
keeping,  that  they  have  been  matured  and  perfected  before  they 
saw  the  light  There  were  brave  men  before,  as  a  Roman  poet 
observes,  but  no  Homer  to  celebrate  them.  The  truth  is  you  see 
things  in  a  much  better,  and  fairer,  and  juster  light  yourself  than 
Byron ;  you  know  more  of  the  world  than  he  did ;  and  moreover, 
it  is  not  part  of  your  system  to  make  yourself  seem  in  an  ill 
humour  when  you  are  not  so. 

"  I  beg  to  observe,  that  in  *  The  Conversations,'  I  reverence 
you  infinitely  more  than  the  poet ;  indeed  as  I  have  more  respect 
for  Homer  than  for  Agamemnon,  I  have  had  this  in  my  mind 
whensoever  I  have  read  the  extracts  from  your  work,  but  you 
have  probably  had  the  same  feeling  repeated  many  times,  and 
better  explained  by  a  hundred  literary  admirers.  As  to  Mr. 
L ,  I  fear  much  that  he  is  not  good  for  much,  and  I  am  cer- 
tain he  got  the  work,  for  I  sent  it  to  Mr.  William  Hamilton,  who 
gave  it  with  a  request  that  he  would  not  omit  a  word  of  it  in 
printing.  I  kept  a  copy  of  it,  however,  and  I  will  send  it  to  you. 
There  are  no  remarks  except  such  ~as  tend  to  explain  away 
and  render  less  ridiculous  the  total  want  of  classsical  taste  and 
knowledge  of  the  hero,  in  a  situation  frill  of  classical  recollections, 
and  which  I  have  added,  that  I  might  not  seem  insensible  to  its 
real  merits.     They  were  written  for  the  family,  and  by  the  desire 
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of  Miss  Scott  herself,  and  therefore  nothing  offensive  could  have 
been  inserted;  and  when  I  had  finished  the  anecdotes,  I  was 
surprised  myself  at  the  number  of  circumstances  I  had  recollected, 
and  perceived  that  the  account  of  the  last  days  of  so  distinguished 
a  person  was  really  interesting  when  told  with  strict  regard  to 
truth.  The  circumstances  of  his  illness  having  changed  his  mind, 
or  deprived  it  of  its  consistency,  which  I  myself  much  doubt, 
might  be  judged  of  from  his  way  of  treating  the  subjects  of  con- 
versation which  presented  themselves,  and  this  alone  would  be  of 
consequence  to  his  numerous  friends. 

"  I  think  it  scarcely  possible  that  any  of  those  most  attached  to 
him  could  be  displeased  at  my  manner  of  representing  him,  and 
at  all  events,  I  have  repeated  what  he  Batd,  and  related  what  he 
did  in  Italy,  in  a  way  that  satisfied  every  one  here,  who  was  the 
witness  of  his  sayings  and  doings.     However,  I  shall  send  die 

copy  to  you,  and  if  the  Life  is  published  by  the  said  L , 

without  use  and  acknowledgment  of  my  papers,  the  best  way  will 
be  to  sell  it  to  the  bookseller,  and  let  it  come  before  the  public 
I  will  affix,  or  rather  prefix,  Miss  S — — 's  request  that  I  would 
write  it,  and  will  suppose  that  the  original  has  been  lost  or  mis- 
laid, in  consequence  of  her  premature  decease.  In  this  case  I  shall 
begof  you  to  make  the  most  advantageous  bargain  you  can,  for  a 
poor  author  under  your  protection. 

"  My  book  on  Roman  Topography,  which  will,  I  am  per- 
suaded, if  it  ever  sees  the  light,  gain  me  credit,  still  continues 

unsold  and    imprinted.    M is    calculating    the    expense, 

Hamilton  and  Co.  and  Vyse  are  interesting  themselves,  and  the 
University  of  Cambridge  offers  to  take  one  hundred  copies,  but 
I  hear  of  no  results  at  present  Mr.  Bulwer  has  written  to  his 
man  of  bookselling  in  London,  after  having  read  my  work,  to 
recommend  it,  but  the  answer  is  not  yet  returned.  The  times 
are  bad,  or,  as  my  royal  mistress  would  have  expressed  it,  *  O 
trumpery,  O  Moses,9  for  '  O  tempora,'  &&  I  go  on  scribbling 
at  you  to  the  end  of  my  paper,  which  you  must  rejoice  to  see 
arrived. 

"  I  dine  with  the  Archbishop  to-day,  who  is  well  and  merry, 
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and  sends  his  love.    Lady  H is  leaving  Naples  for  Borne 

immediately.    I  suppose  at  the  end  of  March  I  shall  see  her 
again  at  Rome. 

"William  Gill. 

"  Mrs.  Dodwell  is  really  become  Countess  Spaw,  or  Spanker, 
and  is  Bavarian  Incaricato,  and  is  to  be  minister  at  Rome.  She 
will  now  have  a  fair  chance  in  life ;  her  husband  was  quite 
crazy  during  the  latter  part  of  his  life." 

"Naples,  30th  January,  1834. 

"I have  scarcely  had  time  to  overlook  a  copy  of  my  Scottiana 
before  Mr.  Bulwer  sets  out  for  England.  It  is  written  by  the 
Sticchini  mentioned  therein,  who  does  not  understand  English, 
aad  therefore  I  fear  blunders  may  have  escaped  me  and  him, 
I  have  an  abominable  head-ache,  so  that  I  can  scarcely  sit 
up  to  write,  and  I  can  say  little  more  than  what  occurs  to  me 
as  right 

"  With  regard  to  the  MS.,  if  Mr.  L—  has  got  the  original 
and  has  used  it  entirely  in  his  Life  of  Sir  Walter,  nothing  is  to 
be  done,  I  suppose;  but  if  he  has  not  got  it,  has  lost  it,  and  does 
not  publish  it  instanter,  I  am  for  selling  it  to  the  highest  bidder* 
In  my  own  copy  I  have  the  portrait,  most  luckily  like,  in  a  good 
sense,  and  two  Roman  caricatures  mentioned. 

"  The  Galera,  which  I  took  when  there  with  you ;  a  view  of 
the  Castle  of  Bracciano,  which  I  took  while  sitting  talking  with 
Lord  Blessington ;  a  view  from  the  window  of  the  lake  while 
talking  with  Sir  Walter;  and  the  stair-case  in  the  court,  which  I 
did  for  him ;  but  these  I  do  not  send,  as  I  hear  London  book* 
sellers  can  no  longer  deal  with  plates. 

"  I  am  too  head-achy  to  write  more. 

"William  Gill. 

"  Lady  Harriet  is  gone  to  Rome." 

"Naples,  March  9th,  1834, 
"  I  feel  as  if  I  were  going  to  write  you  a  long  letter,  and  to 
become  very  troublesome.     Since  you  wrote  to  me  on  the  17th 
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of  February,  you  will  have  received  from  Mr.  Bulwer  the  MS. 
of  the  notes  on  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  may  have,  perhaps,  dis- 
posed of  it  to  some  bookseller  in  London,  so  that  it  no  longer 
rests  with  me  to  decide  on  what  should  be  its  fate.     I  was  asked 

on  the  day  I  sent  the  original,  why  I  sent  it  to  Mr.  L ?  and 

I  answered,  because  Miss  S had  asked  me  to  write  it ;  but 

that  I  was  totally  unacquainted  with  the  gentleman,  or  he  with 
me,  and  we  had  no  friend  in  common. 

(€  The  truth  is,  that  he  ought  to  have  been  thankful  for  the  in- 
formation, and  as  the  conversations  chiefly  took  place  in  a  carriage, 
these  circumstances  cannot  possibly  have  been  learnt  from  any 
other  quarter.  I  dare  say  he  thanked  Mr.  Hamilton,  but  as  he 
thinks  he  has  better  information  elsewhere,  it  is  doing  him  no 
harm  to  keep  my  information  for  my  own  use ;  and  when  I  con- 
sider that  the  whole  about  Rhodes  can  only  have  been  said  to  me, 
and  that  I  am  the  only  person  who  could  have  given  Sir  Walter 
the  information  he  wanted  on  that  subject,  I  must  think  that  in- 
teresting, and  I  could  mention  many  other  things  in  the  MS.  that 
could  only  be  related  by  myself. 

"  However,  I  will  beg  of  you  to  make  a  few  changes,  which  I 
will  write  on  a  separate  sheet,  for  I  do  not  wish  to  offend  any 
body,  begging  of  you  to  wafer  into  the  MS.  at  the  proper  places 
the  few  words  about  the  publication  at  the  beginning  and  end, 
and  a  few  anecdotes  which  have  recurred  to  my  memory  since  the 
notes  were  written.  I  cannot  but  imagine  that  you  will  be  dis- 
appointed on  reading  the  work,  because  it  will  be  found  so  much 
shorter  than  you  expected,  the  whole  being  purposely  as  much 
condensed  as  possible.  You  will  therefore  not  be  surprized,  if  it 
does  not  produce  in  the  market  the  respectable  sum  you  have 
imagined  as  its  value.  I  am  not  at  all  surprised  at  the  wish  to 
print  it  as  if  from  another  supposed  hand,  for  I  have  seldom,  out 
of  the  sixteen  or  seventeen  publications  I  have  made  of  maps  and 
books,  succeeded  in  securing  to  myself  the  fame  of  any  merit  they 
may  possess. 

"  You  would  be  surprized  at  the  catalogue  of  literary  thefts  by 
which  I  have  suffered.  Yet,  *  per  grazia  del  cielo,'  I  find  myself 
very  frequently  cited,  both  in  England  and  on  the  Continent, 
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wherever  the  subjects  I  have  discussed  are  touched  upon,  and 
so  much  for  that  business.  One  shall  be  a  great  man  among  the 
little  boys  some  years  after  one's  death. 

"  Mr.  Craven,  with  whom  and  the  Paterno,  and  the  Satriano, 
Filangieris,  &c,  I  have  been  to  dine  with  Miss  Whyte  to-day  at 
Portici,  says  he  will  get  ready  for  you  by  the  time  appointed  a 
story  for  your  *  Book  of  Beauty.'  Pray  tell  me  whether  a  trans- 
lation of  a  very  queer  old  Portuguese  book,  *  The  Travels  of  the 
Infante  Don  Pedro  to  the  seven  quarters  of  the  Globe,'  would  not 
do  for  your  work  ?  It  is  very  strange,  and  quite  original,  and  the 
Prince  goes,  among  other  places,  to  the  court  of  Prester  John  of 
Abyssinia.  It  might  be  divided,  perhaps,  into  two  or  three  parts, 
if  it  be  too  long,  which  I  really  think  it  is.  Would  you  like  some 
of  the  old  Spanish  Moorish  ballads  translated?  for  example,  any 
addressed  to  the  *  beautiful  Zayda,'  as  yours  is  a  'Book  of 
Beauty?' 

"  I  had  once  an  idea  of  publishing  such  things  when  I  was 
younger  and  more  romantic,  before  age  and  infirmity  had  put  an 
end  to  all  poetic  illusions. 

t€  Mr.  Rothwell,  by  the  bye,  the  great  painter  who  was  sent  to 

me  by  Lord  S ,  and  whom  I  have  sent  in  a  letter  to  you  this 

morning,  says,  on  looking  over  my  book  of  the  Alhambra,  that  a 
Moorish  Annual  or  Album  would  be  one  of  the  prettiest  things 
in  the  world,  and  might,  with  good  engravings,  become  a  suc- 
cessful work ;  and  in  such  a  case,  the  Moorish  ballads  would  come 
in  well,  nothing  certainly  would  be  half  so  picturesque  or  so 
beautiful ;  but,  like  everything  of  the  kind,  it  could  not  be  carried 
on  with  interest  for  more  than  two  or  three  years.  I  shall  see,  in 
your  *  Book  of  Beauty,'  what  sorts  of  subjects  are  fitted  for  it,  and 
hope  to  be  able  to  do  something  in  some  way  or  other  to  suit  it 
A  little  bit  of  an  adventure,  a  journey  in  Asia  Minor,  would 
perhaps  not  be  amiss,  but  we  shall  see.  I  don't  think  myself 
capable  of  exciting  much  interest,  without  having  recourse  to  the 

pencil  to  aid  my  muse,  whether  poetic  or  historic.     Ladv  H 

is  gone,  but  it  is  possible  I  may  see  her  at  Rome,  where  I  think 
of  being  on  the  1st  of  April,  and  of  remaining  till  the  1st  of  June. 
My  house  there  is  let  to  the  25th  of  March,  to  Mr.  Brooke  Gre- 

VOL.    II.  G 
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ville,  who  is  perhaps  known  to  you.  We  have  floods  of  company, 
and  sometimes,  between  Lady  Strachan  and  Lady  Acton,  two 
private  plays  in  a  week.  We  had  three  Italian  comedies,  like 
the  French  vaudevilles,  last  night  at  Lady  Acton's,  and  they  were 
got  np  by  Neapolitans,  with  very  great  success. 

"  The  young  Duke  of  St  Theodoro,  as  a  shy  lover,  won  great 
applause,  and  Donna  Olimpia  Colonna,  and  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  the  Duchess  of  Miranda,  and  the  Duchess  of  Cajanello, 
with  many  others,  showed  much  talent  in  the  French  plays. 
Craven  is  the  only  Englishman  engaged,  but  his  son  is  expected 
soon.  The  family  of  La  Feronays,  as  usual,  form  the  heroes 
and  heroines  of  all  the  French  pieces,  and  sing  and  act  in  per- 
fection. 

"  The  King  and  all  the  Court  generally  come  to  all  these  great 
entertainments,  and  besides  being  very  expensive,  they  last  till 
about  two  hours  after  midnight  Besides  those  amusements,  we 
have  tremendous  dinners  at  Lady  Drummond's  and  Lord  Hert- 
ford's, with  assemblies  in  the  evening,  to  most  of  which  I  go  in  my 
wheeling  chair,  by  way  of  seeing  the  world  in  my  old  age,  and 
must  say  I  find  every  one  as  kind  and  compassionate  as  one  can 
have  either  right  or  hopes  to  expect  in  these  hard  times.  Craven, 
as  you  know,  has  bought  a  large  convent  in  the  mountains,  near 
Salerno,  which  he  has  fitted  up  with  every  sort  of  convenience, 
and  where  he  receives  in  the  summer  all  comers,  four  or  five 
ladies  at  a  time,  with  gentlemen  to  match,  and  is  really  very 
hospitable  both  to  strangers  and  natives.  If  you  ever  return  to 
this  country,  you  will  be  amused  by  a  trip  to  his  valley. 

"  I  have  sent  you,  as  I  said  before,  Mr.  Rothwell,  the  new  Sir 
Thomas  Lawrence,  and  I  think  a  very  clever  person;  so  much 
so,  that  he  is  quite  big  enough  to  help  himself  in  the  workL  But 
I  mean  to  send  you  a  most  benevolent  and  good  sort  of  person, 
not  much  known  to  fame,  uith  the  ugly  name  of  Doctor  Hogg, 
who  has  been  here  some  years,  and  is  just  returned  from  Egypt 
and  the  Holy  Land, '  where  saints  did  live  and  die.9  He  makes 
the  most  wonderful  faces,  and  has  the  strongest  action  with  his 
hands  you  ever  saw,  and  Mr.  Hill  used  to  ask  him  to  dinner  to 
witness  them ;  but  he  will  tell  you  how  the  world  goes  on  her* 
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bettor  than  most  people,  and  as  you  have  round  you  many  men 
of  rank  and  fashion,  you  will  not  dislike,  for  a  change,  to  see  a 
traveller  without  pretensions,  whose  merit  consists  in  a  kind 
heart,  and  very  benevolent  disposition  to  do  all  he  can  for  the  benefit 
of  his  fellow-creatures.  Speaking  of  which,  Gennarino  is  become 
a  great  friend  of  the  family,  and  the  child  in  Strada  di  Chiaja, 
and  sees  them  almost  every  day.  He  says  they  are  all  very  well, 
and  seem  pleased  at  his  coming  to  see  how  well  the  boy  is  taken 
care  o£  I  forgot  to  say,  that  Doctor  Hogg  will  not  torment  you 
much,  as  he  is  only  going  to  England  for  a  short  time  on  busi- 
ness. Our  Duke  of  Derbyshire  is  in  Sicily,  and  very  much  re- 
covered from  his  lameness.  He  is  very  kind  hearted,  and  is  the 
only  person  I  have  seen  for  years  who  knows  any  thing  of  my 
family,  which  I  don't  believe  flourishing.  My  nephew,  that  hope- 
ful youth,  is  at  Milan,  and,  as  Count  Metri  told  me  at  the  Arch- 
bishop's (who  is  quite  well,  and  salutes  you),  he  is  not  very 
flourishing.  How  glad  you  must  be  that  my  paper  is  ended,  for 
curiosity  will  lead  you  to  read  the  whole  of  my  letter.  So  with 
kind  regards  to  the  Count,  and  thanks  to  Lord  Durham,  &c. 

"  Anachabsis." 

"  Lady  Blessington  is  requested  to  insert  in  my  MS.,  after  the 
last  of  the  notes  on  Rhodes,  the  following  record  of  a  conversa- 
tion with  Sir  Walter  respecting  the  Stone  of  Odin : — 

"  On  our  return  to  the  Palazzo  Caramanico,  we  passed  Mr. 
Laing  Mason  in  the  street,  and  this  brought  to  Sir  Walter's  mind 
the  refutation  of  the  antiquity  of  Macpherson's  Ossian  by  Mr. 
Laing,  who  had  shown  that  the  names  of  the  heroes  were  taken 
from  the  map,  I  think,  of  the  channel  between  the  Isle  of  Skye 
and  the  main  land.  '  One  of  these  names,'  said  he, '  happens  to 
have  been  given  in  the  last  century,  and  the  date  of  that  is  well 
known.  Mr.  Laing  knew  those  countries  well,  and  his  proof  was 
striking  and  satisfactory.'  I  think  he  said  Mr.  Laing  came 
originally  from  Orkney,  and  he  added, '  I  once  went  to  see  him 
and  carried  over  in  my  boat  a  faggot  of  sticks  for  the  peas  in  his 
garden,  which  were  reckoned  there  a  great  curiosity.'  He  said, 
however,  that  elders  would  grow,  and  that  the  face  of  the  country 
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might  be  improved  by  them.  From  this  he  was  led  to  compare 
the  once  flourishing  state  of  those  islands  with  their  present  for- 
lorn appearance,  and  observed,  that '  to  a  people  from  the  furthest 
north,  these  might  perhaps  have  seemed  the  abodes  of  the  blessed. 
They  were  certainly,  said  he,  esteemed  holy,  and  there  was  a 
great  circular  building  like  Stonehenge,  not  far  from  Kirkwall, 
which  proved  the  importance  of  the  place.  Saying  this,  be 
searched  for,  and  presented  to  me  a  pencil  drawing  of  die  temple, 
which  I  preserve,  and  highly  value.  It  is  entitled,  *  Standing 
Stones  of  Stenhouse  in  Orkney,'  and  has  on  the  back  inscribed 
the  name  of  J.  Eeene,  Esq.,  by  whom  it  was  probably  drawn. 
Sir  Walter  mentioned  another  pillar,  called  the  stone  of  Odin, 
which  is  perforated,  and  afterwards  descanted  on  the  ordeal,  by 
which  persons  accused  of  crime  were  deemed  innocent,  if  capable 
of  passing  through  this  species  of  aperture,  in  very  remote  ages." 

"  Lady  B.  is  requested  to  insert  the  following  passage,  where 
Sir  Walter  has  been  speaking  of  his  acquaintance  here : — 

"  Before  Sir  Walter  Scott  quitted  Naples,  he  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Mr.  Ball,  a  gentleman  advantageously  known  to 
the  society  of  that  city  as  the  author  of  two  poems,  of  which  the 
Baronet  was  pleased  to  express  his  approbation.  His  amiable 
feeling  on  every  occasion,  led  him  to  assist  and  encourage  all 
younger  authors,  and  he  seemed  totally  devoid  of  every  spark  of 
that  littleness  and  jealousy  which  sometimes  actuates  even  the 
most  illustrious  and  established  literati." 

Dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"  In  the  MS.  of  my  Scott  memoranda  there  was  an  allusion  to 
our  journey  to  Bracciano  and  a  story  of  the  Orsini  who  were 
Lords  of  the  place.  Here  is  the  story  which  I  would  wish 
inserted: — 

"  The  story  was  that  of  Francis  Peretti,  nephew  to  Pope  Sixtus 
V.  Peretti  had  married  the  beautiful  Vittoria  Accaramboni,  of 
Gubbio,  and  was  shortly  afterwards  murdered  by  the  agents  of 
Paolo  Giordano  Orsino,  Duke  of  Bracciano,  who  was  desperately 
in  love  with  her.  Orsino,  having  dispatched  the  husband,  married 
the  widow,  who  was  suspected  of  having  been  privy  to  the 
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murder,  in  conjunction  with  her  brothers.  Marcello  Accaramboni, 
with  a  company  of  hired  assassins,  slew  Peretti  in  his  way  to 
the  Villa  Sforza,  on  the  Quirinal,  at  Rome.  Vittoria  retired 
with  her  new  husband  to  the  Castle  of  Bracciano,  but  he  dying, 
she  went  to  Venice,  where  the  heirs  and  relations  of  the  Duke  of 
Bracciano  caused  her  in  her  turn  to  be  assassinated.  Pope  Sixtus 
V.  was  at  the  time  of  his  nephew's  murder  only  Cardinal  of 
Montalto,  and  surprised  Pope  Gregory  XIIL  by  his  extreme 
indifference  when  the  Pontiff  offered  him  every  assistance  for 
bringing  the  murderers  to  punishment  The  Cardinal  calmly 
replied  that '  he  pardoned  from  his  heart  all  those  concerned  in 
the  transaction,  and  begged  the  Pope  not  to  trouble  himself.' 
The  Pontiff  related  the  story,  always  observing,  *  Veramente  costui 
e  un  gran  Frate.9 

«W.  G." 

"March  10,(1834). 
"  I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Bulwer,  who  writes 
that  his  first  visit  in  London  was  to  Ottley  and  Saunders,  book- 
sellers, and  that  he  has  succeeded  in  selling  them  my  work, 
called  '  Roman  Topography.'  How  very  good  natured  of  him  to 
have  attended  to  my  wants  before  he  had  settled  himself,  and 
rested  from  the  fatigues  of  his  journey.  He  writes  me  a  kind 
letter  to  thank  me  for  my  little  attentions  at  Naples.  I  did  for 
him  what  you  ordered,  that  is  set  him  a  going,  by  presenting 
him  to  the  best  people,  or  praising  him  as  he  deserved;  after 
which  he  made  his  own  way,  of  course  with  success.  I  wish 
my  means  permitted  me  to  be  more  useful.  By-the-bye,  a  Mr. 
Reynolds  sent  by  you  seems  very  angry  with  me,  but  I  cannot 
help  it  I  have  no  legs  to  go  a  visiting,  and  never  go  out  but 
borne  by  two  servants.  So  if  you  send  me  any  one  in  a  letter, 
pray  tell  them  that  I  am  a  cripple,  and  can  only  be  useful  to  them 
if  they  will  take  the  trouble  of  coming  to  my  house,  as  I  cannot 
make  calls.  It  only  makes  enemies,  if  the  people  will  not  re- 
collect that  I  am  lame.  I  have  got  another  passage,  which,  I 
think,  ought  not  to  be  omitted,  about  Sir  Walter,  and  don't  be 
angry  at  all  the  trouble  I  give  you.     I  believe  I  can  say,  that 
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Craven  has  already  began  something  in  verse  for  your  work. 
He  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  do  it  well  as  to  execution,  and  as  to 
story,  he  knows  the  history  of  all  the  odd  things  which  have 
happened  in  Italy  from  the  most  remote  period  of  the  darkest 
ages.  I  have  just  discovered  that  I  must  have  a  little  separate 
slip  of  paper  for  my  last  Scott  anecdote,  as  the  list  about  Odin's 
stone  does  not  come  at  the  end* 

"  March  12. — Your  maid's  child  is  well  and  merry ;  but  is  to 
be  taken  to  Ischia  in  the  summer  for  this  defect  in  the  joints ; 
he  is  very  well  taken  care  of,  and  delighted  to  see  Gennaro. 
The  Archbishop  is  quite  well,  and  not  a  day  older  than  when 
you  left  him. 

"W.  G." 

"Naples,  June  2nd,  1834. 

"  Here  I  am  again,  just  returned  from  Rome,  and  agreeably 
surprized  to  find  a  long  letter  from  you,  which  I  expected  the 
less,  as  I  had  not  answered  that  which  Messrs.  Errington  and 
Lyne  Stevens,  or  Stephens,  brought  for  me  to  the  Holy  City. 
For  there  I  have  done  all  that  could  be  done  under  the  existing 
circumstances,  when  all  the  *  milords9  and  'my  ladies'  were 
disappearing,  and  leaving  Rome  and  the  Colosseum  to  their 
own  resources.  The  best  tiling  I  could  do  for  them  was  to  sell 
them  to  Lady  Coventry,  with  a  request  that  they  might  be 
treated  on  a  par  with  the  most  favoured  nations,  and  to  see  that 
she  executed  her  part  of  the  treaty.  I  believe  they  will  tell 
you  I  was  as  good  as  a  grandmother  to  them,  and  I  think  it 
ended  by  their  becoming  guests  'at  Coventry'  almost  every 
day  in  the  week.  Moreover,  I  dare  say  Lady  Goodwin  will 
arrive  at  Naples  in  a  few  days,  and  take  them  again  under  her 
protection  here,  and  as  she  keeps  open  house  at  both  places,  they 
find  her  a  very  useful  and  a  very  agreeable  acquaintance. 

"  I  told  you  it  had  not  rained  for  three  months  at  Rome,  and 
till  the  last  few  days  I  spent  there,  every  thing  was  as  yellow 
and  burnt  up,  as  if  it  had  been  August  instead  of  May. 

"  I  find  this  kingdom  quite  green,  and  every  thing  in  a  most 
flourishing  condition,  after  that  worn  out,  misgoverned,  unfor- 
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Innate  representative  of  the  MJjptress  of  the  world.  I  found 
here  Graven,  on  the  point  of  setting  out  for  his  convent  of 
Penta:  and  I  have  scarcely  seen  any  of  my  acquaintance  yet, 
though  Mr.  Temple  invited  me  for  to-day,  and  I  shall  dine  with 
the  archbishop  to-morrow.  I  have  been  so  perpetually  ill  at 
Rome,  that  I  am  inclined  to  desert  it,  and  as  books  will  no 
longer  sell  in  my  line,  it  will  be  quite  as  well  for  my  finances. 

"  You  have  had  a  great  deal  of  trouble  in  fishing  for  a  decent 
escape  from  the  business  of  Mr.  L  ,  and  I  thank  you  for  it 
I  do  not  wish  myself  to  do  anything  disagreeable  to  the  family, 
but  I  think  it  very  ill-judged  of  them  not  to  place  every  thing 
in  its  true  light,  especially  when  I  had  suppressed  every  thing 
which  might  have  been  put  in  a  ludicrous  light,  out  of  respect 
and  regard  to  Sir  Walter.  They  cannot  revoke  iis  two  last 
novels,  so  it  will  be  out  of  their  power  to  get  rid  of  the  facts, 
while  they  lose  all  the  merit  they  might  claim  for  stating  the  case 
as  it  it  was.  Besides  the  whole  philosophy  of  the  business  becomes 
tainted  by  that  want  of  candour  which  spoils  their  book,  without 
hiding  the  truth.  They  have  shewn  the  man  as  he  was  in  his 
glory  (we  will  suppose) ;  it  was  equally  their  duty  to  the  public 
and  to  posterity  to  shew  him  in  his  decline.  The  whole  is  a  dull 
piece  of  affected  piety,  which  vitiates  whatever  they  may  publish 
of  him;  but,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  only  care  about  it,  as 
having  taken  the  trouble  to  recollect  and  write  down  what  was  so 
little  worth  recollecting  or  writing,  except  as  the  sequel  to  some- 
thing of  more  consequence,  and  the  winding  up  of  the  story.  I 
believe  I  discovered,  during  the  time  I  was  writing,  that  any 
biography  of  any  contemporary  must  be  amusing.  And  this 
brings  to  my  mind  your  recommendation  to  write  an  autobiography 
of  Sir  William  GeU.  There  is  no  doubt,  if  one  dared  to  write  all 
one  knew,  and  all  one  had  witnessed,  the  book  would  indeed  sell, 
and  be  a  great  favourite  for  a  time;  but  I  doubt  whether  the 
author  would  find  himself  in  a  very  agreeable  position  in  society 
after  the  publication.  By  living  partly  in  London  and  partly 
abroad,  I  have  certainly  met  with,  and  have  known  a  great  variety 
of  personages,  not  to  mention  Dr.  Parr,  and  the  Queen,  of  whose 
life  and  manners  J  could  certainly  make  very  good  fun  and  much 
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amusement ;  but  I  must  treat  them  in  a  very  different  manner  to 
that  which  I  measured  my  account  of  Sir  Walter,  for  the  inspec- 
tion of  his  family.  I  have  a  neighbour  who  often  desires  me,  and 
urges  me  to  write  my  life,  but  I  really  do  not  see  the  possibility 
of  making  it  true  and  entertaining,  without  committing  half  my 
acquaintance.  I  have  some  sixty  or  seventy  letters  of  her  most 
gracious  Majesty,  Queen  Caroline;  and  *Mein  GottT  what 
curious  things  they  are,  and  how  rightly  it  would  serve  the  Royal 
family,  supposing  they  had  not  quarrelled  with  her,  to  publish 
their  wife  and  cousin's  correspondence,  as  they  have  cheated  me 
out  of  my  pension.     By  no  means,  however,  publish  my  *  Scot- 

tiana,'  as  you  seem  to  think  that  L is  inclined  to  behave  well 

about  it,  though  his  reasoning  is  poor  and  false,  and  inconclusive, 
as  a  history  of  Rome  would  be,  which  finished  at  the  Antonius's, 
or  one  of  Buonaparte  which  ended  at  the  taking  of  Berlin.  Speak- 
ing of  which,  I  dined  in  company  with  the  Prince  of  Musignano, 
at  Rome,  the  other  day,  who  married  a  cousin,  a  Miss  Buona- 
parte, which  wife  seemed  as  dull  as  the  Prince  himself  seemed 
animated  and  interested  in  every  subject  And  so  my  paper  is 
ending  before  I  have  finished  my  story.  I  will  find  a  Spanish  or 
Arabian  Moorish  historico-romantic  ballad  for  you,  and  I  will 
set  about  Mathias  to-morrow,  who  will  disclaim  all  knowledge  of 
poetry  in  Italian,  but  who  will  most  probably  end  by  sending  you 
what  you  want  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Mr.  Errington  and  Co. 
are  here,  for  they  overtook  me  at  Mola,  as  they  travelled  post, 
and  I  with  my  own  horses.  So  we  dined  together,  and  set  out 
together  the  next  morning ;  but  as  my  said  horses  had  only  been 
at  Naples  some  twelve  hours  before,  they  have  been  indulged  in 
rest,  and  I  have  not  seen  your  friends  here  yet  Mr.  Errington  said 
he  had  written  to  you.  Lady  H.  I  saw  at  Rome  with  Lord  B.'s 
aunt  Our  warlike  king  has  taken  the  city  by  capitulation,  and 
has  spared  the  sacking  of  it,  which  would  have  taken  place  had 
it  been  taken  by  storm.  Mr.  Mills  I  left  at  Rome,  but  going  to 
the  lakes  of  Lombardy.  Not  a  soul  except  William  Petre  will 
be  left  at  Rome. 

"  Affectionately  yours, 

"  Aulus  (Gellics)." 
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"  P.S. — I  don't  know  whether  you  knew  poor  Mr.  Coote,  a 
young  man  of  Wiltshire,  and  son  of  Sir  Eyre.  He  had  a 
yacht  here,  and  is  just  returned  from  a  voyage  to  Greece.  After 
this,,  he  would  steer  his  ship  in  a  storm  of  rain  to  Psestum,  and 
then  dine  in  his  wet  clothes ;  the  consequence  of  which  was, 
that  he  died  in  a  few  days." 

"Naples,  July,  1834, 
S€  Your  two  books  of  Byron  and  of  Beauty  are  at  length  ar- 
rived, and  I  return  you  my  most  hearty  thanks  for  the  kind 
present 

"  I  see  by  the  book  that  the  ladies  are  sometimes  only  very 
slenderly  attached  to  the  letter-press,  like  the  unpaid  attaches 
of  an  embassy,  so  that  as  far  as  that  goes,  one  of  my  Arab  or 
Spanish  ballads  may  be  attached  to  the  next  lady  you  have  in 
an  Oriental  costume,  who  may  be  called  Zayda,  as  well  as  by 
any  other  name,  equally  sweet-smelling.  This  reflection  gives 
me  some  hopes  that  what  I  have  written  may  be  of  use  to  you, 
though  it  is  terribly  prosaic,  because  I  want  to  prove  that  the 
world  is  deceived  in  calling  the  whole  of  that  a  romance,  which 
is  in  great  part  true,  and  of  which  the  circumstances  are  very 
peculiar.  I  think  I  have  proved  what  I  wished,  and  that  as  it 
all  ends  in  specimens  of  Spanish  and  Arab  poetry,  it  is  not  too 
heavy  for  your  work.  It  is  also  very  poor  in  style,  but  if  you 
knew  how  many  people  that  have  nothing  to  do,  call  upon  me 
in  a  day,  so  that  the  prose  is  all  written  in  talkative  company, 
and  the  verse  with  a  pencil,  as  one  takes  an  evening  drive  in  a 
carriage  on  the  Strada  Nuova,  you  would  pity  rather  than  con- 
demn the  most  humble  of  your  slaves.  Besides  this,  I  am  scarcely 
a  day  in  tolerable  health  between  gout  and  headache,  though 
my  spirits  keep  up  most  marvellously,  and  I  am  just  as  merry 
as  my  more  fortunate  neighbours.  I  know  not  when  my  letter 
was  begun,  but  this  day,  July  15th,  I  have  finished  all  I  mean 
to  write  for  you,  and  given  three  or  four  romances  in  limping 
verse,  and  I  end  with  an  anecdote  about  a  king,  who  sent  his 
enemy  with  a  letter  of  recommendation,  which  authorized  the 
receiver  to  cut  off  the  bearer's  hands  and  feet,  and  to  bury  him 
alive. 
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"  If  I  had  thought  it  sufficiently  serious,  I  would  have  1 
minated  by  a  parallel  passage  in  my  own  life,  which  yon  sug- 
gested.   I  received  a  letter  thus — (  Dear  Gell,  I  send  you  my 

friend  Mr. ;  you  will  find  him  the  greatest  bore,  and  the 

most  disputations  brute  you  ever  knew.  Pray  ask  him  to 
dinner,  and  get  any  one  you  know  of  the  same  character  to 
meet  him.9  This  was  brought  me  by  the  man  himself,  and  I 
found  him  in  every  way  answering  to  the  character.  Pray  add 
or  subtract  any  thing  you  like  from  what  I  send  you.  I  see 
plainly  that  it  is  not  quite  right,  though  the  intention  is  good, 
and  I  have  given  a  full  proportion  of  love,  mixed  with  a  proper 
degree  of  bloodshed,  which  the  genius  of  the  time  requires. 
Pray  also  correct  in  the  verse,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the 
day,  the  words  oppress't  or  oppressed,  and  such  like  words,  to 
your  taste,  and  if  you  think  it  all  a  bore,  as  very  likely  you 
may  find  it,  you  may  put  it  in  the  fire  altogether  with  my 
compliments. 

"  I  have  no  doubt,  however,  Craven  will  send  you  some  sort 
of  Italian  story  of  the  middle  ages  worth  having.  He  is  at 
Penta,  his  country  house,  and  can  have  nothing  else  to  do,  when 
tired  of  gardening. 

"  Young  Craven  vows  a  contribution  from  himself  or  his  wife, 
Mdlle.  Pauline  La  Feronnaye,  but  he  is  so  much  engaged  in 
making  love,  that  I  dare  say  he  will  write  nothing.  They  are 
to  be  married  in  September,  or  sooner,  if  possible.  As  to  that 
gay  man,  Mathias,  now  in  his  eighty-third  year,  he  is  as  obstinate 
as  twenty  pigs,  and  vows  he  will  never  write  another  line,  as  it 
is  time,  he  says,  to  leave  off  making  himself  a  fool  in  public  I 
thought  at  first  I  could  persuade  or  bully  him  into  it,  but  he  is 
too  resolved  for  the  present  If  he  relents,  we  will  put  his  sonnet 
into  the  '  Book  of  Beauty1  for  the  year  1867,  when  Mr.  Irving 
says  the  millennium  is  to  begin.  Here  is  my  neighbour  Mr. 
Ramsay,  who  writes  much,  but  it  is  all  on  the  corn  laws  and 
political  economy,  so  he  cannot  help  us  much.  They  say  Don 
Miguel  is  coming  here,  but  in  the  mean  time  is  consoling  himself 
by  feasting  and  making  merry  with  the  Duke  of  Lucca.  I 
have  been  forced  to  give  up  my  Roman  establishment  as  I  could 
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afford  it  no  longer,  and  I  believe  Dr.  Watson  is  going  to  live 
there  instead  of  at  Paris.  Ton  remember  how  it  amused  you 
that  I  had  begun  to  take  the  necessary  steps  when  I  thought  I 
was  mined  by  the  hanging  of  Fauntleroy,  since  which  my 
finances  have  always  kept  me  in  a  state  of  alarm. 

"  Mr.  Mills  is  gone  towards  Switzerland  for  the  summer,  and 
Mrs.  Dodwell,  now  Countess  Spour,  and  Bavarian  minister  at 
Rome,  is  just  brought  to  bed  with  a  fine  boy  at  Albano.  I  beg 
you  will  remember  me  most  kindly  to  die  Count,  who,  I  hope, 
did  not  lose  his  own  money,  but  that  of  his  neighbour,  at  a 
shooting  match,  which  I  saw  an  account  of  the  other  day  in  the 

newspaper.    Mr.  Lyne  Stephens  is  gene,  but  has  left  Mr.  £ 

b  the  good  graces  of  Miss  M ,  so  that  they  go  gallivanting 

all  over  the  country.  I  have  not  seen  them  lately.  I  hope  your 
friends  will  tell  you  that  I  set  them  a  going  with  all  my  might 
when  they  first  appeared.  They  are  very  amiable  children. 
Love  to  your  sister  the  Contessina. 

«W.  Gbll." 

"Naples,  August  6,  1834. 
"  I  have  written  to  you  so  often  lately,  that  you  will  begin  to 
think  me  a  nuisance.  But  I  now  write  on  business,  to  introduce 
to  you  my  little  Essay  on  the  '  Romantic  History  of  Spain,'  which 
will,  I  believe,  be  presented  by  my  friend  John  Auldjo,  Esq., 
celebrated  for  his  excursion  to  the  summit  of  Mont  Blanc,  and 
as  much  celebrated  for  the  interesting  and  unaffected  account 
which  he  has  published  of  his  ascent  and  descent,  which  makes 
you  think  you  know  the  mountain  as  well  as  he  does.  He  will 
give  yon  m  account  of  all  that  is  going  on  at  Naples,  what  we 
are  doing,  and  who  is  going  to  be  married.     The  Ricciardi  send 

their  loves  to  you.     I  saw  the  two  girls  at  old  mother  R 's, 

at  the  Villa  Rugina,  on  the  Vomero,  the  other  night,  where  they 
sung,  and  two  nights  ago  I  saw  them  again,  and  had  a  long  con- 
versation with  their  father  at  a  ball,  concert,  and  supper,  given 
by  Dominico  Catalano,  the  great  lawyer,  on  St  Dominic's  day, 
at  which  all  Naples  was  present  There  Madame  Nicolas,  who 
yet  seemed  to  retain  all  her  beauty,  sung,  but  with  perhaps  less 
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voice  than  formerly.  The  other  sister  has  become  a  regular 
large  dowager,  and  did  not  sing ;  so  I  conclude  her  voice  has 
departed  like  a  mist  on  the  hills  of  Morven.  Tfce  whole  world 
came  from  Palermo  the  other  day — the  St.  Theodoros,  Actons, 
Kings,  Princes,  and  Queen;  so  that  Naples,  which  had  been 
deserted,  begins  to  be  inhabited  again ;  and  at  Catalanos  there 
seemed  to  be  between  three  and  four  hundred  persons,  many  of 
whom  jigged  away,  just  as  if  the  thermometer  had  not  been  up 
to  eighty,  and  afterwards  ate  as  if  there  had  been  no  fear  of  an 
hereafter.     Coriali,  Pepe,  Filangieri,  are  well  and  merry. 

"  Torlonia,  now  Duca  di  Ceri,  was  to  have  been  married  to  a 
grand-daughter  of  the  Paterno,  a  Mdlle.  de  Moncada,  but  they 
quarrelled,  and  broke  off  the  match.  Craven  is  living  at  Penta, 
and  receiving  company,  having  established  a  house  with  twenty 
beds,  stables,  and  all  that  tends  to  reception.  I  have  been  there 
once  this  summer,  and  am  going  again  with  Lady  Coventry. 
The  Archbishop  is  very  well,  perhaps  better  than  usual,  but  paler 
and  more  bent,  and  desires  loves  to  you.  I  go  and  dine  there 
about  once  in  ten  days. 

"  The  Actons  have  finished  their  house,  and  live  very  hos- 
pitably and  agreeably  in  it,  and  give  balls,  dinners,  and  plays. 
Young  Craven  marries  Mdlle.  Pauline  La  Ferronaye,  on  the 
28th  of  August.  The  happy  couple  have  each  a  rent-roll  of 
trots  miUe  franca,  but  K.  Craven  will  give  £600  a  year,  so  they 
will  have  about  £900  to  begin  with,  and  I  hope  they  will  contrive 
and  be  prudent  with  it  Your  old  Belvedere  is  to  be  sold,  and 
the  Queen  will,  if  you  like  also,  sell  you  the  Villa  Gallo :  the 
Belvedere  for  about  £3,000.  I  have  got  a  most  beautiful  lady 
really,  the  Princess  of  Monte  Vago,  in  Sicily,  who  would  do  for 
Zayda's  picture,  if  you  wanted  a  new  face  for  your  book,  and  if 
you  are  in  want  I  would  contrive  so  send  it  for  engraving.  Mr. 
Auldjo  has  in  his  Constantinople  journal  a  beauty  or  two  of  that 
country,  whose  faces  he  copied  with  an  instrument,  and  they  are 
not  only  good  in  themselves,  but  very  different  from  anything 
European,  and  might  consequently  be  very  useful  in  your  book, 
and  prevent  a  sort  of  nationality  that  will  be  observed  when  all 
the  artists  are  from  one  country.     Lady  Coventry  gave  the 
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Archbishop  a  copy  of  your  '  Book  of  Beauty/  which  delighted 
him  much. 

"  You  may  cut  down  my  dissertation  or  print  it  all,  just  as  you 
like,  change,  burn,  or  otherwise  destroy  what  you  don't  like,  or 
the  whole  together,  and  put  my  name  or  that  of  any  one  else, 
just  as  you  find  it  convenient  I  lent  it  to  Captain  Basil  Hall  to 
review,  and  he  says  it  should  have  my  name.  But  judge  for 
yourself.  Craven  has  got  an  Italian  story  for  you,  and  I  am  sure 
you  will  have  it  soon.  Augustus  Craven  has  something  else,  and 
I  should  not  wonder  if  one  of  the  Stewarts  sent  you  something 
also.  What  is  become  of  that  most  amiable  Stewart,  the  Colonel 
of  Kittymoon  t  Not  to  intrude  more  on  your  time,  and  having 
the  gout  myself,  I  must  stop,  but  with  love  to  La  Contessa  de  St 
Marsault  and  Count  Alfred. 

"  Yours,  &c. 

"William  Gell." 

"  Gennaro  sees  your  maid's  child  very  often,  and  he  is  well." 

"  Penta,  June  23rd,  1835. 

•'  I  conclude,  from  your  silence  on  the  subject  (of  illness),  that 
you  have  not  been  much  indisposed ;  though  it  is  not  for  me,  who 
have  been  six  months  laid  up,  to  glory  in  the  strength  of  my 
constitution,  which  broke  up,  like  the  ice  on  the  Neva,  about  the 
middle  of  November  last,  and  left  me  a  prey  to  all  the  diseases 
into  which  gout  has  been  known  to  resolve  itself,  when  it  is  fairly 
tired  out  with  the  common  symptoms  and  pains.  Among  these, 
dropsy  is  generally  the  most  prominent  and  the  most  fatal,  and 
the  next  is  asthma ;  with  which  two  agreeable  companions  I  have 
since  November,  passed  my  time,  sometimes  suffering  from  one, 
and  often  both  the  complaints  united. 

"  I  found  my  talent  for  sleeping  in  company  much  improved, 
and  I  can  give  you  no  better  specimen  of  it  than  these  two  last 

lines,  where  you  will  observe  the words  united,  and  very 

much  disguised,  by  having  fallen  asleep  three  times  while  I  was 
writing  the  following  sentence :  *  I  had  turned  up  the  shortest 
road  to  Penta.' 
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"  I  will  let  it  stand  as  it  is,  for  it  will  explain  to  yon  why  I 
could  not  write  before,  and  why  I  might  as  well  not  have  written 
now.  I  cease  writing,  or  write  nonsense,  or  die  pen  goes  on 
scribbling,  but  I  cannot  guide  it  I  will  now  begin  again,  three 
hours  later.  Well,  the  symptoms  of  asthma  and  dropsy  con- 
tinued, and  I  could  not  lie  down  horizontally,  for  fear  of  suffoca- 
tion. Nevertheless,  with  four  doctors,  Dr.  Strange,  Dr.  Heath, 
Dr.  Knight,  and  Dr.  Watson,  I  am  alive,  and  one  might  almost 
say  recovering  as  fast  as  possible  from  die  physic  and  the  disease. 
The  most  curious  symptoms  are  the  going  dead  asleep  all  at  once, 
and  the  dreaming,  when  wide  awake,  about  eating,  and  helping 
my  friends  to  eatables.  I  gave  Lord  Aberdeen  a  large  slice  of  cold 
ham  this  morning  about  five  o'clock,  but  when  I  came  to  repeat 
it,  I  found  he  had  no  plate.  I  rung  the  bell,  and  by  the  time  the 
servant  really  came,  I  was  sensible  there  was  neither  ham  nor  any 
other  eatable  in  the  bed.  This  sort  of  thing  happens  twenty 
times  in  the  twenty-four  hours,  and  sometimes  produces  the  most 
ridiculous  combinations.  However,  the  other  day  I  waa  alone  at 
Mr.  Temple's,  looking  as  I  believed,  at  some  prints  in  a  book, 
when  falling  asleep,  I  pulled  over  my  chair  in  trying  to  save 
myself,  and  fell  on  the  pavement,  in  a  manner  which  makes  the 
idea  of  a  repetition  of  my  gambols  frightful  Not  having  had 
time  to  save  myself  with  my  hands,  I  fell  with  all  my  weight  on 
the  floor — a  most  abominable  crash — and  the  hip-bone,  of  course, 
and  all  that  side,  suffered  most  severely,  nor  am  I  yet  well  of 
that  accident,  which  has  much  retarded  the  cure  of  the  original 
illness.     The  only  wonder  was  that  it  was  no  worse. 

"  I  was  ordered  to  move  about  a  little,  which  I  do  with  grief 
and  pain ;  and  am  now  at  Craven's,  at  Penta,  thirty  miles  from 
Naples,  to  which  place  I  came  on  a  sort  of  trading  voyage,  be- 
ginning with  a  visit  of  four  days  to  Lady  Barbara,  who  is  at 
Castellamare.  I  stay  here  four  days,  and  thai  take  two  more 
with  the  Ponsonbys,  and  then,  after  some  four  days  at  Naples, 
shall  do  the  same  over  again,  changing  Lady  F.  Barbara  for 

Mrs.  Locke,  or  her  daughter,.. perhaps  at  Castellamare. 

I  give  you  the  history  of  my  life,  as  it  is  a  good  way  of  letting 
you  judge  of  my  health.     Tou  see  that  I  might  do  tolerably 


LETTERS  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  GELL.  95 

well,  were  my  one  hundred  and  forty  diseases  curable.  Dr. 
Heath,  who  is  with  the  Ponsonbys,  seems,  I  think,  to  be  satis- 
fied that  I  shall  shortly  be  better,  and  possibly  much  better  than 
usual ;  and  that  my  grand  climacteric,  which  usually  falls  at  the 
age  of  sixty-three,  has  been  hastened  by  length  of  illness,  and 
fallen  upon  me  at  fifty-eight  instead,  after  which  the  constitution 
might  change  for  the  better.  I  thought  till  now  that  the  age 
of  sixty-three  was  required  for  the  change,  but  he  says  no. 
So  you  see,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  I  have  given  you  a  long 
statement  of  my  case,  and  the  results,  as  far  as  we  know  them. 
You  tell  me  of  your  bad  weather,  and  if  this  be  in  due  propor- 
tion, you  ought  yet  to  be  in  Siberia,  for  I  have  at  this  moment  a 
tolerable  fire,  by  which  I  am  too  cold,  and  without,  it  is  raining 
cats  and  dogs,  and  seems  likely  to  continue  to  do  so.  The  con- 
sequence is,  the  most  wonderful  verdure  I  ever  beheld,  the  vines 
in  unusually  large  leaf,  and  the  Indian  corn,  flax,  and  hemp, 
shooting  into  thickets  below  them.  I  never  saw  anything  so 
verdant  as  the  world  is  here,  whenever  we  have  an  hour  or  two 
of  sun  to  enjoy  so  green  and  beautiful  a  scene.  What  is  become 
of  the  English  I  know  not;  the  spring  was  forgotten,  the  season 
for  summer  is  half  over,  and  the  winter  yet  remains,  and  the 
Mflords  seem  to  have  forgotten  to  come  to  Italy.  There  may 
be  three  families  of  note  at  Sorento,  and  about  as  many  threaten 
to  come  to  Castellamare  for  the  month  of  July,  so  that  the 
houses  are  for  the  present  empty.  The  Salsa,  has,  however, 
worked  itself  into  Dorchester  House,  as  the  papers  say ;  and  as 
far  as  her  own  account  of  things  goes,  she  finds  no  difference,, 
but  all  goes  on  well ;  at  all  events  she  is  not  the  person  to  cry 
stinking  fish,  and  would  say  that  harmony  existed  as  long  as 
possible. 

"  We  have  at  Craven's  a  tremendous  large  old  convent,  with  cells 
for  as  many  as  can  be  got  to  fill  them ;  and  Craven  himself,  out 
of  perversenessjisas  hospitable  and  as  open  to  all  comers  here,  as 
he  sometimes  appears  the  contrary  at  Naples,  where  society 
might  be  had  without  the  trouble  or  expense  of  maintaining  it» 
I  am  glad  you  have  seen  Dr.  Hogg.  He  writes  remarkably 
well,  and  will,  I  doubt  not,  make  a  pretty  book  from  very  scanty 


96  LETTERS  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  CELL. 

materials.  When  he  was  here  he  used  to  go  crazy  on  the  sub- 
ject, which  I  hope  will  not  be  the  case  in  London.  Pray  order 
him  to  return  here  directly,  and  tell  him  that  he  would  find 
plenty  of  room  to  practise,  if  so  disposed. 

"  Mr.  Wilkinson  I  am  glad  you  admire,  for  he  must  by  this 
time  be  one  of  the  most  learned  men  in  Christendom. 

"  You  say  people  speak  kindly  of  me.  I  assure  you,  since  I 
have  been  so  ill,  I  have  found  great  consolation  in  observing  how 
far  the  world  in  general  exceeds  in  kindness  what  one  had  any 
right  to  expect  from  it. 

'•  As  to  that  ugly  old  Abbot,  I  suppose  he  had  imbibed  a  false 
impression,  and  never  could  get  rid  of  it.* 

"  My  romance  has  not  advanced  a  step.  I  thought  during  my 
illness,  I  could  at  least  have  written  that ;  but  it  is  historia,  and 
requires  facts  and  dates ;  and  I  never  could  guide  my  pen,  as 
you  will  have  said  many  times  before  you  get  to  the  end  of  this 
long  and  dull  letter.  A  thousand  kindnesses  to  Count  Alfred, 
and  the  young  lady,  your  sister.  I  hope  your  young  friend  will 
return  pleased  with  Naples. 

"  Faithfully  yours, 

"W.  Gell." 

"  I  got  both  your  novels  by  Mr.  Stanley,  and  thank  you  much. 
I  think  I  was  most  entertained  with  the  €  Repealers,'  and  you 
certainly  speak  out  Poor  Mathias  is  very  well,  but  is  querulous 
and  old,  and  thinks  himself  deserted,  so  much  so,  that  nobody 
can  undertake  his  society,  he  is  so  discontented  and  curious. 

"  The  Archbishop  is  as  well  as  ever,  and  dined  with  me  a  few 
days  ago,  when  he  laughed  and  was  as  gay  as  ever. 

"  The  Ricciardis  are  doing  well  also.t" 

•  The  Abbe  Campbell,  I  presume  it  alluded  to. 

f  This  remarkable  letter  was  the  last,  I  believe,  which  Sir  William  Gell  addieated 
to  Lady  Blestington.  The  date  of  it  is  about  nine  months  before  his  death.  Tfct 
singular  account  of  the  breaking- up  of  his  mental  powers,  of  the  consciousness  of  their 
failure,  and  of  those  waking  dreams  of  his — when  he  imagined  himself  in  the  society 
of  old  friends  then  far  distant,  and  fancied  himself  discoursing  with  them,  as  if  they 
were  present — is  painfully  interesting.  Before  taking  leave  of  poor  Gell,  perhaps  a 
letter  of  introduction,  addressed  by  him  to  the  Admiral  of  the  Egyptian  fleet,  and  one 
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very  characteristic  of  him,  which  he  famished  me  with  when  I  was  setting  out  for  the 
East  in  1824,  will  not  he  found  misplaced  in  this  collection. 

'•  From  Sir  W.  Gell  to  the  Grand 
■•  Admiral  of  the  Egyptian  Fleet 

"  Napoli,  16  Agostot  1824. 

"Mio  Caro  Am ico  Grand'  Ammiraglio  d'  Eqitto, 

"  Con  questo  vi  mando  on  amico  roio,  il  S ignore  Madden,  chirurgo  di  grand*  talento, 
il  quale  va  a  viaggiare  in  Turchia,  per  oeservare  tutto  quello  che  vi  si  trova  di  bello 
o  di  nuovo  nella  sub  arte,  e  per  mostrare  quanto  e  bravo  nella  operazioni  di  chir- 
urgia.  Lo  troveretese  ne  arete  occasioni  assai  capace :  e  forse,  siccome  ve  ne  sono  tanti 
medici  ma  pochissimi  veri  chirurgi,  sara  questo  Sign  ore  di  gran  utilita  a  Sua 
Altesza  il  Pasha  o  aD*  armata  per  terra  o  per  mare.  Dunqne  vi  prego  essergli  per 
quanto  potete  utile,  durante  la  sua  dimora  nella  terra  dei  Mussulman!. 

"  Pensai  tutto  quest*  anno  a  fare  il  viaggio  d*  Egitto,  ma  fra  1  'incertezza  della  guerra 
con  Algieri,  la  guerra  Greca,  ed  il  non  avere  bastimento  sicuro  per  trasportarmi  a' 
Alessandria  di  Miai*,  sono  qui  per  ora,  e  veramente  non  vede  mezzi,  al  moroento,  per 
fare  il  tragetto  con  eommodo  e  siccurezzs,  ed  essendo  Zoppo,  ed  alquanto  invecchiato 
dopo  il  nostro  celehre  viaggio  nella  Vostra  fregata  L'  Africa,  non  vale  per  me  la  pena 
di  viaggiare  se  non  con  eommodo  e  skcurezza.  Ho  gran  desiderio  andare  per  qualche 
gioroo  a  Gerusalemme,  ed  a  passare  l'inverno  in  Egitto,  se  Ahou  Gosh  ed  il  Diavolo  me 
pennettessero,  ma  quando  questo  sara  non  so. 

"Se arete  I* occasione e  sapete  di  qualche  bastimento  che  venga  in  quest!  paesi,  vi 
prego  scrivermi  e  farmi  sapere  come  vanno  gli  aflari  vostri  e  quel  (i  d' Egitto,  ptrchg  da 
vero  qui  vi  sono  certe  volte  dei  racconti  ed  istorie  falsi,  che  non  ci  permettono  sapere 
9  vero. 

'•  Non  so  se  il  vostro  figlio  resta  ancora  in  Malta,  in  quel  caso  dalui  potrei  io  recevere 
una  vostra  letters.  Spero  che  voi  riuscite  in  ogni  cosa  che  vi  tocca  personalmente,  e  che 
sarete  gia  diventato  il  piu  ricco  della  famiglia  di  Gihlachtar.  Non  so  se  avete  in  com- 
pagnia  ancora  il  vostro  fedele  Turcomanno,  ma  suppongo  che  il  Tenente  Osman  non 
resta  piu  in  vostra  equipaggio.  Hassan  Bey  di  Rhodi  sento  esser  morto.  Mi  fara 
grandissimo  piacere  quel  giorao  che  potremo  rivedersi 

'•  Spero  al  fine  vedervi  on  altra  volta  in  questo  mondo,  siccome  non  essendo  Turco 
il  vostro  grand  Profeta  non  mi  permette  che  Io  vada  al  settimo  cielo  nel  altro. 

"Wflkmson  ha  fatto  gran  progressi  nello  studio  delle  andchita  d' Egitto.  Sento 
che  la  poven  citta  di  Atene  e  turta  distrutta  e  tutti  quanti  gli  amici  miei  raoiti,  tanto 
Greei  quanto  Turchi,  Osman  Mollah  Ibrahim  Aga  e  Compagnia.  Vi  prego  fette  la 
pace  e  non  mazzate  piu  gente,  e  trsttata  i  vostri  prigioneri  con  clemensa  per  l'amor 
di  Dio  e  del  vostro  Profeta. 

"  Credetemi  sempre, 

"  Carissimo  Ammiraglio, 

**  Amico  e  servitore  vostro  fedelissimo, 

««  Gell.'1 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

In  the  preceding  letters  of  Sir  William  Gell,  there  are 
persons  referred  to,  of  whom  a  more  detailed  account  may 
be  desirable  than  can  be  given  in  the  limits  of  foot  notes. 
Of  some  of  these  persons,  moreover,  frequent  mention  is 
made  in  the  Diaries  and  Letters  of  Lady  Blessington,  which 
have  reference  to  her  sojourn  in  Naples,  and  the  acquaint- 
ances she  formed  there  and  in  Rome. 

The  brief  notices  now  introduced,  will  enable  the  reader 
to  comprehend  more  easily  and  fully,  observations  on 
passing  occurrences,  only  slightly  glanced  at  in  those 
letters,  and  allusions  to  persons,  which  may  only  suffice  to 
excite  curiosity,  and  leave  a  desire  to  know  something  more 
in  relation  to  them. 

SIR  WILLIAM  DRUMMOND 

The  Right  Honourable  Sir  William  Drummond,  a  Privy 
Councillor,  formerly  H.  B.  M.'s  Envoy  Extraordinary,  and 
Minister  Plenipotentiary  to  the  King  of  the  Two  Sicilies, 
and  subsequently  at  the  Ottoman  Porte,  died  at  Rome,  the 
29th  of  March,  1828. 

His  first  work  was  published  in  1794,  u  A  Review  of  the 
Governments  of  Sparta  and  Athens,"  8vo.  In  1798,  he 
published  u  The  Satires  of  Persius,"  translated;  in  1805, 
"  Academical  Questions,"  4to. ;  in  1810,  in  conjuction  with 
Robert  Walpole,  "  Herculanensia,"  &c.,  containing  a  MS. 
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found  at  Pompeia;  in  1811,  in  4to.,  "  An  Essay  on  a  Punic 
Inscription  found  in  the  Island  of  Malta;"  in  1818,  in  4to., 
"  Odin,"  a  Poem;  and  in  1824,  "  Origines,  or  Remarks  on 
the  Origin  of  several  Empires,  States,  and  Cities,"  2  vols. 
8vo.  He  also  printed,  but  not  for  sale,  a  remarkable 
work,  entitled  "  (Edipus  Judaicus,"  of  very  anti-Christian 
tendencies,  reducing  Scriptural  histories  to  mere  astro- 
nomical allegories. 

In  1811,  Byron,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Hodgson,  says: 
— UI  have  gotten  a  book  by  Sir  William  Drummond, 
printed  but  not  published,  entitled,  4  (Edipus  Judaicus,'  in 
which  he  attempts  to  prove  the  greater  part  of  the  Old 
Testament  an  allegory,  particularly  Genesis  and  Joshua. 
He  professes  himself  a  Theist  in  the  preface,  and  handles 
the  literal  interpretation  very  roughly."* 

Byron  was  then  in  his  twenty-third  year,  and  no  doubt 
the  veteran  theist's  erudition  was  not  thrown  away  on  the 
young  impressible  mind  of  Byron.  How  much  unhappi- 
ness  may  not  the  author  of  the  erudite  infidel  work  of  this 
accomplished  writer  have  to  answer  for,  even  in  the  single 
instance  I  refer  to? 

Lady  Blessing  ton  makes  frequent  mention  in  her  letters 
and  diaries  of  Sir  William  Drummond,  as  a  profound 
scholar,  whose  classical  lore  was  united  with  scientific 
knowledge  of  various  kinds,  in  modern  literature,  miner- 
alogy, chemistry,  and  astronomy.  His  conversation  was 
not  only  erudite,  but  brilliant  and  playful.  He  had  the 
imagination  of  a  man  of  original  poetical  genius:  a 
capacity  fit  for  a  philosopher,  a  statesman,  or  a  metaphy- 
sician. He  was  a  polished,  high-minded  gentleman, 
moreover,  with  all  the  polttesse  de  la  vielle  cour. 

Sir  William  Drummond  and  his  lady  were  of  very  op- 

•  Moore's  Life  of  Lord  Byron,  p  157,  8vo.  ed.  1838. 
H    2 
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posite  tastes.  He  passed  his  days,  and  the  greater  portion 
of  his  nights,  in  reading  or  writing.  The  tables,  chairs, 
sofas,  and  even  the  floors,  were  loaded  with  books.  u  He 
seldom  saw  Lady  Drummond  except  at  dinner,"  says  Lady 
Blessington,  "  surrounded  by  a  large  party.  She  passed, 
as  she  passes  still,  her  time  in  the  duties  of  an  elaborate 
toilette,  paying  or  receiving  visits,  and  playing  with  her 
lap-dog.  A  strange  wife  for  one  of  the  most  intellectual 
men  of  his  day!  and  yet  this  dissimilarity  produced  no 
discord  between  them ;  for  she  was  proud  of  his  acquire- 
ments, and  he  was  indulgent  to  her  less  spirituclle 
tastes."* 

It  is  questionable  however  whether  "  the  most  intellectual 
man  of  Europe "  benefited  his  species  more  by  erudition 
turned  against  Christianity,  than  the  lady  "of  less  spirituelie 
tastes,"  (notwithstanding  her  penchants  for  finery  and 
lap  dogs)  served  her  fellow  creatures,  by  her  extensive 
charities,  and  the  use  she  made  of  her  vast  wealth  in  Naples, 
for  the  relief  of  the  poor  and  the  distressed. 

When  Lady  Blessington  met  Sir  William  for  the  last 
time  at  Rome,  he  was  then  evidently  verging  fast  towards 
the  close  of  his  career.  Ill  as  he  was,  however,  he  came  to 
see  her  at  her  hotel.  His  death  stricken,  pallid  features, 
the  utter  feebleness  and  extraordinary  emaciation  of  his 
frame,  shocked  her.  He  was  taken  from  his  carriage  in  a 
chair  by  his  servants,  and  as  he  was  thus  conveyed  into 
her  salon,  she  was  forcibly  reminded  of  the  sitting  statue  of 
Voltaire,  executed  shortly  before  his  death,  which  is  placed 
in  the  vestibule  of  the  Theatre  Franqais  at  Paris.  His 
mental  faculties  remained  unimpaired.  His  conversation 
was  the  same  as  ever— delightful  to  listen  to. 

"  He  is  conscious,"  says  her  Ladyship,  "  that  the  King 

•  The  Idler  in  Franoe,  vol.  i.  p.  148. 
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of  Terrors  is  fast  approaching,  and  awaits  his  presence  with 
all  the  dignified  composure  of  a  philosopher  of  old.  He 
spoke  to  me  of  his  approaching  end  with  calmness;  said  he 
should  have  liked  to  have  had  time  to  finish  the  work  in 
which  he  is  engaged;  and  observed,  that  it  was  a  blessing, 
for  which  he  was  penetrated  with  gratitude  to  the  Most 
High,  that  his  mind  still  survived  the  wreck  of  his  body, 
and  enabled  him  to  bear,  if  not  to  forget,  the  physical 
sufferings  entailed  by  disease." 

Speaking  of  his  approaching  end,  he  said,  u  There  is 
something  in  Some,  with  its  ruins,  and  the  recollections 
with  which  it  is  fraught,  that  reconciles  one  to  decay  and 
death.  The  inevitable  lot  of  all  things  seems  here  so 
strongly  brought  before  one,  that  the  destiny  of  an  indivi- 
dual is  merged  in  that  of  the  scene  around  him."* 

It  was  not  long  before  Lady  Blessington's  fears  for  her 
friend  were  realized.  In  May,  1828,  she  visited  his  grave, 
in  the  English  burying-ground  in  Rome.  The  massive 
pryamid  of  Caius  Sextus  cast  its  shadows  over  the  resting- 
places  of  Shelley,  Keats,  and  Drummond;  but  the  remains 
of  Drummond  were  to  be  removed  to  Scotland  in  the  course 
of  a  few  months.  The  fair  pilgrim  who  visited  his  grave, 
thought  of  the  happy  hours  passed  in  his  society,  the  bril- 
liant conversation  of  that  highly-gifted  man,  the  deep  re- 
flections she  had  heard  from  those  lips,  that  were  now  silent 
for  ever. 

"The  dignified  composure  of  a  philosopher  of  old,"  sounds 
prettily  enough — but  a  young  English  Clergyman  (after- 
wards, if  I  mistake  not,  a  dignitary  of  his  church),  had  a 
different  understanding  of  that  kind  of  philosophy,  which 
the  poor  old  man  of  great  erudition,  then  tottering  on  the 

•  The  Idler  in  Italy,  Par.  ed.  1839,  p.  891. 
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brink  of  the  grave,  was  indebted  to  for  his  composure  in 
the  face  of  the  King  of  Terrors. 

LETTER    TO    LADY    BLESSINGTON,    FBOM    THE     KEY.   AUGUSTUS  F. 

HARE. 

Addressed  to  Lady  Blessington,  while  living  at  the  Palazzo 
Negroni,  in  Rome. 

"Dear  Lady  Blessington, 

€t  The  poem  of  Wodin,  or  Odin,  is,  I  hope,  a  great  deal  better 
than  the  MS.  which  I  have  been  just  perusing,  and  in  which  I 
have  taken  the  liberty  of  putting  a  pencil  mark  opposite  the  few 
lines  (there  are  only  five  of  them)  that  struck  me  as  having  some 
merit  The  first  line  I  have  marked  is  picturesque.  I  think  the 
second  and  third  are  neatly  expressed,  the  fourth  and  fifth  are 
perhaps  pretty.  All  the  rest  of  all  the  poems  I  consign  to  your 
Ladyship's  most  critical  indignation. 

"  Such  is  my  opinion  of  the  MS.,  and  I  write  it,  though  I 
hardly  know  why ;  if  it  is  right,  you  know  it  already ;  if  wrong, 
you  had  better  not  hear  it  at  all.  The  truth  is,  I  wish  to  say  a 
word  on  that  "  black  hole,"  which  contrasts  so  strangely  with  a 
guess  of  mine,  that  the  ancients  dreaded  death ;  but  that  we, 
thanks  to  Christianity,  only  dread,  if  saved,  dying.  Nothing  can 
be  more  opposite  than  Sir  William's  lines  and  my  remark ;  and 
yet,  perhaps,  all  things  considered,  the  first  confirms  the  last  To 
be  sure,  the  lines  on  death  have  an  odd  appearance,  coming  so 
immediately  as  they  do  after  the  Platonist  To  be  told  in  one 
page  that  boxes  are  nothing,  holes  are  nothing,  the  world  itself  is 
nothing  but  a  make-believe !  and  to  find  the  very  next  page  filled 
with  horror  (horror  so  sincere,  it  almost  makes  one  shudder),  at 
the  thoughts  of  what?  of  an  imaginary  confinement,  in  one  of 
these  imaginary  holes,  within  one  of  those  non-existent  boxes ! 
Is  not  such  philosophy  as  this  like  a  '  sick  man's  dreams?'  Poor 
Sir  William,  I  would  not  have  such  dreams  for  all  his  horses  and 
all  his  learning,  nor  even  for  Lady  D.  to  boot  The  truth  is,  and 
the  more  I  think,  the  more  thoroughly  I  am  convinced  of  it,  there 
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are  but  two  consistent  opinions  in  the  world,  Christian0  Atheism 
and  Catholic  Christianity,  and  whoever  halts  between  the  two, 
must,  sooner  or  later,  find  unrest  I  began  with  a  criticism,  and 
have  ended  with  a  sermon, 

"  You  perhaps,  when  you  see  me,  will  reverse  the  matter,  be- 
ginning with  a  sermon  for  writing  at  all,  will  conclude  with  a 
criticism  for  having  written  nonsense.  Well  I  be  it  so,  a  most 
clerical  conclusion ;  so  long  as  I  may  subscribe  myself, 

"  Your  Ladyship's 
"  Most  obliged  and  very  obedient  servant, 

"Augustus  F.  Hare." 
M  Wednesday." 

This  admirable  letter,  of  a  most  estimable  as  well  as 
erudite  man,  whom  I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  at  the 
onset  of  his  professional  career — unfortunately  one  too 
brief  for  all  who  came  within  the  sphere  of  his  duties  or 
the  circle  of  his  acquaintance — it  will  be  perceived,  was  in 
relation  to  a  volume  of  MS.  poems,  written  by  Sir  William 
Drummond,  the  philosophy  of  which  was,  to  the  Christian 
mind  of  Mr.  Hare,  "  like  a  sick  man's  dreams,9'  and  which 
he  consigned  to  Lady  Blessington's  "  most  critical  indigna- 
tion." How  strangely  and,  it  must  be  added,  how  sadly, 
does  a  letter  of  Lady  Blessington  to  Sir  William  Drum- 
mond, on  the  same  subject,  contrast  with  the  foregoing 
communication  of  Mr.  Hare ! 

LETTEB   FBOM  LADY  BLESSINGTON  TO   SIB  WILLIAM  DRUMMOND, 

"  Villa  Gallo  (Naples),  April  24th,  1825. 

"My  dbab  Sib  William  Dbummond, 

"  The  perusal  of  your  beautiful  poem,  *  Odin,'  has  delighted  me 

so  much,  that  I  cannot  deny  myself  the  gratification  of  expressing 

my  thanks  to  its  author,  and  at  the  same  time,  demanding  why 

so  exquisite  a  poem  remains  unfinished?     It  is  cruel  to  your 

•  An  almost  illegible  word,  written  over  another  that  had  been  eraaed. 
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readers,  and  unjust  to  England,  to  leave  such  a  work  incomplete : 
it  is  like  the  unfinished  statues  of  Michael  Angelo,  which  no 
hand  has  ever  been  found  nardy  enough  to  touch,  for  I  am  per- 
suaded that  we  have  no  living  poet  who  could  write  a  sequel  to 
'Odin'. 

"  Do  not  think  me  presumptuous  for  venturing  to  give  my 
opinion  on  poetry ;  I  have  studied  it  from  my  infancy,  and  my 
admiration  for  it  is  so  enthusiastic,  that  I  feel  more  strongly 
than  I  can  reason,  on  the  subject  With  this  passion  for  poetry, 
you  may  more  easily  imagine,  than  I  can  describe,  the  delight 
that  i  Odin'  gave  me.  I  have  copied  many,  many  passages  from 
it  in  my  Album,  under  different  heads,  such  as  Contemplation — 
Love  of  Country — Liberty — Winter — Morning,  Meditation  on 
a  future  State — Immortality  of  the  Soul — Superstition — Vanity 
of  Life — Jealousy,  and  many  others,  too  numerous  to  mention ; 
and  they  are  of  such  transcendant  merit,  as  to  be  above  all 
comparison,  except  with  Shakspeare  and  Milton.  In  the  subli- 
mity and  harmony  of  your  verses,  you  have  equalled,  if  not 
surpassed,  the  latter ;  and,  in  originality  of  ideas,  and  variety, 
you  strikingly  resemble  the  former;  but  neither  can  boast  of 
anything  superior  to  your  beautiful  episode  of  '  Skiold  and 
Nora.' 

"  Hitherto,  my  dear  Sir  William  Drummond,  I  have  looked 
on  you  as  one  of  the  first  scholars,  and  most  elegant  prose 
writers,  of  the  present  day,  permit  me  to  say,  that  I  regard 
you  as  the  first  poet  When  I  have  been  charmed  with  the  pro- 
ductions of  writers  who  were  either  personally  unknown  to  me, 
or,  unhappily  dead,  how  have  I  regretted  I  have  *  not  been  able 
to  pour  out  my  thanks  for  the  pleasure  they  have  afforded  me ! 
In  this  instance,  I  rejoice  that  I  have  the  happiness  of  knowing 
you,  and  of  being  able  to  express,  though  feebly,  the  admira- 
tion with  which  your  genius  inspires  me,  and  of  offering  up  my 
private  prayers  that  you  may  be  long  spared  to  adorn  and  to 
do  honour  to  the  age,  which  is,  and  ought  to  be,  proud  to  claim 
you.  In  writing  to  you,  I  abandon  my  pen  to  the  guidance  of 
my  heart,  which  feels  with  all  the  warmth  for  which  such  hearts 
are  so  remarkable.      A   poet  can  understand  and  pardon  this 
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Irish  warmth,  though  a  philosopher  might  condemn  it :  but,  in 
addressing  you,  I  forget  that  I  am  writing  to  one  of  the  most 
eminent  of  the  last  class,  and  only  remember  that  I  am  talking 
of  Odin  to  the  most  admirable  of  the  first 

M  I  am  at  present  reading  *  Academical  Questions,'  which  if  I 
dare  take  possession  of,  should  not  again  find  their  way  to 
Chiaja:  'Odin'  I  shall  most  unwillingly  resign,  as  I  find  it 
belongs  to  Lady  Drummond ;  but  if  you  have  any  other  works 
by  you,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  lend  them  to  me?  Pray 
name  what  day  you  will  dine  with  us,  accompanied  by  Mr. 
Stewart,*  to  whom  I  owe  my  best  acknowledgements  for  having 
lent  me  '  Odin.'  Believe  me,  my  dear  Sir  William,  to  be,  with 
unfeigned  esteem,  sincerely  yours, 

ss  Marguerite  Blessington." 

•  Mr.  Thomas  Stewart  was  a  nephew  of  Sir  William  Drummond,  and 
brother  of  the  present  Sir  William  Drummond  Stewart,  of  Grandtully,  co. 
Perth.  Shortly  after  the  date  of  the  preceding  letter,  Mr.  Stewart  became  a 
Roman  Catholic,  and  eventually  a  clergyman  of  that  church.  He  entered 
the  Benedictine  order,  in  Sicily ;  and  later,  at  Rome,  was  received  into  the 
order  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem.  He  was  assassinated  some  years  ago,  while 
in  the  act  of  bathing,  on  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic,  between  Senegaglia  and 
Ancona ;  and,  as  I  was  informed,  by  an  Italian  servant  who  was  in  attend- 
ance on  his  master  at  the  time  of  this  catastrophe,  the  murder  was  committed 
by  some  desperadoes  for  the  sake  of  a  valuable  gold  watch  he  was  known  to 
tarry  with  him.  He  was  a  man  of  elegant  tastes  and  cultivated  order  of 
talents.  Some  beautiful  verses  addressed  by  him  to  Lady  Blessington  are  to 
be  found  in  the  first  volume. 

The  Italian  servant  above  referred  to,  I  met  about  two  years  ago,  at  Pre- 
vitale's  Italian  Hotel,  in  Panton  Square,  Haymarket.  He  was  then  a  waiter 
in  that  hotel — he  had  been  a  servant  of  the  Abbe  Stewart  at  the  time  of  his 
assassination— and,  as  Mr.  Pre  vital  d  informed  me,  he  had  been  left  a  pension 
by  the  Abbe,  on  account  of  the  great  care  he  had  taken  of  his  master  during 
the  short  time  the  latter  had  survived  after  the  mortal  wound  had  been  in- 
flicted on  him.  The  amount  of  the  pension  I  think  was  £50,  and  the  man 
had  come  over  to  England  with  a  view  of  securing  the  bequest 

Mr.  Previtale  had  asked  me,  as  a  favour,  to  advise  the  man  as  to  the  best 
means  of  applying  to  the  family  of  Mr.  Stewart,  and  in  compliance  with  this 
wish,  I  suggested  his  sending  in  a  memorial  to  the  brother  of  the  Abbl,  the 
Scotch  baronet,  residing  in  Perthshire. 

The  account  which  this  man  gave  me  of  the  murder  of  the  Abb£,  whom  I 
had  known  in  Naples,  before  he  became  an  ecclesiastic,  in  1824,  was  not  a 
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"  The  English  in  Italy,"  from  1820  to  1829,  acquainted 
with  Naples,  the  resident  Inglesi  of  that  city  especially, 
cannot  fail  to  remember  the  celebrated  Abbati,  an  ecclesi- 
astic not  renowned  for  his  learning,  remarkable  for  amenity 
of  manners,  or  agreeableness  of  appearance  or  address; 
nor  venerated  much  for  sancity,  or  sought  after  for  the 
excellence  of  his  example,  the  purity  of  his  morals,  and  the 
influence  of  his  life  and  conversation  before  men  in  his 
spiritual  character — but  distinguished  for  a  sort  of  myste- 
rious prestige — an  apprehension  of  his  power  over  people 
in  high  places,  in  several  courts,  and  in  various  continental 
capitals,  a  nondescript  influence  seldom  exercised  for  any 
good-natured  purpose :  and  courted  even  in  the  best  society 
on  account  of  the  fear  which  the  unbridled  license  of  his 
tongue  inspired.  The  AbW  had  to  be  petted,  caressed, 
abundantly  fed,  and  propitiated  with  good  dinners,  by  all 
new  comers  of  distinction  and  discretion. 

In  Naples  particularly,  and  in  some  other  continental 
courts  of  absolute  Princes,  he  was  without  a  rival  among 
parvenus  and  hangers-on  of  great  men  in  power  or  au- 
thority. 

There  was  nothing  in  his  education,  his  natural  position, 
his  antecedents,  or  his  habits,  to  conciliate  men's  favour- 
very  clear  one.  I  could  not  understand  from  him  what  had  brought  him  to 
the  spot  where  he  found  his  wounded  master,  or  whether  he  had  accompanied 
him  to  the  place,  and  had  fled  when  the  brigands  made  their  appearance. 
But  as  I  had  found  some  difficulty  in  understanding  this  man's  Italian,  and  at 
he  appeared  to  me,  moreover,  a  half-witted  sort  of  fellow,  I  attached  no 
importance  then  to  that  confused  account.  But  now,  after  the  perusal  of  the 
account  of  the  recent  "  horrible  murder,"  in  Foley  Place,  by  Luigi  Barm- 
nelli,  formerly  valet  of  Thomas  Stewart  Drummond,  Esq.,  of  Perth,  by  whom 
he  is  said  to  have  "  been  allowed  an  ample  pension,"  new  motives  suggest 
themselves  for  inquiring  into  the  circumstances  of  the  assassination  of  the 
Abb*  Stewart. 
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able  opinion  of  his  companionable  qualities.  In  tbe  latter 
part  of  1821,  when  I  first  met  with  him,  he  was,  I  think, 
upwards  of  sixty-eight  years  of  age,  low  of  stature,  exceed- 
ingly bulky,  unwieldly,  and  ungainly  in  his  movements. 
His  features  were  large  and  heavy,  coarse  and  vulgar;  his 
complexion  was  of  an  obfuscated,  lurid  red,  with  a  pre- 
dominance of  the  purple  of  the  grape  in  it.  The  expres- 
sion of  his  face  was  all  animal.  His  look  was  cunning, 
and  there  was  a  leering,  frolicsome  twinkle  always  in  it 
after  dinner,  that  contrasted  unpleasantly  with  his  age 
and  dilapidated  appearance.  His  head  was  enormously 
large;  and  his  neck,  extremely  short  and  thick,  was  always 
buried  in  a  profuse  quantity  of  cravat  of  a  dingy  hue. 
The  head  and  trunk  merging  into  one,  with  so  little  of 
intervening  neck,  reminded  one  of  the  conformation  of 
some  of  the  larger  lizards.  His  clothes,  generally  be- 
daubed with  snuff,  hung  on  his  large  person,  as  if  they 
had  been  pitched  about  him  casually  and  carelessly,  by  an 
old  servant  of  his — Pococurante,  as  great  an  oddity  as  his 
master. 

In  Naples,  his  intimate  relations  of  friendship  with  the 
minister,  Medici,  and  the  terms  of  acquaintance  on  which 
he  was  with  the  old  King  Ferdinand,  gave  an  importance 
to  his  "undefined  and  undefinable  position  in  society," 
which  contributed  very  much  to  an  influence  exercised 
over  it  by  him,  that  was  certainly  more  of  fear  than  love. 
The  Abb£  was  said  to  have  a  pension  from  the  Neapolitan 
Government,  and  an  annual  stipend  also  from  some  official 
source  in  England,  and  for  some  public  services  that  were 
of  a  private  nature. 

He  had  been,  at  a  very  early  age,  a  chaplain  to  a  Nea- 
politan ambassador  in  London,  about  the  time  of  the  mar- 
riage of  the  Prince  Regent  with  Mrs.   Fitzherbert,  and 
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rumour  assigned  the  perilous  duty  of  the  performance  of 
the  marriage  ceremony  to  the  young  chaplain  of  the  Nea- 
politan ambassador. 

I  hare  heard  this  rumour  mentioned  in  the  presence  of 
the  Abb£,  and  it  remained  not  only  uncontradicted  by  him 
but  so  far  acquiesced  in,  as  to  leave  an  impression  that  he, 
at  least,  knew  die  priest  by  whom  the  marriage  had  been 
celebrated.* 

In  the  second  volume  of  "  The  Memorials  and  Corres- 
pondence of  Charles  James  Fox,"  by  Lord  John  Russell, 
we  have  the  principal  circumstances  related  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales'  marriage  with  Mrs.  Fitzherbert.  First  comes  a 
letter  of  Mr.  Fox  to  the  Prince,  in  the  strongest  terms  dis- 
suading him  from  the  rumoured  intention  of  the  marriage, 
dated  Dec.  10,  1785;  next  follows  a  reply  of  "the  true 
Prince,"  and  truth-loving  heir-apparent,  dated  the  17th  of 
the  same  month,  solemnly  denying  the  rumour,  that  "  there 
not  only  is  but  never  was,  any  grounds  for  these  reports 
which  have  of  late  been  so  maliciously  circulated."  Then 
comes  Lord  John  Russell's  statement,  that  ten  days  only 
after  this  solemn  averment,  his  Royal  Highness  had  mar- 
ried Mrs.  Fitzherbert. 

The  marriage,  it  is  stated,  by  Lord  John,  was  performed 
in  private  by  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  in  the 
manner  prescribed  by  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  and 
the  certificate,  dated  Dec.  21,  1785,  was  attested  by  two 
witnesses.  This  is  only  half  the  truth;  it  would  have 
been  no  satisfaction  to  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  scruples  to  have 
had  the  marriage  ceremony  performed  by  a  clergyman  not 
belonging  to  her  church,  unless  the  ceremony  had  been 
previously  performed  by  a  Roman   Catholic  clergyman; 

•  When  Mr*.  Fitzherbert  was  married,  in  1785,  the  Abbl,  who  was  born  about 
1734,  mutt  have  been  rather  more  than  thirty  yean  of  age.— Are  Jpprndtx. 
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and  I  have  been  assured  by  the  late  Mr.  Thomas  Savory, 
of  Sussex  Place,  Regent's  Park,  the  confidential  and  long- 
loved  friend  of  the  Duke  of  Sussex,  that  he  knew  of  a 
certainty  that  the  ceremony  had  been  performed  by  a 
Roman  Catholic  priest,  who  was  connected  with  one  of  the 
foreign  embassies  in  London,  and  who  thought  it  prudent 
to  fly  the  country  after  the  marriage  ceremony  had  been 
performed. 

Lord  Brougham,  in  his  "  Historical  Sketches,"  (George 
IV.)  says:  "Mrs.  Fitzherbert  was  a  Roman  Catholic; 
sincerely  attached  to  the  religion  of  her  forefathers,  she 
refused  to  purchase  a  crown  by  conforming  to  any  other; 
and  the  law  declared,  that  whoever  married  a  Catholic 
should  forfeit  all  right  to  the  crown  of  these  realms,  as  if 
he  were  naturally  dead.  This  law,  however,  was  unknown 
to  her,  and,  blinded  by  various  pretences,  she  was  induced 
to  consent  to  a  clandestine  marriage,  which  is  supposed  to 
have  been  solemnized  between  her  and  the  Prince  beyond 
the  limits  of  the  English  dominions,  in  the  silly  belief, 
perhaps,  entertained  by  him,  that  he  escaped  the  penalty  to 
which  his  reckless  conduct  exposed  him,  and  that  the  for- 
feiture of  his  succession  to  the  crown  was  only  denounced 
against  such  a  marriage  if  contracted  within  the  realm. 

And  his  Lordship  adds,  in  a  note :  "  Some  affirm  that  it 
was  performed  in  London,  at  the  house  of  her  uncle."* 

The  AbWs  recollections  were  no  less  vivid  than  enter- 
taining, and  some  highly  interesting  of  Lord  Nelson  and 
of  Lady  Hamilton,  of  his  social  intercourse  with  the  latter, 
and  of  the  admirable  old  port  (rarely  to  be  met  with  in 
Naples),  which  gave  a  particular  charm  to  her  dinners,  the 
pleasures  of  which  were  generally  of  a  prolonged  description 
and  extended  usually  far  into  the  night. 

•  Historical  Sketches  of  Statesmen  of  the  Time  of  George  III.  page  222. 
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The  Abb£  was  at  Naples  at  the  time  of  the  execution  of 
Carracioli  and  his  associates,  and  was  cognizant  of  many  of 
the  circumstances  relating  to  that  infamy — the  court  in- 
trigues— the  connection  with  them  of  Lady  Hamilton, 
and  the  unhappy  influence  that  lady  brought  to  bear  on 
Nelson.* 

The  AbW  stated,  that  some  days  after  the  execution 
(which  he  spoke  of,  to  his  credit,  with  reprehension,  though 
all  his  sympathies  were  with  Cardinal  Ruffo  and  his  party), 
the  body  of  one  of  the  persons  executed,  said  to  have  been 
that  of  Carracioli,  was  found  floating  under  the  stern  of 
Nelson's  frigate,  and  was  visible  to  the  Admiral  from  his 
cabin  windows.  On  one  occasion  of  a  controversy  on  this 
subject,  the  Abb£  said,  Re  knew  for  a  certainty,  that 
Nelson  had  seen  one  of  the  bodies  of  the  executed  men, 
some  days  after  the  execution,  floating  near  the  stern  of 
his  ship  with  the  face  upwards,  and  he  knew  that  Nelson 
was  shocked  at  the  spectacle,  and  well  he  might  be. 

The  AbW  was  on  terms  of  close  intimacy  with  the  late 
King  of  Hanover  and  with  the  Duke  of  Cumberland ;  and 
seldom  visited  England,  that  he  did  not  enjoy  the  Duke's 
hospitality. 

It  was  something  more  than  amusing  to  hear  this  old  man, 
of  an'  obscure  origin  and  humble  rank,  of  no  very  prepos- 
sessing appearance  or  courtly  manners,  vaunting  of  his  in- 
timacy and  terms  of  familiar  intercourse,  with  Kings  and 

•  "The  20th  April,  1799,  Cardinal  Ruffo,  at  the  head  of  the  Neapolitan  Royalists, 
and  some  Russian  auxiliaries,  entered  Naples.  Soon  after,  a  confederate  force  of 
English,  Russians,  Italians.  Portuguese,  and  Turks,  entered  the  port,  under  a  convoy 
of  Lord  Nelson,  and  invested  the  Castle  of  St.  Elmo ;  Capua  and  Gaeta  werv 
speedily  taken  hy  the  assistance  of  the  English.  A  severe  vengeance  was  afterwards 
inflicted,  in  contraventioii  of  a  solemn  treaty,  on  the  Neapolitan  patriots  with  the 
culpable  connivance  of  Nelson,  acting  under  the  influence  of  the  profligate  wife  of  the 
English  ambassador,  Sir  William  Hamilton.' '—lirUUh  Chronology,  by  Wada,  Ed. 
1839,  p.  615. 
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Princes,  and  Ministers  of  State : — "  My  friend  Cumber- 
land;" "  My  old  acquaintance  the  Bang  of  Sardinia;"  "  Mio 
Caro  Amico  Medici,"  &c. 

In  Naples,  after  the  abortive  attempts  at  revolution  in 
1821,  there  was  a  very  strict  surveillance  of  the  police 
over  foreigners,  especially  the  English,  in  Naples.  Their 
letters  were  opened  and  examined  at  the  post-office  by  au- 
thority. The  services  of  an  Englishman,  or  of  some 
person  well  acquainted  with  the  English  language,  were 
required  for  this  private  duty  of  foreign  correspondence 
examination,  and  on  more  than  one  occasion  the  Abb£  was 
openly  charged  with  the  performance  of  that  duty.  Secrets 
became  known  to  him,  which,  it  was  supposed,  could  only 
be  obtained  from  that  3ource  of  information.  They  might 
certainly  have  been  communicated  to  him  by  his  con- 
fidential friend  Medici ;  and  the  direct  duty  of  opening 
the  letters  might  have  been  performed  by  some  other 
person.     My  own  opinion  is,  that  such  was  the  case. 

Sir  William  Gell  for  some  time  adopted  a  formula  for  the 
more  speedy  transmission  of  his  letters  through  the  post- 
office;  the  following  words,  in  larger  characters  than  the 
rest,  were  usually  written  at  the  top  of  the  page  of  every 
letter  of  his — u  When  the  Abbi  Campbell  has  read  this 
private  communication^  and  replaced  the  broken  seal,  he 
is  requested  to  send  on  the  letter  to  its  destination.79 

This  was  a  dear  joke  to  Gell;  it  was  the  cause  of  a 
deadly  feud  in  English  society  in  Naples,  a  feud  in  which, 
on  one  side,  was  ranged  the  redoubtable  Abb£,  and  occa- 
sionally, and  at  a  convenient  distance,  an  ally  worthy  of  a 
better  cause,  Charles  Reilly,  the  well-known  surgeon  of  the 
Chiaja;  and,  on  the  other,  Sir  William  Drummond,  Sir 
William  Gell,  Keppel  Craven,  the  Count  D'Orsay,  Dr. 
Watson,  the  celebrated  linguist;  and,  on  the  confines  of 
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the  field  of  battle — Ridgeway,  the  secretary  of  Sir  William, 
and  u  The  Master  of  the  Horse"  of  Lady  Drum  mo  nd. 

Ridgeway  was  a  man  of  worth  and  integrity,  of  a  re- 
markably staid  and  solemn  aspect.  He  had  the  soul  of  a 
44  gentleman  usher  of  the  time  of  Elizabeth ;"  penetrated 
with  solemn  convictions  of  the  importance  of  old  cere- 
monials, and  set  formulas,  and  state  etiquette. 

In  flinging  dirt,  the  Abbi  Campbell  was  an  incomparable 
belligerent.  There  was  nothing  in  the  shape  of  an  offensive 
missile  too  foul  or  too  heavy  for  his  hands.  The  AbW  was 
a  ferocious  hater,  savagely  sarcastic,  and  strangely  jocular 
in  his  furibond  movements.  There  was  something  terrible 
in  his  rancour  when  he  was  drunk  with  passion,  and  in  his 
revelry,  when  he  was  inebriated,  as  he  was  44  wont  to  be  of 
an  afternoon,"  with  wine. 

Few  people  could  tell  the  place  of  birth,  parentage,  or 
antecedents  of  the  Abb&  He  passed  for  an  Englishman 
with  Englishmen,  a  Scotchman  with  Scotchmen,  and  any- 
thing but  an  Irishman  with  Irishmen  in  general.  To  Reilly 
and  myself,  Dr.  Quin,  and  one  or  two  more,  he  was  known 
to  be  an  Irishman,  a  native  of  the  north  of  Ireland. 

He  was  pleased  to  promise  me,  on  divers  occasions,  when 
in  4i  the  superior  condition,"  the  inheritance  of  his  papers, 
and  amongst  the  rest,  some  fragments  of  a  Memoir  of  his 
Life,  which  he  had  written  some  years  previously,  and  had 
condemned  to  the  flames — no  doubt  very  judiciously,  when 
the  Carbonari  had  got  the  upper  hand  in  Naples. 

In  attempting  to  destroy  the  MS.  in  a  place  suitable 
enough  for  it,  a  sudden  puff  of  wind  scattered  the  burning 
papers  about  the  AbW,  and,  according  to  his  humourous 
account  of  this  auto-da-fi  of  his  Memoirs,  he  was  in 
danger  of  suffering  death,  by  his  own  life. 

The  few  pages  that  were  unconsumed  the  AbW  was 
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obliged  to  carry  0%  and  to  take  beyond  the  frontier,  with 
his  own  valuable  person. 

Lady  Blessington  observes,  "  It  is  not  easy  to  imagine 
how  the  AbWs  influence  is  acquired,  for  his  talents  are  of 
a  very  mediocre  kind,  his  manners  coarse,  and  his  reputa- 
tion not  honourable ;  mais  n'importe,  he  preserves  his 
ground,  and  is  received,  though  abused,  in  every  great 
house  in  Naples. 

44  This  is  one  of  the  many  extraordinary  instances  one 
often  witnesses,  of  a  man  rising  from  a  low  station,  without 
one  quality  to  justify  his  ascent  or  maintain  it  yet,  whose 
presence  is  tolerated  by  those  who  decry  him."* 

The  "  German  Prince,"  Puckler  Muskau,  whose  travels 
in  Germany,  Holland,  and  England,  were  published  in  1831, 
makes  mention  of  a  celebrated  wit  of  a  sarcastic  turn, 
"once  a  patentee  of  puns,"  whom  he  had  met  in  one  of  the 
first  circles  of  fashionable  life  in  London,  whose  every  word 
was  extravagantly  admired  and  extolled,  though  the  liking 
for  the  facetious  cynic  was  feigned  and  pretended  to,  out  of 
fear  of  the  waspish  tongue  of  the  sarcastic  humourist.  "  I 
have  a  mortal  hate,"  says  the  Prince,  "  for  the  whole  tribe 
of  such  wits,  especially  when,  like  this  person,  they  combine 
a  repulsive  interior  with  gall  and  sarcasm  unredeemed  by 
grace  of  any  kind.  In  human  society  they  appear  as  poi- 
sonous insects,  whom  people,  out  of  a  pitiful  weakness,  help 
to  nourish  with  the  blood  of  others  to  save  their  own."f 

The  Abba's  head-quarters  at  Naples,  in  the  latter  years  of 
his  life  were  on  an  eminence  called  Capo  di  Monte,  and  oc- 
casionally at  the  Albergo  di  Crocelle,  in  the  Chiatamone* 
He  made  yearly  journeys  to  England,  and  sometimes  more 
frequently  visited  London,  and  during  his  stay  there  (often 
a  very  prolonged  one)  installed  himself  in  the  house  of  my 

•  Tb«  Idler  in  Italy,  f  Travels  of  a  German  Prinoe. 
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old  friend,  Thomas  Field  Savory,  in  Sussex  Place,  Regent's 
Park.  On  one  occasion  of  a  visitation  there,  he  had  dined 
out,  and  done  ample  justice  to  the  viands  and  the  wines  of 
his  entertainer.  He  sallied  forth  at  a  late  hour,  after  some 
unsuccessful  attempts  to  procure  a  hackney  coach  for  him. 
He  had  ordered  a  vehicle,  which  was  not  to  be  found. 
There  was  a  large  party  at  a  house  adjoining  his  enter- 
tainer's, and  there  was  a  long  line  of  carriages  in  front  of 
the  house,  and  among  them  a  solitary  sedan  chair,  of  large 
dimensions.  The  drivers  of  the  coaches  and  the  bearers  of 
the  sedan  chair  were  probably  regaling  themselves.  It 
was  a  wet  night  in  every  sense  of  the  term.  The  unfor- 
tunate Abbl  no  sooner  espied  the  sedan  chair,  than  some 
unaccountable  impulse  sent  his  great  bulk  of  body  bundling 
into  the  ancient  vehicle,  and  no  sooner  had  he  plopped 
down  and  was  seated,  than  he  fell  fast  a  sleep,  snoring 
loudly. 

The  bearers  on  their  return  found  a  fat  snoring  gentle- 
man in  the  sedan,  whom  it  was  impossible  to  rouse  or  to 
eject,  by  any  exertion  of  their  lungs  or  efforts  of  their  arms. 
A  crowd  collected,  among  them  some  mischievously-minded 
individual,  an  anticipator  of  the  hydropathic  system,  pointed 
to  a  spout,  from  which  torrents  of  water  were  pouring  down 
from  the  roof  of  a  neighbouring  house.  In  an  instant  the 
poles  were  thrust  into  their  places,  the  sedan  chair  with  its 
enormous  burden  was  uplifted,  borne  to  the  spot,  and 
placed  under  the  spout ;  the  head  was  then  lifted,  and  the 
AbW  was  suddenly  awakened,  drenched,  bewildered  and  dis- 
mayed, imagining  the  end  of  the  world  was  come,  and 
another  deluge  was  taking  place. 

A  compassionate  jarvey,  seeing  the  prospect  of  getting  a 
good  fare,  contrived  to  elicit  from  the  thoroughly  soaked 
gentleman  his  address.     He  was  conveyed  home,  cool,  but 
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not  oomfortable,   and  not  iii1  a;  vfery  setfaphife  state'  of 
mind. 

The  Abb£  oU  various  occasion^  had  given  Savory  to  mi-' 
derstand,  that  nearly  all  he  possessed  should1  go'  tft  hind' 
(Savory)  at  his  death.  He  held  oUt  sbletnn  promised  alsb 
to  the  nephew  of  that  gentleman,  Mr.  John  Savory,  that1 
he  Would  find  he  had  not  been  forgotten  in  the  disposition* 
of  the  property  of  Henry  CarfipbelU 

He  broke  all  his  promises  to  ttie  elddr  Savory,  to  whom 
for  many  years  he  had  given  a  vast  deal  of  trouble  about  his 
pecuniary  and  other  private  affairs  ;  but  he  kept  faith  with 
Mr.  John  Savory  (the  present  head  of  the  firm  of  Savory 
and  Moore  of  Bond  Street)..  A  short  time  before  he  left 
London  for  the  last  time,  and  about  three  or  four  months 
previous  to  his  death,  in  the  early  part  of  1830,  having 
made  some  arrangement  of  his  affairs,  he  called  on  Mrs. 
Savory,  and  with  some  signs  of  emotion,  and  marked  so- 
lemnity of  manner,  placed  a  small  package  in  her  hands, 
and  spoke  of  his  tender  regards  for  her  husband.  He  went 
away  very  much  affected,  and  never  was  seen  more  by  his 
kind  friends.  The  small  but  precious  package  was  opened 
with  all  due  care  when  he  was  gone,  and  some  twenty 
yards  of  old  Mechlin  lace  were  taken  from  the  paper  and 
laid  on  the  table. 

The  next  news  from  Naples  brought  the  intelligence  of 
the  AbWs  death,  and  a  very  lamentable  account  it  was,  of 
the  close  of  a  career  that  was  in  keeping  with  the  whole  of 
its  bad  course.  While  the  wealthy,  friendless,  dying  man 
was  still  conscious  of  what  was  passing  around  him,  his 
servants  were  plundering  his  house,  ransacking  the  room 
where  he  lay  dying,  for  objects  of  any  value  which  he  kept 
there. 

At  his  death,  his  money  was  found  lodged  in  several 
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hands,  with  bankers  and  others.  He  had  left  no  regular 
account  showing  how  his  property  was  placed.  Mr.  Thomas 
Field  Savory  discovered  that  there  were  several  thousand 
pounds  of  his  lodged  in  the  bank  of  Messrs.  Wright,  of 
Henrietta  Street,  of  which  his  representatives  had  no  know- 
ledge. A  young  gentleman  who  had  been  acknowledged 
by  the  AbW  to  be  his  nephew,  inherited  his  property — 
about  £16,000 — and  in  a  few  years,  managed,  I  believe, 
to  get  through  the  whole  of  it. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

CHARLES  REILLY,   ESQ.   SURGEON,   R.N. 

Of  all  the  medical  men  in  Naples  of  the  forestieri,  Charles 
Beilly,  a  native  of  Ireland,  a  retired  medical  surgeon,  who 
had  accompanied  the  Oxford  family  to  Naples  in  the 
capacity  of  travelling  medical  attendant,  and  had  settled 
down  in  practice  in  that  city  in  the  time  of  King  Joachim, 
was  in  the  highest  repute  when  I  was  there,  in  the  latter 
part  of  1821,  1822  and  1823,  and  the  spring  of  1824. 

Keilly  was,  in  every  sense  of  the  term  but  one,  a  thorough 
Irishman.  He  was  full  of  humour,  was  jocose  and  good 
natured,  and  had  something  of  a  lachrymose  expression  in 
his  serious,  business-like,  corrugated  features,  till  some  odd 
fancy  would  flash  across  his  mind,  or  some  ridiculous  object 
present  itself  to  his  eye,  or  droll  expression  meet  his  ear,  and 
then  that  lugubrious  physiognomy,  with  all  its  deep  traces 
of  worldliness, would  brighten  up  as  if  by  magic,  and  beam 
with  hilarity,  that  literally  made  every  feature  of  his  face 
glow  with  joyousness.  Reilly's  humour  and  gaiety  were 
peculiarly  Irish,  and  as  "  racy  of  the  soil "  he  had  aban- 
doned some  twenty  or  thirty  years  previously  to  the  period 
I  refer  to,  as  if  he  had  only  quitted  it  the  day  before. 

Reilly  was  not  only  funny  himself,  but  he  was  the  cause 
of  fun  in  others.  He  was  as  essential  to  the  jollity  of  the 
old  Abb6  Campbell,  as  the  jolly  AbW  was  indispensable  to 
Reilly  whenever  he  exercised  the  rights  of  hospitality,  which 
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was  seldom  less  than  twice  a  week.  On  these  festive  occa- 
sions, Reilly  was  to  the  Abb£  what  Boswell  was  to  Johnson, 
in  some  respects.  He  tickled  the  great  bear,  and  jumped 
with  his  humour.  He  bore  with  an  odd  growl  from  him 
and  an  occasional  cuff  of  his  big  paw,  as  if  he  was  compli- 
mented by  the  notice  /oi  the  grefif;  pnimal  he  had  the  care 
of. 

The  Abb£  loved  Reilly  as  much  as  it  was  ip  his  nature 
to  love  any  body.  He  never  failed  to  perform  his  awk- 
ward gambols  at  those  jv^eldy  entertainments.  Gujosity 
find  gaiety  we^t  h^and  in  hand  at  them. 

Some  years  before  Rpilly's  arrival  in  Naples  with  Lady 
Oxford's  family,  while  serving  $9  assistant  surgeon  on  board 
a  vessel  qf  yax  at  lasbon,  an  adventure  occurred  in  the 
vicinity  pf  jtbat  jcity  of  a  very  profligate  nature,  which  was 
attended  wijth  calamitous  resists.     A  first-lieutenant  of  the 

name  of  S ,  and  the  surgepn  of  the  ship,  R ,  made 

the  ^cquaintauce  of  two  ladies  in  a  convent  at  Belem,  ad- 
joining thue  city,  who  consented  to  leave  their  nunnery, 
the  means  of  escape  having  previously  been  devised  and 
prepared  for  jthpn*. 

The  firsf.  ladyr  who  desceq4e4  front  a  window  by  a  rope 
ladder  to  the  street  beneath,  reached  tfre  ground  without 
accident,  and  was  carried  off  by  the  lieutenant.  That 
lady  I  yrty  in  company  with  about  ten  years  later,  at  a  ball 
in  Naples,  the  wife  of  the  officer  just  referred  to — then  a 

Post  Cpplain  in  the  navy;  and  Mrs.  S ,  the  mother  at 

that  time  of  three  or  four  children,  bore  the  character  of  a 
most  exemplary  wife  and  mother. 

But  the  other  lady,  yvho  attempted  to  escape  on  the  same 
jiight,  had  fallen  from  the  frail  ladder  to  the  ground,  from 
a  considerable  height,  and  had  broken  her  leg.  The  cries 
of  the  unfqrtuuate  person  were  heard  in  the  convent  Peopk 
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came  to  the  spot,  she  was  discovered  and  carried  back 
to  the  convent.  The  gentlemen  who  had  occasioned  this 
disaster,  fled  to  the  boat  that  was  in  waiting  for  them  a 
little  way  below  the  convent,  and  effected  thefr  escape, 
leaving  the  wretched  victim  to  her  doom,  whatever  it  might 
be. 

ReiUy's  acquaintance  with  Naples,  in  the  time  of  Murat, 
when  Lady  Oxford  and  her  lovely  daughters  *  were  the 
bright  stars  round  which  revolved  not  only  the  fashion,  but 
the  political  intrigues  of  King  Joachim's  court,  was  fraught 
with  reminiscences  highly  interesting,  and  were  never-fail- 
ing subjects  of  conversation  with  him. 

Having  ceased  to  be  the  travelling  medical  attendant  of 
the  Oxford  family,  he  commenced  practice  in  Naples,  and 
proved  so  eminently  successful  in  it,  as  to  have  realised  a 
very  large  fortune  so  early  even  as  1821. 

He  had  married  in  Naples  an  Englishwoman  in  affluent 
circumstances,  a  very  thrifty  and  money-making  person, 
but  withal  amiable  and  kindly  disposed,  the  widow  of  the 
mattre-d'hdtel  of  the  Duke  de  Gallo.  This  lady,  far  ad- 
vanced in  years,  had  two  children,  a  son  named  Marzio,  a 
young  man  of  good  talents,  of  a  fiery  temperament,  and 
ungovernable  disposition,  and  a  daughter,  an  amiable  and 
pretty  girl,  who  grew  up  to  womanhood  a  highly  accom- 
plished and  attractive  person  (the  belle  of  the  Chiaja),  who 


*  The  Right  Hon.  Edmund  Hurley,  fifth  Earl  of  Oxford,  born  in  1778,  married 
in  1794,  a  daughter  of  the  Rev.  J.  Scott,  vicar  of  Ichen,  near  Southampton,  and  had 
issue  three  eons  and  four  daughters.  1. — Edmund,  Lord  Harley,  born  in  1800,  died 
fa  1828.  2.  —  Alfred,  Lord  Harley,  (the  present  Earl),  born  1809,  married  Miss 
Kugentin  1881.  8.— Jane  Elisabeth,  married  in  1885  to  Henry  Bickersteth,  now 
Lord  Langdon.  4. — Charlotte  Mary,  married  to  Colonel  (now  General)  Bacon,  a 
Asingitished  officer  in  the  senrsje  of  Don  Pedro  of  Portugal  5.—  Anne,  married  in 
1836  to  an  Ita'kn  gentleman,  the  Caraliere  San  Giorgio.  6.— Frances,  married*  the 
year  Henry  Vernon  Harcourt,  Esq.    7. — Madelaine,  who  died  in  infancy. 
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eventually  became  the  bride  of  a  young  English  surgeon, 
the  successor  of  Reilly  in  his  professional  business. 

Reilly  and  his  wife  (and  his  daughter,  I  believe),  a  second 
wife  also,  whom  he  married  about  ten  years  ago,  all  have 
passed  away ;  and  of  the  English,  Irish,  and  Scotch — not  a 
few  remarkable  persons,  I  may  add — whom  I  remember  in 
the  habit  of  frequenting  that  pleasant  and  hospitable  house 
of  his,  with  two  exceptions,  those  of  Dr.  Quin,  now  estab- 
lished in  his  profession  in  London,  and  my  worthy  old  friend, 
Mr.  Ramsay,  living  in  Mordaunt  College,  Blackheatb,  none, 
I  believe,  are  in  being. 

FREDERICK  QUIN,  ESQ.,  M.D. 

In  1821  my  acquaintance  with  Dr.  Quin  commenced  in 
Naples.  He  was  then  a  young  rising  medical  practitioner, 
in  great  vogue  with  all  fashionable  English  visitors,  and 
sojourners  in  Naples :  full  of  life  and  spirits,  of  excellent 
address,  with  a  keen  perception  of  the  ridiculous,  and  a 
great  zest  for  merriment.  But  Quin  had  solid  worth  and 
good  sound  sense  to  bring  to  the  aid  of  his  professional 
talents,  though  some  of  the  invalids  of  Naples,  accustomed 
to  grave  lugubrious  doctors,  seemed  to  think  the  philosophy 
of  Heraclitus  was  more  becoming  physicians  than  that  of 
Democritus.  We  are  told  by  old  Burton,  that  when  Hip- 
pocrates came  to  Abdera,  he  found  Democritus  "  busy  in 
cutting  up  several  beasts  to  find  out  the  causes  of  madness 
and  melancholy."  And  while  he  pursued  his  studies  he 
.laughed  ever  and  anon,  and  the  public  thought  he  was  mad. 
But  when  Hippocrates  conversed  with  him,  he  discovered 
there  was  a  great  deal  of  philosophy  in  his  laughter.  And 
he  told  the  Abderites,  though  the  litjle  man  laughed  more 
profusely  than  other  people,  '  That  Abdera  had  not  a  wiser, 
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a  more  learned,  a  more  honest  man,  and  they  were  much 
deceived  to  say  that  he  was  mad.' 

44  Thus  Democritus  was  esteemed  (drolly)  of  the  world 
in  his  time :  and  this  was  the  cause  of  his  laughter,  and 
good  cause  he  had. 

"  Olim  jure  quidem,  nunc  plus  Democrite,  ride 
Quin  rides  .uita  haec  nunc  mage  ridicula  est"* 

Three  and  thirty  years  have  had  little  effect  in  subduing 
Dr.  Quin's  high  spirits,  or  making  inroads  on  his  vigour  of 
body  or  vivacity  of  mind.'  The  same  quickness  of  appre- 
hension and  observation,  unfailing  humour,  ready  wit  and 
repartee,  characterize  the  most  eminent  homoeopathic  phy- 
sician of  London  of  the  present  day,  that  distinguished  the 
young  travelling  physician  of  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire, 
in  those  early  days  of  his  and  mine,  which  I  look  back  to 
with  feelings  of  pleasure,  and  recall  among  the  remini- 
scences of  times  and  scenes  the  most  agreeable  of  my 
life. 

In  his  profession  Dr.  Quin  is  zealous  and  discreet, 
mindful  of  the  sanctity  of  the  sick  chamber,  and  of  the 
obligations  it  imposes  on  the  physician.  In  private  life  he 
wins  and  retains  the  confidence  and  esteem  of  those  with 
whom  he  becomes  acquainted.  His  practice  is  chiefly 
among  the  aristocracy.  The  present  King  of  the  Belgians 
reposed  the  highest  confidence  in  his  skill.  The  late  Duke 
of  Cambridge  left  no  means  untried  to  induce  him  to  accept 
the  post  of  physician  to  his  family  on  allopathic  principles, 
but  those  efforts  were  in  vain.  Yet  I  remember  when  the' 
Doctor  made  a  burla  of  Hahnemann  and  the  infinitesimal 
dose  system.  At  an  early  period  of  his  career  in  Naples, 
professing  to  write  against  homoeopathy,  he  went  to  Ger- 

*  Burton' •  Anatomy  of  MelancWy,  Ed.  1827,  vol.  i.  p.  £4. 
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many  to  enquire  into  the  system ;  and  lie  who  went  to 
scoff,  remained  to  study,  and  to  become  a  convert  to  the 
new  theory  of  medicine. 

Those  persons  are  not  likely  to  forget  Dr.  Quin,  who  re- 
member Naples  and  its  society  in  the  time  of  Sir  William 
Drummond,  Sir  William  Gell,  the  Hon.  Eeppel  Craven,  Sir 
Frederick  Faulkner,  the  Margravine  of  Anspach,  the  well- 
known  Abb4  Campbell,  the  Blessingtons,  Sir  Richard  Acton 
and  his  lady;  Dr.  Watson,  the  celebrated  linguist;  Ramsay, 
the  Scotch  merchant,  with  his  elegant  tastes  and  classic 
lore;  Cottrell,  the  wine  merchant,  of  Fallernian  celebrity, 
renowned  for  his  lachrymachristiy  and  his  efforts  to  rival 
Francis,  and  to  render  Horace  into  better  English  than  all 
previous  translators;  Reilly,  Roskelly,  and  Doratt,  the 
rival  Doctors;  and  Milne,  the  pleasant  Scot,  and  ac- 
complished physician  of  the  Chiatamone ;  old  Walker,  of 
the  Largo  Castello,  the  expatriated  Manchester  reformer, 
who,  in  the  good  old  times  of  William  Pitt  and  George 
III.,  was  tried  for  sedition,  and  narrowly  escaped  the  fate 
of  his  reforming  brethren,  Muir  and  Palmer;  and  though 
last,  not  least  deserving  of  remembrance  and  of  honourable 
mention  in  the  list  of  worthies  from  foreign  lands,  who 
figured  in  Neapolitan  society  some  thirty  years  ago — the 
venerable  Commandant  of  the  Castello-D'ovo,  General  Wade, 
the  venerable  Irish  warrior,  one  of  the  brave  old  souls  of 
the  Brigade,  renowned  for  his  hospitality,  and  beloved  by 
all,  who  knew  him,  English  Irish,  and  Italian.*     Maurice 


•  General  Wade,  in  ail  probability,  was  a  member  of  a  Weatsneath  fasrnOy 
of  that  name,  which  gave  a  Field-Marshal  to  the  British  army  in  the  reiga 
of  King  William.  That  distinguished  officer  had  gained  his  first  military 
honours  at  Ike  battle  of  Aughrim,  in  1691 ;  and  commanded  in  tfce  High- 
lands, as  a  general  officer,  from  1726  to  1737,  during  which  period  he  had 
caused  roads  to  be  made  through  mountainous  districts  previously  imp 
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Quill  abould  hare  Kved  at  Naples  in  thase  days,  ead  Lever 
should  hare  recorded  aH  the  extraordinary  scenes  and  ridi- 
culous occurrences,  the  reminiscences  of  which  are  con- 
aecfced  witit  the  names  of  Reiily  and  the  Abbi,  Quin, 
Mahou,  Mathews,  Angell,  Thornton,  the  Irish  tutor  of  the 
Ducheae  of  Ehoii;  Bidgeway,  the  Secretary  of  Lady 
Dmmmeud;  young  Edward  Molyneux,  and  his  friend,  the 
incipient  surgeon,  in  those  days  of  nature,  not  unfit  for 
scenes  of  gaiety  and  humour,  nor  unfamiliar  with  them. 

SIE  FERDINAND  RICHABD  E.  D.  ACTON. 
One  of  "  the  celebrites"  of  Neapolitan  society  in  1823 
and  1824,  was  Sir  Ferdinand  Bichard  Edward  Dalberg 
Acton,  the  seventh  baronet,  of  Aldenham  Hall,  in  Salop. 
He  was  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  John  Francis  Edward,  the 
sixth  baronet,  for  some  years  Prime  Minister  of  the  King 
of  Naples,  by  Mary  Anne,  daughter  of  Joseph  Edward 
Acton,  Esq.  Sir  Ferdinand  Bichard,  in  his  tenth  year, 
succeeded  to  the  title  in  1811,  on  the  death  of  his  father 
at  Palermo.  He  married  in  Paris,  in  1832,  the  only 
$hiid  and  heiress  of  the  Due  de  Dalberg,  by  which  mar- 
riage h9  obtained  large  possessions  in  Austria.  He  died  in 
Paris,  aged  thirty-five,  in  January,  1837. 

SIR  FREDERICK  FALKINER. 
Those  who  were  acquainted  with  Naples  about  thirty 

for  troops,  for  which  works  he  was  immortalized  by  a  Scotch  poet  in  the 


"  Had  you  travcll'd  these  roads  before  they  were  made, 
You'd  lift  up  your  hands,  and  bless  General  Wade." 
The  gfaad-father  of  the  Field-Marshal  had  considerable  grants  of  land  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Tyrell's  Pass,  confirmed  on  him  by  Cromwell  in  1653. 
The  Field- Marshal,  of  Westmeath,  who  died  in  1748,  aged  seventy-five,  re- 
pots* in  Westminister  Abbey.  The  Field-Marshal,  of  Meath,  who  died  in 
1852,  rests  after  the  labours  of  eighty-four  years,  in  St.  Paul's. 
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years  ago,  will  remember  an  Irish  gentleman,  tall  and 
portly,  a  fine  specimen  of  one  of  the  old  school  of  Hi- 
bernian gentility,  of  prepossessing  appearance  and  elegant 
manners,  free  from  all  restraint;  who  was  exceedingly  poor, 
and  might  have  been  extremely  rich ;  who  lived  from  day 
to  day  by  borrowing  from  all  his  friends,  and  yet  made  an  ap- 
pearance in  society ;  dined  out  a  great  deal,  and  passed  for 
an  Irish  landlord,  ever  on  the  brink  of  prosperity,  sure  to 
get  rents,  which,  alas !  never  came  to  hand,  and  in  daily  ex- 
pectation of  remittances  which  were  always  counted  on,  but 
quite  unaccountably  were  always  going  astray.  Sir  Fre- 
derick Falkiner  was  this  unhappy  gentleman — a  person 
abounding  in  anecdote,  most  agreeable  in  society,  and  sin- 
gularly inconsistent  in  his  character. 

Gell  talked  of  founding  an  hospital  at  Borne,  for  genteel 
persons  of  decayed  fortunes,  impoverished,  extravagant, 
discontented,  disappointed,  agreeable  people. 

Sir  Frederick  would  have  been  a  most  eligible  candidate 
for  admission  into  such  an  institution. 

Nothing  could  induce  Sir  Frederick  to  violate  his  public 
principles,  but  in  private  ltfe  his  principles  were  violated 
every  day ;  his  poverty,  but  not  his  will,  consented  to  the 
violation.  He  borrowed  daily  without  any  prospect  of 
being  able  to  pay  what  was  lent  him.  He  made  solemn 
promises,  which  were  invariably  broken  by  him. 

For  many  years  previous  to  the  Union,  this  gentleman 
was  a  member  for  the  county  of  Dublin,*  and  one  of  the 
most  strenuous  opponents  of  that  measure,  though  in  very 
straitened  circumstances,  and  having  had  divers  overtures 
made  to  him  of  a  very  tempting  nature  for  his  support. 

•  In  1807,  at  the  general  election,  we  read  in  the  papert  of  Mr.  Frederick  John 
Falkiner,  the  former  member  for  the  county  of  Dublin,  being  defeated  by  Mr.  Talbot 
of  Malahide. 
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He  terminated  a  career,  rendered  miserable  by  pecuniary 
embarrassments,  in  Naples,  by  suicide,  in  1822.  Sir 
Frederick  married,  in  1798,  Miss  Anne  Frances  Gardiner, 
daughter  of  Sackville  Gardiner,  second  son  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Luke  Gardiner,  the  grandfather  of  the  late  Earl  of 
Blessington. 

THE  DUKE  DE  LAVAL  MONTMORENCI. 

This  antique  remnant  of  the  ancient  aristocracy  of 
France  was  ambassador  at  the  Court  of  Rome  in  1825, 
when  Lady  Blessington  had  taken  up  her  abode  at  the 
Palazzo  Negrone.  The  Duke,  whom  I  had  subsequently 
met  in  Rome,  on  several  occasions,  at  their  abode,  was  a 
remarkable  person  in  society.  Occasionally  lively  and 
spiritual,  frequently  and  suddenly  somnolent,  and  always, 
when  awake,  extremely  gallant  and  complimentary  to  the 
ladies.  But  his  compliments  and  eulogies  were  generally 
mal-apropos.  All  his  senses,  and  a  few  of  his  faculties, 
were  defective ;  some  impaired  by  age,  one  naturally  im- 
perfect. In  these  particulars  he  resembled  an  old  Chancery 
barrister,  Bell,  whom  Lord  Eldon  used  to  commend, 
though  he  could  neither  talk,  walk,  think,  or  write  like 
any  other  man. 

The  Duke's  talent  for  diplomacy  was  said  to  have  out- 
lived all  his  other  capabilities.  He  was  respected,  how- 
ever, by  all  who  knew  him,  for  his  sterling  worth  and  his 
generous  conduct,  especially  to  Pius  VII.  when  in  France, 
whose  wants  were  liberally  supplied  by  him. 

The  name  of  this  gentleman  is  connected  with  a  very 
melancholy  occurrence,  frequently  referred  to  in  Lady 
Blessington's  Journal  and  Correspondence,  which  took 
place  in  Rome,  in  the  month  of  February,  1824. 
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MISS  BATHURST. 
Miss  Bathurst  was  a*  grand-daughter  of  the  late  vener- 
able and  excellent  Bishop  of  Norwich.  Her  fether,  some 
years  previously  to  the  calamity  above  referred  to,  in  his 
travels  in  Germany,  unaccompanied  by  his  family,  had 
disappeared,  and  was  never  more  heard  of  by  them,  leaving 
a  young  widow  and  two  infant  daughters  to  deplore  his 
loss.  Miss  Bathurst,  the  subject  of  this  brief  notice,  grew 
up  to  womanhood — a  lovely  girl,  strikingly  beautiful.  She 
was  travelling  in  Italy,  and  sojourning*  in  Rome  in  1824, 
with  her  uncle  and  aunt,  Lord  and  Lady  Aylmer.  She 
had  gone  out,  on  one  occasion,  on  horseback,  escorted  by 
Lord  and  Lady  Aylmer,  and  the  French  Ambassador, 
the  Duke  de  Laval  Monttnorenci.  The  groom  of  Miss 
Bathurst  had  been  sent  back  to  Lord  Aylmer's  on  some 
message,  and  when  they  approached  a  bridge  over  the 
Tiber,  the  Duke  de  Laval  took  them  by  a  path  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  riding  along,  by  the  banks  of  the  river.  Finding 
this  path  difficult,  the  party  were  in  the  act  of  retracing 
their  steps,  when  Miss  Bathurst,  in  turning  her  horse, 
approached  too  near  the  edge  of  the  bank,  and,  in  an 
instant,  horse  and  rider  were  plunged  into  the  river.  Lord 
Aylmer  made  two  ineffectual  attempts,  though  unable  to 
swim,  to  rescue  the  young  lady.*  The  Duke  de  Laval  was 
incapable  of  affording  any  assistance.  Miss  Bathurst 
managed  to  keep  her  seat  after  the  horse  fell  into  the 
river,  till  his  violent  plunging  caused  the  girths  to  burst, 
and  then  she  lost  her  seat  and  sunk,  but  rose  again  to  the 
surface,  and  then  disappeared  to  rise  no  more.  The  remains 
were  not  discovered  for  several  months;  they  were  interred 
in  the  English  place  of  burial  in  Rome,  where  the  ashes  of 

•  Lot*  Aylmer  died  in  1850,  in  hit  ernsty-fifth  year. 
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Shelley  and  of  Keats  are  deposited.  The  vast  sepulchral 
pile  that  stands  there  in-honour  of  the  memory  of  Caius 
Cestiusazci tea  less  interest  than  the  small  marble  monument, 
of  snowy  whiteness,  well  fitted  to  recall  the  purity  of  that 
fair  creature,  whose  melancholy  fate  it  commemorates.  The 
monument  erected  to  the  memory  of  Miss  Bathurst  is  the 
work  of  Sir  Eichard  Westmacott,  and  alike  worthy  of  the 
mournful  subject,  and  of  the  skilful  sculptor. 

From  W.  S.  Landor,  in  relation  to  the  death  of  Mis* 
Bathurst:— 


"Dear  Lady  BuasmoTON, 
"  I  have  just  requested  Mrs.  Paynter,  to  let  me  send  your 
Ladyship  what  Lord  Aylmer  says  about  the  drowning  of  Miss 
Bathurst,  which  shows  that  Mills  is.  not  quite  correct  Lord 
Aybner  is  remarkably  so  on  all  occasions,  and  is  a  most  amiable 
and  most  intelligent  man,  greatly  (of  course)  hated  and  injured 
by  the  people  in  power. 

«W.  S.  Landor." 


EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER  OP  LORD  AYLMER,    REGARDING    THE    DEATH 
OF  MISS  DATHIIRST. 

"  When  at  Bath,  it  did  not  occur  to  me  to  mention  to 
Mr.  Landor  an  error,  into  which  Lady  Blessington  has 
been  led,  in  her  '  Idler  in  Italy/  when  describing  a  certain 
dreadful  event,  at  which  Louisa  and.  I  were  present  at 
Rome. 

"  She  says  that  I  was  prevented  by  Louisa  from  render- 
ing any  assistance  to  that  poor  girl,  who  there  perished,  to 
our  indescribable  anguish;  whereas,  you  knew  I  made  two 
distinct  attempts  to  save  her,  and  was  very  nearly  drowned 
myself  in  doing  so,  more  especially  in  the  last,  when  I  gave 
myself  up  as  lost.     Do  you  think  it  worth  while  to  men- 
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tion  this  to  Mr.  Landor,  who  is,  I  believe,  in  habits  of 
intimacy  with  Lady  Blessington? 

uATLMER.n 

PIAZZI, 

THE   DISCOVERER   OF  THE   PLANET   CERES. 

Joseph  Piazzi,  President  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Sciences 
of  Naples,  of  whom  mention  is  made  in  Lady  Blessington's 
Italian  Journals,  died  at  Naples,  in  July,  1825,  in  his 
eightieth  year.  He  was  born  in  the  Vatteline  in  1746. 
He  entered  into  the  order  of  Theatines  in  1764;  and  after 
enjoying  the  Professorship  of  Astronomy  at  Malta,  he  was 
made  Professor  at  Palermo  in  1781.  In  1787,  he  made 
several  observations,  in  conjunction  with  Lalande,  at  the 
Parisian  observatory ;  and  afterwards  he  visited  England 
to  purchase  instruments.  It  was  on  the  1st  of  January, 
1891,  that  he  discovered  the  planet  Ceres,  which  led  to  the 
discovery  of  Pallas,  Juno,  and  Vesta.  In  1814,  he  printed 
a  catalogue  of  7500  stars,  a  work  which  gained  for  him 
the  medal  founded  by  Lalande.  In  1816,  he  published  at 
Milan,  the  first  volume  of  the  "  History  of  Sicilian  Astro- 
nomy," and  completed  his  u  Elements  of  Astronomy."* 

SIR  AUGUSTUS  D'ESTE. 
The  Duke  of  Sussex,  in  1739,  married  the  Lady  Augusta 
Murray  in  Rome.  A  few  months  later,  the  marriage  was  re- 
solemnized  in  London,  and  the  year  following,  in  1794,  it 
was  declared  invalid  in  the  Court  of  Arches,  being  contrary 
to  the  Royal  Marriage  Act.  The  union,  however  was 
uninterrupted  till  the  year  1806,  when  a  separation  took 
place  and  the  ill-used  lady  took  the  name  of  Madame  de 
Ameland,  and  the  two  children  by  this  marriage  took  the 

•  Annual  Registrar,  Appen.  1826,  p.  269. 
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name  of  D'Este,  after  that  of  the  illustrious  family  of  Fer- 
rara,  which  was  nearly  connected  with  the  house  of  Bruns- 
wick. 

The  eldest  child,  Sir  Augustus  D'Este,  entered  the  army, 
and  obtained  a  commission  in  the  Royal  Fusileers ;  he  served 
at  New  Orleans  in  1814,  and  at  length  obtained  the  rank 
of  Colonel.  He  retired  on  half-pay,  in  1824.  In  1830, 
he  was  appointed  Knight  Commander  of  the  Bath,  by  King 
William,  and  in  the  same  year  he  claimed  succession  to  the 
titles  and  honours  of  his  father,  the  Duke  of  Sussex.  He 
had  previously  memorialized  the  King  on  the  subject. 
The  matter  was  brought  before  the  House  of  Lords,  and  a 
judicial  committee  finally  decided  against  his  claim.  Sir 
Augustus  travelled  extensively  on  the  Continent,  and  in 
1828  was  sojourning  in  Florence,  in  very  impaired  health, 
where  I  had  the  honour  of  making  his  acquaintance.  He 
died  unmarried  in  1849. 

His  sister,  Miss  Ellen  Augustus  D'Este,  married  Sergeant 
Wilde,  in  1845. 

CAPTAIN  HESSE. 

The  following  account  is  given  by  Lady  Blessington  of 
a  young  military  officer,  of  much  notoriety  in  Naples,  as  a 
man  of  gallantry  and  extraordinary  adventures  in  royal 
circles,  at  the  period  of  my  residence  there,  some  thirty 
years  ago. 

This  account  is  taken  verbatim  from  one  of  the  common- 
place books  of  Lady  Blessing  ton,  entitled  "Night  Thoughts," 
which  I  have  had  occasion  already  to  refer  to. 

It  may  be  well  to  observe,  that  Captain  Hesse  was  one 
of  the  gentlemen,  attached  to  the  household  of  Queen  Caro- 
line, who  left  her  Majesty's  service,  and  remained  in  Naples 
after  the  departure  of  the  Queen  in  1820. 

VOL.    II.  ^  K 
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"  Captain  Hesse,"  says  Lady  Blessington,  "  was  the  son 
of  a  Prussian  merchant,  who  acquired  great  wealth  by 
various  contracts,  and  more  especially  for  clothing  the 
Russian  Army. 

"  When  a  youth,  he  was  sent  to  England,  to  be  educated 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Margrave  of  Anspach,  then  re- 
siding in  this  country.  Being  a  good-looking,  lively  youth, 
he  was  taken  much  notice  of  by  the  Margrave  and  Mar- 
gravine, (formerly  the  celebrated  Lady  Craven),  and  was 
invited  to  pass  his  short  vacation  with  them.  His  educa- 
tion being  completed,  he  returned  to  Berlin,  where  his 
father  then  became  a  banker,  lived  in  considerable  splen- 
dour, and  was  expected  to  leave  his  son  a  large  fortune. 
Napoleon's  campaign  against  Prussia  blighted  these  pros- 
pects; for  the  banker,  Hesse,  having  contracted  to  clothe 
the  Prussian  army,  their  defeat,  and  its  consequent  result, 
precluded  the  King  from  paying  Hesse,  and  occasioned 
his  ruin.  Under  these  circumstances,  young  Hesse  was 
sent  to  England,  in  the  hope  that,  through  the  influence  of 
the  Margravine  (the  Margrave  was  then  dead),  some  situa- 
tion or  provision  could  be  obtained  for  him.  A  letter,  de- 
tailing the  ruin  of  the  family,  and  entreating  the  com- 
miseration of  the  Margravine,  was  despatched  to  her;  and 
with  great  good  nature,  she  received  young  Hesse  beneath 
her  roof,  and  so  successfully  used  her  influence  in  his  favour, 
that  the  Duke  of  York  granted  him  a  cornetcy  in  a  Dra- 
goon regiment  (I  think  the  18th),  and  the  Margravine  and 
her  son,  the  Honourable  Eeppel  Craven,  fitted  him  out  for 
joining  his  regiment  in  a  suitable  manner. 

(;  The  Duchess  of  York,  herself  a  Prussian,  and  knowing  his 
family,  felt  interested  for  her  youthful  countryman,  and 
spoke  in  his  favour  to  her  kind-hearted  husband.  Meet- 
ing, at  the  Margravine's,  the  most  distinguished  persons, 
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young  Hesse  was  received  into  good  society.  Gay,  atnusing, 
good-looking,  a  good  horseman,  and  with  an  easy  address 
and  manner,  he  soon  rendered  himself  conspicuous  by  a 
certain  coxcombry  in  dress,  originating  in  his  besetting 
and  only  sin — vanity.  This  weakness  induced  him,  when 
scandalous  reports  assisted  to  account  for  his  good  fortune 
in  England,  to  allow  it  to  be  believed  that  he  was  the  son 
of  the  Margrave  and  the  Margravine  previous  to  their 
marriage,  and  rather  to  encourage  than  discountenance  the 
rumours.  The  calibre  of  his  mind  could  not  be  better  proved, 
than  by  his  preferring  to  have  it  believed  that  he  was  the 
illegitimate  child  of  persons  of  high  rank,  rather  than  the 
legitimate  son  of  a  respectable  banker  at  Berlin.  His 
dashing  appearance,  and  his  desire  to  attract  the  attention 
of  the  fair  sex,  drew  him  into  notice;  and  when  sent  with 
a  portion  of  his  regiment  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Bognor, 
where  the  Princess  Charlotte  of  Wales  was  then  staying,  he 
attracted  her  attention  by  riding  constantly  in  front  of  her 
window  until  the  youthful  and  self-willed  girl,  captivated 
by  his  appearance  and  horsemanship,  condescended  first  to 
bow  to  him,  and  then  to  write  to  him.  The  correspondence 
was  supposed  to  be  carried  on  through  the  medium  of  the 
Countess  de  F — ,  then  Miss  M.  £.,  though  afterwards 
several  letters  were  conveyed  to  the  Princess  through 
General  Garth,  who  was  imposed  on,  and  led  to  believe  they 
were  from  the  mother  of  the  Princess.  Portraits  were  ex- 
changed, and  young  Hesse,  vain  and  elevated,  was  per- 
haps less  cautious  than  he  ought  to  have  been,  and  the 
matter  got  talked  of,  and  reached  the  ears  of  the  Royal 
Family. 

14  The  princess  was  scolded,  watched,  and  guarded.  Hesse 
was  sent  to  Spain  with  his  regiment,  where  he  was  wounded ; 
and  it  being  discovered  that  he  still  possessed  the  letters 
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and  portrait  of  the  Princess,  an  awkward  thing,  when  her 
marriage  with  some  princely  suitor  might  be  soon  looked 
to,  the  Margravine  and  Mr.  Keppel  Craven  were  applied 
to,  to  use  their  influence  with  Mr.  Hesse  to  have  the  letters 
and  portrait  returned:  the  application  came  from  the 
Princess.  The  Margravine  and  Mr.  Keppel  Craven,  justly 
offended  at  Hesse's  having  encouraged  the  false  reports  of 
his  being  the  son  of  the  former, — a  report  which  their  great 
kindness  had  given  a  colour  to, — had  marked  their  displea- 
sure to  him ;  and  more  especially,  as  the  romantic  interest 
attached  to  his  position  as  the  supposed  son  of  a  Prince  and 
an  English  Countess,  had  greatly  influenced  the  girlish  fancy 
of  the  Princess  Charlotte  in  his  favour.  Hesse,  when  ap- 
plied to,  was  very  reluctant  to  return  the  letters  and  por- 
trait, but  at  length  yielded  to  the  representation  of  Mr. 
Keppel  Craven,  on  the  impropriety  of  retaining  letters  which 
the  writer  reclaimed ;  he  sent  Mr.  Craven  an  order  to  have 
the  sealed  box  containing  them,  (which  had  been  left  with 
a  friend,  with  injunctions  that,  should  Hesse  die,  the  box 
and  its  contents,  unopened,  should  be  consigned  to  the 
flames),  delivered  to  Mr.  Craven.  The  latter  gentleman 
living  out  of  England,  the  box  was  transferred  to  the 
Countess  de  F.,  in  whose  possession  the  letters  still  are,  as 
that  lady  assured  Mr.  K.  Craven  a  year  ago. 

"  Gratified  by  Hesse's  surrender  of  the  letters,  the  Mar- 
gravine and  Mr.  K.  Craven,  when  he  returned  from  Spain, 
overlooked  his  former  folly,  and  received  him  into  favour. 
The  Princess  Charlotte,  at  a  ball  at  Carlton  House,  saw  the 
unmarried  sister  of  Mr.  K.  Craven,  whom  she  had  never 
previously  met,  and  walking  up  close  to  her,  said — 4 1  am 
glad  of  on  opportunity  of  seeing  you,  and  I  request  you 
will  tell  your  brother,  Mr.  Keppel  Craven,  how  truly  obliged 
1  feel  to  him.     He  will  know  to  what  my  obligation  refers.1 
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"This,  with  Hesse's  after-scrapes  at  Naples,  in  royal 
circles,  was  told  me  at  my  house,  on  the  evening  of  the  31st 
of  August,  1846,  by  the  Honourable  Eeppel  Craven. 

"M.B." 

CAPTAIN  GARTH. 

General  Garth,  the  father  of  Captain  Thomas  Garth, 
Colonel  of  the  1st  or  Royal  Regiment  of  Dragoons  was  a 
grand  nephew  of  the  celebrated  Sir  Samuel  Garth,  physician 
in  ordinary  to  George  the  First.  Some  unfortunate  cir- 
cumstances, about  thirty  years  ago,  made  the  marriage  of 
General  Garth  with  a  royal  princess  of  the  house  of 
Hanover,  a  matter  of  notoriety.  The  issue  of  that  mar- 
riage was  Captain  Thomas  Garth.  The  General  died  in 
London  in  1830,  in  his  eighty-fifth  year. 

Captain  Garth  was  one  of  the  foreign  celebrities  of 
Naples  about  1821  and  1822,  and  made  his  sojourn  there 
sufficiently  remarkable. 
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or  AJNSPACH, 

Mr.  R.  E  Giuvbn  was  the  third  son  of  William,  sixth 
Baron  Craven,  by  bis  marriage,  the  18th  May,  1767, 
with  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Augustus,  fourth  earl  of 
Berkeley,  (born  in  1750),  by  whom  he  had  issue  several 
children. 

Lady  Craven  separated  from  her  husband  in  1781.  In 
the  "  Dictionary  of  Living  Authors,"  published  in  1816, 
it  is  stated  that  Lady  Craven  had  been  so  cruelly  treated 
by  her  husband,  that  her  friends  were  obliged  to  interfere 
to  effect  a  separation.  This  event  took  place  in  1781. 
The  succeeding  ten  years  were  spent  by  Lady  Craven  on 
the  Continent,  and  in  the  Levant.  In  1789  she  published, 
in  4to.,  "  A  Journey  through  the  Crimea  to  Constanti- 
nople." 

Horace  Walpole,  in  November,  1786,  wrote  to  Lady 
Craven,  then  scouring  the  Continent  and  the  Levant, 
shurrying  over  Italy,  Germany,  Poland,  Russia,  Turkey, 
and  Greece,  on  the  difficulties  she  had  occasioned  her  friends 
by  the  rapidity  of  her  movements,  and  the  impossibility  of 
finding  out  "  in  what  quarter  of  the  known  or  unknown 
world  she  might  be  resident  or  existent  at  any  particular 
time."  On  receiving  a  note  from  her  at  Strawberry  Hill, 
offering  to  call  on  her  for  a  moment,  he  tells  her,  "  a  whirl- 
wind I  suppose  was  waiting  at  your  door  to  carry  you  to 
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Japan,  and  as  balloons  have  not  yet  any  settled  post-office 
in  the  air,  yon  could  not,  at  least,  did  not,  give  me  any 
direction  where  to  address  yon,  though  you  did  kindly  re- 
proach me  with  my  silence."  In  his  justification  he  ob- 
serves, "  I  heard  from  you  from  Venice,  then  from  Poland, 
and  then,  having  whisked  through  Tartary,  from  Petersburg, 
but  still  no  directions.  I  said  to  myself  I  will  write  to 
Constantinople,  which  will  probably  be  her  next  stage.  Nor 
was  I  totally  in  the  wrong,  for  there  came  a  letter  from 
Constantinople,  with  a  design  mentioned  in  it  of  going  to 
the  Greek  Islands,  and  orders  to  you  at  Vienna,  but  with 

no  banker  or  other  address  specified You  had  been  in 

the  tent  of  the  Cham  of  Tartary !  and  in  the  harem  of 
the  Captain  Pacha,  and  during  the  navigation  of  the  Egean, 
were  possibly  in  the  terrible  power  of  corsairs.  How  could 
I  suppose  that  so  many  despotic  infidels  would  part  with 
your  charms  V 

Shortly  after  Lord  Craven's  decease,  his  Lady,  in  1791, 
married  the  Margrave  of  Anspach  and  Bayreuth.  This 
Prince,  some  years  after  he  had  gained  the  hand  of  the 
English  lady,  disposed  of  his  German  principality  to  the 
King  of  Prussia,  and  retired  to  England,  where  he  died, 
in  1806,  at  Brandenburg  House,  Hammersmith.  The 
festivities  and  fashionable  divertissements  foldtres  of  Bran- 
denburg House  attracted  no  little  notice  in  their  day.*  A 
private  theatre  was  fitted  up  in  this  palace  of  pleasure,  and 
many  dramatic  pieces,  written  by  the  Margravine,  were 
produced  on  the  stage.  Some  of  these  had  been  written 
previously  to  her  separation  from  Lord  Craveft. 

"  The  Sleepwalker,"  a  comedy,  printed  at  the  Strawberry 

•  The  Margravine,  in  her  Autobiography,  alluding  to  the  magnificence  of  her  es- 
tablishment at  Brandenburg  House,  says,  "  We  had  thirty  servants  in  livery,  with 
grooms,  and  a  set  of  sixty  horses.  Our  expenses  were  enormous,  though  I  curtailed 
them  with  all  possible  economy." 
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Hill  press  in  1778:  and  "The  Miniature  Picture,"  a 
comedy,  written  in  1781.  "Nourjad,"  a  French  comedy, 
was  written  by  her  Ladyship  during  her  residence  in  An- 
spach,  and  printed  there  in  1787.  She  published  a  trans- 
lation of  Cibber's  comedy  of  "  She  would  and  she  would 
not."  Also  a  very  singular  composition,  a  satirical  piece, 
in  1779,  in  12mo.,  entitled  "Modern  Anecdotes  of  the 
Family  of  Einkvervantotsdarsprakengotchderns,  a  tale." 

The  letters  of  Lady  Craven  addressed  to  her  son,  trans- 
lated into  French,  are  noticed  in  Grimm's  Memoirs  (of  the 
year  1788).*  Grimm  observes,  that  "  a  superior  intelli- 
gence, and  sentiments  the  most  just  and  delicate,  are  obvious, 
in  the  lessons  which  this  enlightened  mother  gave  to  her 
son,  with  regard  to  the  consideration  due  to  the  sensibility 
of  the  sex." 

In  1802  she  published  also,  "  The  Soldier  of  Dierenstein, 
an  Austrian  story,"  in  8vo. 

Boswell  speaks  of  Johnson's  "  dining  with  the  beautiful, 
gay,  and  fascinating  Lady  Craven."  Ah !  if  the  admiring 
lexicographer  could  have  viewed  the  same  lady  through  a 
telescope  of  sixty  years'  power  of  looking  into  futurity,  how 
he  would  have  been  astounded  at  the  haggard  old  woman, 
wrinkled  and  withered  as  she  was  in  her  latter  days,  retaining 
nothing  of  the  former  belle  butthe  sprightliness  of  her  nature, 
and  that  vivacity  contrasting  very  painfully  with  the  wreck 
of  pristine  beauty  and  comeliness. 

During  the  latter  years  of  her  life,  the  Margravine  resided 
altogether  in  Naples. 

Her  well-known  villa  in  the  vicinity  of  Pausillipo,  on 
the  Strada  Nuova,  was  furnished  with  taste  and  elegance; 
the  grounds  were  laid  out  with  great  care,  under  the  im- 
mediate direction  of  the  Margravine. 

Memoira  par  k  Baron  de  Grimm,  toL  W.  p.  164.  8  vo.  Lou.  1813. 
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I  have  seen  her,  a  few  years  before  her  death,  working 
in  her  garden,  spade  in  hand,  in  very  coarse  and  singular 
attire,  a  desiccated  remnant  of  mortality,  still  remarkable 
for  vivacity  and  animation,  and  a  certain  originality  of 
mind  and  independence  of  character  that  distinguished  her 
throughout  her  whole  career.  She  died  in  Naples,  in*  June 
1828,  in  the  seventy-ninth  year  of  her  age. 

Lord  Charles  Murray,  who  had  known  the  Margravine 
in  England,  was  in  Naples  in  1822.  A  short  time  pre- 
viously to  my  first  acquaintance  with  him  in  that  year,  he 
had  been  seized  with  fever  in  Sicily,  which  malady  was 
followed  by  temporary  insanity.  He  was  brought  to 
Naples,  and  there  a  great  improvement  took  place  in  his 
health  of  mind  and  body.  When  his  Lordship  was  begin- 
ning to  recover,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  making  excursions, 
suitably  attended,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  city. 

Lqrd  Charles,  on  one  occasion,  had  begged  me  to  accom- 
pany him  to  the  residence  of  the  Margravine  of  Anspach, 
as  he  was  desirous  of  paying  his  respects  to  the  old  lady, 
whom  he  had  formerly  known  in  London.  Unfortunately, 
the  Margravine  did  not  receive  us  in  her  house,  or  in  such 
costume  as  ladies  generally  receive  visits  in.  Indeed,  her 
costume  and  appearance  would  have  suited  admirably  for 
the  character  of  one  of  the  weird  sisters  in  Macbeth,  work- 
ing "  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble*'  in  that  scene  where  the 
witches  are  represented  performing  incantations  dire. 

We  were  conducted  to  her  in  the  garden,  where  she  was 
in  the  act  of  digging,  and  we  found  her  attired  in  a  manner 
not  calculated  to  encourage  gravity,  or  keep  an  excited 
person's  mind  long  in  an  undisturbed  condition.  For  a 
few  minutes  after  introduction  and  recognition,  things  went 
on  very  agreeably.     The  Margravine  made  many  enquiries 


138  THE   HON.    KEPPEL   CRAVEN 

after  old  friends,  and  Lord  Charles  answered  them  with  all 
possible  courtesy. 

But  at  length  a  cloud  began  to  gather  on  his  brow,  when 
he  surveyed  the  poor  old  lady,  in  her  singular  costume,  from 
head  to  foot.  I  endeavoured  to  hasten  our  departure  for 
Naples,  but  all  my  efforts  were  in  vain ;  Lord  Charles 
burst  out  into  a  perfect  hurricane  of  reprehension,  calling 
up  reminiscences  of  a  disagreeable  nature,  rumours  of 
strange  occurrences  in  various  quarters  of  the  globe,  on 
which  he  enlarged  with  extraordinary  vehemence  and  volu- 
bility, to  the  great  amazement  of  the  Margravine,  till  such 
time  as  I  found  an  opportunity  of  explaining  the  unhappy 
illness  under  which  his  Lordship  had  been  lately  labouring. 
It  was  with  no  small  difficulty  I  brought  the  unpleasant 
interview  at  length  to  a  termination. 

The  Margravine  accompanied  us  to  the  gate  of  the  villa, 
and  there  a  new  scene  was  in  store  for  her.  Lord  Charles 
insisted  on  showing  her  a  new  mode  of  entering  a  carriage, 
which  he  recommended  her  particularly  to  adopt;  he  then 
made  a  rush  towards  the  carriage  door,  and  putting  his 
hands  on  the  window  frame,  made  a  jump  of  that  kind 
which  harlequins  and  clowns  are  wont  to  make  in  panto- 
mimes, through  panels  representing  clocks,  and  fairly 
launched  the  upper  part  of  his  body  through  the  window, 
leaving  his  long  legs  on  the  outside,  kicking  furiously  in 
all  directions. 

The  consternation  and  astonishment  of  the  Margravine 
were  beyond  description.  I  succeeded,  with  a  great  deal 
of  trouble,  by  opening  the  opposite  door  of  the  carriage, 
to  get  his  Lordship's  legs  dragged  in  where  the  rest  of  his 
person  was  sprawling;  and,  not  without  much  violence  on 
his  part,  ending  in  the  demolition  of  all  the  glass  in  the 
vehicle,  managed  to  get  him  back  to  Naples. 
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That  access  of  mania  appeared  to  me  to  have  been  pro- 
duced mainly  by  the  Margravine's  strange  aspect  and 
apparel.  I  thought  I  could  read  Banquo's  enquiry  in  poor 
Lord  Charles's  searching  gaze  when  he  first  set  his  eyes  on 
her: 

<c  What  are  these  so  withered,  and  so  wild  in  their  attire ; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  of  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't?    Live  you,  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  question  ?    Tou  seem  to  understand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  chapping  fingers  lying 
Upon  her  skinny  lips."* 

The  present  Dowager  Duchess  of  Athol  was  the  mother 
of  two  children,  Lady  Catherine,  who  died  young;  and 
Lord  Charles  Murray,  who,  having  volunteered  in  the 
cause  of  Greek  independence,  died  at  Gastouini  in  Greece, 
August  11th,  1824,  aged  twenty-five. 

He  had  undergone  every  species  of  fatigue  and  privation ; 
all  his  means  had  been  generously  devoted  to  the  cause  he 
had  espoused.  At  his  decease  his  effects  were  found  to 
consist  of  two  old  shirts,  a  pair  or  two  of  stockings,  a 
brace  of  pistols,  a  sabre,  and  a  Bible. 

Some  interesting  particulars  of  Mr.  Craven's  early  his- 
tory are  given  in  a  publication  to  which  literary  men  who 
have  to  treat  of  their  cotemporaries,  are  more  largely 
indebted  than  to  all  other  periodicals  of  their  times — "  The 
Gentleman's  Magazine." 

"  When  Keppel  Craven  was  about  three  years  old,  his 
fether  took  leave  of  Lady  Craven  never  to  see  her  more; 
and  when  die  shortly  afterwards  went  to  France,  she  was 
allowed  to  take  Eeppel  (being  her  youngest  child)  with 

•  Poor  Lord  Charles  perfectly  recovered  his  reason ;  about  two  years  later,  I  met 
him  at  Marseilles  quite  restored.  He  was  then  about  to  embark  for  Greece,  where  he 
died  a  little  later. 
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her,  but  it  was  under  a  promise  to  return  him  to  his  father 
when  he  was  eight  years  of  age.  This  condition  was  not 
fulfilled;  but  she  afterwards  placed  him  at  Harrow  under 
a  feigned  name. 

" i  While  Keppel  was  at  Harrow/  says  his  mother,  *  a 
lady  saw  him  in  the  master's  private  library,  and  when  she 
was  stepping  into  her  coach,  she  asked  the  master  who  the 
boy  was/  He  answered,  '  A  German.'  '  It  is  the  image 
of  Lady  Craven,'  she  said.  Keppel,  who  at  this  time  was 
about  thirteen  years  old,  spoke  English  perfectly,  without 
any  accent,  although  he  had  been  so  much  abroad.  The 
lady's  remark  struck  the  master  forcibly,  who  went  back  to 
the  child  immediately,  and  told  him  he  suspected  he  was 
Lord  Craven's  son ;  and  it  was  better  that  his  uncle,  Lord 
Berkeley,  who  was  left  to  direct  his  brother,  then  at  Eton, 
should  know  where  he  was:  and,  after  his  first  confusion 
was  over,  the  child  consented  to  it.'  In  consequence, 
Keppel  passed  the  next  vacation  with  his  brother  Berkeley, 
in  Dorsetshire. 

44  Mr.  Keppel  Craven,  however,  was  not  by  this  incident 
permanently  estranged  from  his  mother;  who  shortly  after 
came  to  reside  in  this  country  with  the  Margrave  of 
Anspach,  to  whom  she  had  been  married  in  1799.  After 
the  Margrave's  death  in  1805,  he  fixed  his  residence  with 
her  at  Naples."* 

When  her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  of  Wales  set  out 
in  1814  on  her  foreign  tour,"  she  was  accompanied  by 
several  English  gentlemen  and  two  English  ladies,  in  her 
suite.  The  Princess  quitted  Naples,  in  March,  1815:  her 
two  chamberlains,  Sir  William  Gell  and  Mr.  Craven,  and 
her  only  remaining  maid  of  honour,  Lady  Elizabeth  Forbes, 

•  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  Oct  1$6),  p.  429. 
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stayed  behind,  as  did  likewise  her  Royal  Highness's  equerry, 
Captain  Hesse. 

Mr.  Craven,  in  his  examination  on  the  Queen's  trial  in 
1820,  said,  he  was  in  the  Queen's  service  as  one  of  her 
Chamberlains  in  1814,  but  left  it  at  the  expiration  of  six 
months,  in  conformity  with  previous  arrangements.  Was 
aware  of  the  presence  of  a  spy  from  England,  whose  busi- 
ness it  was  to  watch  the  conduct  of  the  Queen.  He  saw 
no  impropriety  in  the  conduct  of  the  Queen,  at  Milan  or 
Naples,  or  improper  familiarity  on  the  part  of  Bergami. 
He  (witness)  left  her  at  Naples,  and  proceeded  to  Eng- 
land. 

Mr.  Craven  having  fixed  his  abode  in  Naples,  became 
intimately  acquainted  with  Sir  William  Gell. 

Their  tastes,  habits,  pursuits,  and  inclinations  were  iden- 
tical. There  never  were  friends  more  united  in  sentiments 
and  affection. 

Mr.  Craven  was  a  good  classical  scholar,  had  an  excellent 
taste  for  drawing,  was  a  great  lover  of  books,  and  had  all 
the  feelings,  refined  manners,  and  the  gentle,  winning,  easy 
address  of  an  accomplished  gentleman. 

One  of  the  earliest  and  most  highly-esteemed  acquaint- 
ances made  by  Lady  Blessington,  on  her  arrival  in  Naples, 
in  July,  1823,  was  that  of  the  Hon.  R.  Eeppel  Craven. 

Mr.  Craven  (says  Lady  Blessington)  possesses  a  highly- 
cultivated  mind,  manners  at  once  dignified  and  graceful, 
and  exercises  an  elegant  hospitality,  that  renders  his  house 
the  most  attractive  here. 

She  speaks  of  him  in  her  letters  and  diaries  of  1823  and 
1824,  as  "  one  of  the  most  agreeable  persons  in  Naples/' 
"  a  person  of  the  greatest  versatility  of  knowledge,"  "  a 
scholar,"  "  a  musician,"  "  a  draughtsman  of  much  merit," 
44  a  comic  actor  of  considerable  ability." 
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In  1821,  Mr.  Craven  published  in  4to.,  UA  Tour 
through  the  Southern  Provinces  of  the  Kingdom  of 
Naples,"  to  which  is  subjoined  an  account  of  the  Revolu- 
tion. This  work  is  embellished  with  views  from  his  own 
sketches. 

Mr.  Craven's  principal  work  is,  "Excursions  in  the 
Abruzzi,  and  the  Northern  Provinces  of  Naples,"  in  2  vols., 
published  in  1837.  In  that  excellent  work,  worthy  of  the 
taste  for  art  and  antiquarian  lore  of  his  old  friend  and  com- 
panion, Sir  William  Gell,  there  is  one  description,  which 
alone  would  render  the  "  Excursions"  of  no  ordinary  value ; 
the  detailed  and  most  interesting  account  of  the  Benedictine 
monastery  of  Monte  Casino  (the  original  foundation  of  St. 
Benedict),  and  its  valuable  library,  and  precious  achives,  di- 
plomas, chronicles,  and  early  monastic  records,  and  its  in- 
numerable documents,  illustrative  of  the  early  history  in 
those  regions  of  the  Lombards  and  Normans ;  the  original 
copies  of  Leo  Ostiensis  and  Richard  of  San  Germano,  as 
well  as  rare  manuscripts  of  the  works  of  Homer,  Virgil, 
and  Dante;  and  lastly,  the  celebrated  vision  of  Alberica; 
a  monk  of  this  fraternity,  from  which  that  poet  is  sup- 
posed to  have  taken  the  first  idea  of  the  u  Divina  Com- 
media" 

Mr.  Craven  died  at  Naples,  the  24th  June,  1851,  aged 
seventy-two,  the  last  of  a  triumvirate  of  English  literati, 
scholars,  and  gentlemen  of  refined  tastes  in  art,  and  excel- 
lence in  antiquarian  pursuits,  who  resided  for  so  many 
years  in  Naples  in  the  closest  bonds  of  friendship — Drum- 
raond,  Gell,  and  Craven.* 

•Extract  from  the  Will  of  the  Hon.  R.  K.  Craven,  dated  20th  March,  1839. 

at  Naples. 
"  Imprimis.— I  hereby  direct  and  request  that  I  may  be  interred  wherever 
it  may  please  God  to  call  me  from  this  life ;  if  at  Naples,  that  my  remains  be 
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The  respect  and  affectionate  care  paid  by  Mr.  Craven, 
throughout  his  whole  life,  to  his  mother,  was  one  of  the  most 
remarkably  amiable  traits  in  his  character.  No  account 
of  eccentricity,  or  waywardness,  or  restlessness  on  the  part 
of  the  Margravine,  made  the  slightest  difference  in  the  un- 
deviating  and  uniform  dutifulness  and  tender  devotion  to 
her  of  this  favourite  child  of  hers. 

She  was  fully  sensible  of  this  kindness,  and  returned  her 
son's  affection  to  some  extent.  I  have  never  observed,  ex- 
cept in  a  single  instance — that  of  the  filial  homage,  affec- 
tionate regard,  and  dutifulness  of  Sir  Moses  Montefiore  to 
his  venerable  mother — the  same  deference,  honour,  and 
child-like  love  shewn  by  a  man  advanced  in  years  to  a 
parent,  as  was  exhibited  by  Keppel  Craven  to  his  mother. 
And  in  this  particular  case  the  merit  of  the  son's  conduct 
was  certainly  enhanced  by  a  great  deal  of  eccentricity  on 
the  part  of  her  whose  happiness  and  comfort  were  the  chief 
objects  of  his  care. 

Mr.  Augustus  Craven,  the  only  son  of  the  Hon.  R. 
Keppel  Craven,  was  attached  to  the  Mansion  at  Naples  in 
the  latter  part  of  1830,  and  to  that  at  Frankfort  in  1833; 
was  appointed  paid  attach^  at  Lisbon  in  1836,  at  Brussels 
in  1839;  was  made  Secretary  of  Legation,  at  Stuttgardt, 
in  1843.**  He  acted,  for  a  short  time,*  as  Private  Secre- 
tary to  the  Marquis  of  Normanby,  at  Paris,  in  1846,  and 

deposited  in  the  same  vault  with  those  of  my  beloved  mother,  and  of  my  ever 
regretted  friend  Sir  Wm.  Gell,  in  the  English  burying  ground  in  this  city. 

"  And  I  moreover  direct  that  wherever  my  decease  may  occur,  my  funeral 
•hall  be  performed  aa  privately  and  in  a  manner  as  free  from  all  unnecessary 
expence  aa  possible,  that  none  of  my  friends  and  acquaintances  be  solicited  to 
attend  it,  and  that  no  carriage,  excepf  the  hearse  that  conveys  my  remains, 
be  employed  on  the  occasion,  having  ever  considered  such  ceremonies  as  vain 
and  ostentatious,  painfully  oppressive  to  those  who  grieve,  and  insufferably 
tedious  to  those  that  do  not." 

•  Foreign  Office  List  for  1864,  p  51. 
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resigned  his  post  at  Stuttgardt  in  1852.  A  little  later,  he 
was  a  candidate,  on  the  liberal  interest,  for  the  representa- 
tion of  the  county  of  Dublin,  and  was  defeated. 

LETTERS  TO  LADY  BLESSINGTON  FBOM  THE  HON.  KEPPEL  CRAVEN. 

"  Pente,  near  Salerno,  August  29th,  1835. 

"  Your  last  kind  letter,  and  the  very  flattering  expressions  it 
contained,  ought  to  have  received  an  earlier  answer  than  I  have 
bestowed  upon  it,  but  I  am  not  the  less  grateful ;  and  you  will 
admit  the  validity  of  an  excuse  for  silence,  when  I  inform  you 
that  it  has  been  protracted  from  a  desire  of  giving  you  a  better 
account  of  our  friend  Gell,  than  I  could  have  done  two  months 
ago.  Then,  indeed,  his  state  of  health  was  such  as  to  excite  con- 
siderable alarm,  but  about  the  beginning  of  August  a  crisis  ap- 
pears to  have  taken  place,  and  a  considerable  improvement  has 
been  the  consequence ;  he  is  now  here,  where  he  has  been  staying 
a  week ;  but  that  would  prove  nothing  in  favour  of  his  amended 
condition,  as  even  at  its  worst  period  his  courage  and  activity  of 
mind  never  drooped,  and  he  went  out  just  as  usual 

"  I  wish  I  could  add  to  this,  that  I  am  free  from  all  apprehen- 
sion ;  but  as  long  as  a  tendency  to  somnolency  continues,  the 
only  symptom  which  has  not  disappeared,  I  feel  uneasy.  This 
affection  is  considerably  diminished,  that  is,  modified  in  its  form 
and  periods,  but  still  it  exists  to  a  degree  that  must  undergo  great 
alteration  before  his  friends  can  find  their  minds  totally  re-assured 
with  regard  to  the  consequences ;  that  this  may  occur  I  am  as- 
sured by  his  physicians  is  probable,  and  Heaven  knows  I  am  but 
too  well  disposed  to  believe  them.  In  addition  to  this  fund  of 
uneasiness,  I  have  had  some  occupations  of  an  annoying  nature 
in  the  uncertainty  which  arose  and  hung  over  my  son's  departure, 
who,  with  his  wife,  is  gone  to  France  for  some  months.  This 
had  been  decided  some  time  back,  but  the  approach  of  the  cholera 
southwards,  urged  them  to  anticipate  their  intended  departure,  for 
fear  of  finding  themselves  shut  into  the  north  of  Italy,  and  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides  with  sanitary  cordons. 

"  I  have  been  staying  here  ever  since  the  beginning  of  June, 
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occupied  much  as  usual,  with  additions  and  improvements,  which 
however,  have  somewhat  changed  their  form,  as  I  begin  to  reap 
the  enjoyments  of  past  labours,  instead  of  undertaking  new  ones. 
I  have  had  some  visitors,  enough  to  break  upon  the  unwearied 
tenor  of  my  usual  habits,  but  not  too  frequently  to  prevent  the 
resumption  of  them. 

"  I  ought  before  this  to  have  thanked  you  for  your  offer  of 
assistance  with  regard  to  the  publication  of  my  last  journey,  a 
proposal  which  I  should  most  gratefully  avail  myself  of,  should 
circumstances  favour  its  appearance ;  it  is  now  completed,  and 
copied  out  in  a  fair  legible  hand,  therefore  accessible  to  the  in- 
spection of  any  bookseller,  who,  of  course,  will  choose  to  examine 
it  before  any  stipulations  are  made.  I  will  seek  an  opportunity 
of  forwarding  it  to  England,  and  if  I  find  one,  will  take  the 
liberty  of  addressing  it  to  you,  as  its  guardian  ;  in  the  mean 
while  I  may  as  well  state  the  nature  of  the  work  and  its  con- 
twits,  which  are  the  result  of  various  excursions  in  the  northern 
provinces  of  this  kingdom,  that  is  the  Abruzzi ;  to  these  are  added 
others  less  extended,  in  the  district  of  Samnium  and  Basilicata, 
and  other  less  remote  parts,  but  certainly  not  better  known.  The 
whole  would  form  a  quarto  volume  about  the  size  of  the  last  I 
published  relative  to  the  South,  and,  as  far  as  I  can  judge,  written 
in  the  same  manner — that  is,  in  that  of  an  Itinerary,  principally 
useful  to  such  as  are  inclined  to  examine  those  regions,  but  not 
arriving  at  any  details  of  science  or  statistics.  There  are  some 
drawings  annexed,  but  I  would  leave  the  expediency  of  adding 
them  to  the  work,  to  the  publisher's  decision,  though  I  think  they 
would  add  considerably  to  the  effect,  as  they  are  selected  from 
many,  represent  spots  entirely  unknown  and  of  some  interest,  as 
well  from  their  locality  as  their  picturesque  accompaniments,  all 
which  I  state,  in  case  any  previous  enquiry  should  be  made  as 
to  the  general  nature  of  the  work.  Gell,  in  whose  room  I  am 
now  writing,  requests  his  kindest  regards  to  you ;  may  I  beg  you 
will  add  mine  to  Count  D'Orsay,  and  believe  me,  dear  Lady 
Blessington, 

"  Yours  most  obliged  and  sincerely, 

"R.  Keppel  Craven.* 

VOL.   II.  L 
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"Naples,  April  17,1836. 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  judge  of  the  impression  your  last  kind 
letter  produced  upon  me,  by  the  tardiness  I  have  observed  in  re- 
plying to  it ;  but  for  this  I  shall  offer  no  apology ;  acquiescing  in 
all  your  friendly  expressions  regarding  the  loss  I  have  sustained,9 
is  but  a  poor  way  of  denoting  my  thanks,  and  I  deferred  offering 
them  till  I  could  at  the  same  time  inform  you  with  some  certainty 
of  my  intended  movements  for  the  summer,  which  I  now  can  do, 
having  determined  to  leave  this  very  early  in  the  ensuing  month, 
and  to  proceed  as  rapidly  as  a  weary-spent  and  not  a  very  robust 
state  of  health  will  allow  me,  resting  only  a  few  days  at  Paris,  so 
that  I  hope  to  be  in  London  in  the  first  week  of  June,  when  I 
need  not  say  you  will  be  very  shortly  apprized  of  my  arrival.  I 
have  been  very  busy  in  arranging  the  memorials  I  preserve  of 
our  excellent  friend,  so  as  to  have  them  constantly  under  my  in- 
spection. You  know  that  there  are  various  ways  of  finding  relief 
which  differ  according  to  the  disposition  and  habits  of  the  sufierer 
in  similar  cases,  and  I  own  that  flying  from,  or  destroying  every 
record  which  recalls  the  person  lamented,  does  not  appear  (to  me 
at  least)  an  efficacious  mode  of  obtaining  consolation ;  for  surely 
it  does  not  require  such  tangible  mementos  of  departed  excellence 
to  remind  one  of  an  irreparable  loss,  the  conviction  of  which  will 
intrude  itself  at  all  times,  and  through  every  circumstance  of 
social  or  solitary  life?  I  have,  therefore,  amalgated  the  books  of 
which  I  have  possession  with  my  own,  in  a  manner  that  no  eye 
but  mine  can  detect ;  and  they  serve  to  adorn,  and  give  additional 
value  to,  the  apartment  I  always  inhabit  The  drawings  I  have 
placed  in  two  cabinets,  in  drawers,  excepting  those  forming  a 
series  of  his  '  Travels  in  Greece,'  which  I  knew  he  wished  to  be 
finally  bestowed  on  the  British  Museum :  these  are  all  in  one 
case  with  his  initials,  and  at  my  death  shall  be  removed  to  that 
destination,  more  worthy,  perhaps,  of  their  merits  than  their 
present  position,  but  not  more  honoured  by  the  owner. 

"  We  had  a  beautiful  month  of  March,  which  has  been  fol- 
lowed by  an  April  reminding  us  of  January,  the  rigour  of  which 
still  endures  in  the  shape  of  cold  winds,  stormy  showers,  melted 

•  The  death  of  Sir  William  Gefl. 
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snow,  and  other  irregularities,  as  ill  suited  to  the  season  as  to  the 
latitude* 

€t  There  are  numerous  arrivals  from  Rome,  but  few  of  name 
or  note.  S.  Carlo  is  closed  altogether,  and  the  season  more  than 
usually  dull  in  every  respect  I  fear  your  friend  Count  Matus- 
chewitz  must  be  singularly  struck  with  it,  but  he  seems  in  high 
good  humour,  and  does  not  complain ;  he  has  favoured  me  with 
his  company  to  dinner  a  few  times,  and  I  find  him  everything 
you  describe;  he  has  taken  the  Palazzo  Fernandina,  and  is 
getting  it  up.  There  could  not  be  a  better  selection,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  he  will  find  it  so ;  but  he  is  still  at  the  inn,  the  house 
not  being  yet  ready  for  him.  The  King  is  at  present  enjoying 
the  honours  of  a  camp  composed  of  about  a  third  of  his  forces, 
near  Salerno ;  this  is  an  amusement  he  was  much  inclined  to  in 
his  early  days  of  celibacy,  but  latterly  his  growing  attachment  to 
his  poor  young  wife  appeared  to  have  absorbed  his  attention; 
however,  after  three  months'  mourning,  he  has  had  recourse  to 
this  object,  either  to  resume  his  bachelor's  avocations,  or  perhaps 
by  way  only  of  a  little  dissipation.  There  are  already  reports  of 
his  having  the  intention  of  travelling  to  seek  a  worthy  successor 
of  the  late  Queen ;  and  they  are  not  without  probability.  To 
the  questions  you  put,  and  which  appear  to  be  but  too  natural  re- 
specting Gell's  last  days,  or  rather  weeks,  I  find  it  difficult  to 
return  a  positive  answer,  more  especially  as  to  his  own  feelings 
respecting  his  state.  I  think  that  at  times  he  was  quite  aware 
that  his  system  had  received  a  blow  from  which  it  could  never 
recover,  and  that,  as  &r  back  as  this  time  twelve  months ;  but  he 
had  continued  sa  many  months  under  the  impression  of  repeated 
somnolence,  of  somnolence  totally  free  from  bodily  suffering, 
that  I  don't  apprehend  he  considered  himself  worse  at  the  end  of 
the  year  than  last  spring.  He  was  not  aware  of  his  increasing 
debility :  and  as  the  functions  of  his  stomach  continued  unim- 
paired until  within  but  two  days  before  the  sad  event,  when  a 
general  and  rapid  decay  of  all  the  vital  functions  occurred,  I 
don't  think  that  his  reflections  dwelt  upon  his  dissolution  as 
being  very  near.  Nevertheless,  his  last  will,  about  which  he 
was  very  anxious,  was  executed  little  more  than  a  week  before 

L  2 
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his  decease,  and  occasionally  he  would  allude  to  the  event  itself 
in  an  indirect  manner;  for  on  receiving  some  books  about  a 
month  before  it  happened,  and  my  asking  him  to  lend  some 
to  me,  he  said,  'You  had  better  read  them  when  they 
are  your  own — and  you  are  not  likely  to  wait  long.'  I  find  in 
his  daily  journal,  in  which  he  noted  observations  on  his  health, 
about  Christmas,  these  words — *  May  consider  myself  well?  He 
had  rallied  to  what  appeared  a  very  improved  condition,  about 
three  weeks  before  the  catastrophe ;  but  it  was  principally  in  the 
suspension  of  the  lethargic  affections  that  had  so  long  oppressed 
him  that  this  was  evident,  and  the  consequence  was,  that  having 
much  longer  intervals  of  clear  consciousness  and  reflection,  he 
was  undoubtedly  more  awake  to  his  situation  both  morally  and 
physically ;  for  he  then  complained  of  bodily  ailings,  much  more 
than  during  his  whole  malady,  though  to  all  appearance  they 
had  ceased.  He  never  ceased,  I  don't  say  for  an  hour,  but  an 
instant,  to  have  a  book  open  before  him  ;  and  though  he  could 
not  fix  his  eyes  for  two  minutes  at  a  time  on  its  contents,  he 
nevertheless  understood  it,  and  could  afterwards  talk  of  the 
work  in  a  manner  which  proved,  that  while  his  mental  powers 
were  awake  they  were  as  strong  as  ever — more  especially  his 
memory ;  but  the  state  he  was  in  caused  much  confusion  in  his 
ideas  of  time  and  distance,  of  which  he  was  aware,  and  com- 
plained of. 

"  I  cannot  end  my  letter  without  thanking  you  for  your  very 
kind  offer  of  receiving  me  at  Gore  House,  and  conferring  on  me 
the  many  advantages  such  a  residence  must  ensure ;  but  I  fear 
my  stay  in  England  will  be  too  short  to  allow  me  to  accept  them 
more  extendedly  than  in  as  frequent  visits  as  it  will  allow  me  to 
pay.  Towards  these  I  look  forward  with  real  satisfaction  and 
anticipated  gratitude. 

"  R.  K.  Craven." 

"  Monday  evening,  June  27th,  1836. 
"You   have  my  best  thanks   for   the   two  numbers  of  the 
'  Athenaeum '  you  were  so  good  as  to  send  me ;  the  article  you  so 
obligingly  bestowed  is  the  same  I  had  read,  in  its  most  valuable 
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parts ;  the  other  having  only  some  additions  relative  to  our  friend's 
descendants  and  family.  I  feel  very  thankful  for  what  you  have 
stated  of  me,  though  I  flatter  myself  it  is  no  more  than  the  strict 
truth  in  all  that  regards  my  affection  for  one  so  deserving  of  it 
By  what  you  say  of  him,  I  am  still  more  grateful,  for  it  does 
justice  to  his  exalted  qualities  in  the  most  concise  and  yet  the 
most  elegant  manner. 

"  R.  Keppel  Craven." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THOMAS  JAMES  MATHIAS,   ESQ.,  F.B.8.,  F.8.A. 

Me.  Mathias  took  the  degree  of  B.  A.,  in  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge,  in  1774.  Shortly  after  taking  the  degree  of 
M.A.,  he  quitted  College,  and  obtained  an  office  at  tie 
Court,  that  of  Clerk  to  the  Queen's  Treasurer,  and  subse- 
quently that  of  Treasurer  of  Her  Majesty's  Household. 
The  rampant  Toryism  which  prevailed  about  the  court  of 
George  the  Third,  soon  and  strongly  infected  the  young 
Cantab  official.  He  became  a  political  satirst  and  a  poetical 
politician,  and  devoted  to  party  the  noble  talents  which 
were  given  for  mankind. 

In  1781  he  published  "  Runic  Odes,"  imitated  from  the 
Norse  tongue,  in  4to. 

In  the  controversy  concernfng  the  authenticity  of  the 
Rowley  poems,  assisted  by  Dr.  Glynn,  he  espoused  the 
cause  of  Chatterton,  and  expended  a  great  deal  of  energy 
in  vindicating  the  young  literary  impostor,  in  a  brochure, 
"  On  the  Evidences,  internal  and  external,  relating  to  the 
Poems  attributed  to  Thomas  Rowley,"  in  8vo.,  in  1783. 

In  1794  he  published  the  first  part  of  an  anonymous 
poem,  4  The  Pursuits  of  Literature,"  which  was  eventually 
compiled  in  four  parts. 

This  work  attracted  universal  notice,  chiefly  on  account 
of  the  extensive  and  erudite  notes,  which  abounded  with 
evidences  of  varied  learning  and  scholastic  attainments, 
combined  with  a  bitter  spirit  of  sarcastic  criticism,  arrayed 
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against  everything  liberal  in  politics  or  religion,  under  the 
guise  of  a  constitutional  and  Christian  zeal  against  revolu- 
tionary principles,  and  infidel  or  unorthodox  opinions. 

The  leading  Whigs  of  the  times  were  castigated  by  Mr. 
Mathias  with  merciless  rancour,  but  with  signal  ability. 
The  chiefs  of  Toryism,  on  the  other  hand,  were  incensed, 
till  the  atmosphere  around  them  reeked,  with  eulogistic 
vapour,  and  the  swing  of  the  censer  became  monotonously 
wearisome  and*  ennuyant  Several  other  works  appeared 
in  succession  from  1794  to  1832.* 

Mathias  had  some  peculiarities  of  an  amusing  character, 
or  petits  ridicules,  which  Lady  Blessington  has  duly  recorded 
in  her  Italian  diaries:  his  memory  was  very  tenacious 
at  dinner-time  in  regard  to  dates  of  early  productions  of 
vegetables  and  the  first  appearance  of  certain  meats  at 
particular  seasons.  He  was  always  reminded,  at  the  first 
sight  of  green  peas  on  the  table,  of  the  exact  day  on  which 
he  had  partaken  of  them  the  preceding  year.  It  was  the 
same  with  spring-fowl,   game,  asparagus;   and  as  each 


•  In  1794  he  published  anonymously,  "  The  Imperial  Epistle  from  Kien 
Long  to  George  the  Third;"  in  1795,  "The  Political  Dramatist  of  the  House 
of  Commons  ;"  in  1796,  "  Letter  to  the  Marquis  of  Buckingham,  chiefly  on 
the  subject  of  the  numerous  French  Emigrant  Priests,"  by  a  Layman;  in 
1798,  "  the  Shade  of  Alexander  Pope  on  the  Banks  of  the  Thames/'  a  satirical 
poem,  occasioned  chiefly,  but  not  wholly,  by  the  residence  there  of  the  Right 
Honourable  Henry  Grattan ;  in  1798,  "  Odes  English  and  Latin,"  (new 
edition) ;  in  1802,  "  Componimenti  lyrici  di  piu  illustri  Poetici  d'ltalia,"  in 
3  toIs.  12mo. ;  in  1802,  "  Commentari  intorno  all'  Istoria  della  Poesia 
Italians,"  per  Crescimbeni,  3  vols.  12mo. ;  in  1805,  "Canzoni  e  prosa 
Toscane;".  in  1808,  "  Agguinta  al  componimenti  lyrici  de  piu  illustri 
Poeti  d'ltalia,"  3  vols,  small  8vo. ;  in  1809,"  Saffa— Drama  lyrica  tradotto 
dell1  Inglese  de  Mason,"  in  8vo. ;  in  1812,  "Licida,  de  Giovanni 
Milton,  tradotta  dal  Inglese,"  in  8vo.  He  edited  in  1803,  Tira- 
boschi's  "  Storia  della  poesia  Italians ;"  in  1806,  "  Della  Ragion  Poetica,  di 
Gravina;"  in  1814,  "The  Works  of  Thomas  Gray,  with  his  Life,  and  addi- 
tions" 
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entremet  was  offered  to  him,  he  invariably  exclaimed,  "God 
bless  my  soul!  what  a  delicious  dish!  God  bless  my 
soul!" 

Another  of  poor  Mr.  Mathias*  peculiarities,  was  a  terror 
that  had  got  possession  of  his  mind,  of  being  driven  over 
by  the  curricolos  which  dash  along  the  streets  of  Naples. 

He  has  been  often  seen  posted  at  the  corner  of  streets 
for  a  considerable  time,  anxiously  looking  out  for  a  favour- 
able opportunity  to  make  a  dart  across  the  street  with 
security  to  his  person,  trying  to  muster  courage  to 
make  the  dreaded  rush,  or  waiting  for  some  charitable 
passenger  to  give  an  arm  to  him ;  and  frequently,  when 
half  across,  he  has  been  known  to  make  a  sudden  retrograde 
movement,  and  to  have  run  back  to  the  refuge  of  his  cor- 
ner, exclaiming,  "  God  bless  my  soul !" 

To  Sir  William  Gell  the  peculiarities  of  Mathias  were  in- 
valuable foundations  for  ludicrous  anecdote.  On  one  oc- 
casion he  dined  in  a  restaurateur's  in  company  with  Mathias, 
when  a  very  heavy  shower  of  rain  was  pattering  against 
the  Venetian  blinds :  observing  a  cat  and  dog  making  their 
appearance  in  the  salon,  Gell  exclaimed,  "It  is  raining 
cats  and  dogs !"  Whereupon  Mathias,  catching  a  glimpse 
of  the  animals  that  had  just  entered,  said  gravely,  u  God 

bless  my  soul !  so  it  does !  so  it  does ! S'il  n'etait 

pas  vrai  au  moins  c'est  bieu  trouv&" 

For  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life  Mathias  resided 
wholly  in  Naples.  Those  who  remember  that  city  some 
thirty  years  ago,  will  not  readily  forget  the  literary  recluse 
of  the  old  Palace  of  the  Pizzofalcone,  the  distinguished 
scholar  and  elegant  writer,  then  verging  on  old  age,  not 
yet  absolutely  in  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf  of  life,  but  with 
that  air  and  aspect  of  senility  which  bookish  habits  of  an 
inveterate  nature,  and  their  influence  on  health,  seldom 
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fail  to  impart  to  mien  and  manner  of  men  of  literary  pur- 
suits. 

Mr.  Mathias  was  a  man  of  small  stature,  of  fine  intelli- 
gent features,  but  of  a  sarcastic  expression.  Had  he  been 
more  attenuated,  more  animated,  yet  somewhat  paler  and 
more  thoughtful,  his  eyes  larger  and  more  fit  for  absorbing 
and  reserving  light  to  flash  out  in  the  excitement  of  animated 
conversation,  he  might  be  said  to  resemble  Lamennais  in 
the  latter  years  of  his  life. 

The  climate  and  the  literature  of  Italy  had  become  in- 
dispensable enjoyments  to  Mr.  Mathias ;  he  lived  by  him- 
self and  for  himself  in  those  enjoyments.  Those  who  knew 
Mm  well,  held  him  in  something  approaching  to  esteem; 
those  who  did  not,  looked  on  him  in  the  literary  and  elegant 
foreign  society  of  Naples  in  which  he  allowed  himself  occa- 
sionally to  be  drawn  from  his  old  Italian  books,  and  poetic 
reveries,  as  an  ungenial  old  man,  with  no  kindness  in  his 
nature,  and  no  sympathies  with  his  fellow  men  who  were 
not  devoted  to  Italian  literature  and  familiar  with  his 
"pursuits"  in  it. 

Mr.  Mathias  died  in  August,  1835. 

He  was  in  the  habit  of  making  presents  of  his  later 
Italian  productions  and  translations  of  English  poems  into 
Italian  to  Lady  Blessington  accompanied  by  little  notes, 
one  of  which  may  serve  as  a  specimen  : 

LBTTBR  OF  THOMAS  JAMES  MATHIAS,  ESQ.,  TO  LADY 
BLESSINGTON. 

"  74,  Monte  dTddio,  Pizzo-Falcone, 
"May  13,  1825. 
"MyDeab  Madam, 

u  As  I  have  heard  lately  that  you  have  given  much  application 
to  the  language  of  Italy,  I  am  induced  to  hope  that  you  will  oblige 
me  by  accepting  a  little  volume  lately  printed  in  Naples.     You 
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are  well  acquainted  with  '  The  Minstrel '  of  Dr.  Beattie,  and  he  is 
now  desirous  of  claiming  your  ladyship's  attention  in  a  Tuscan 
instead  of  his  Highland  dress. 

"  Believe  me,  my  dear  Madam, 

"  Your  Ladyship's  sincere  and  obedient  servant, 

"T.  J.  Maihus/ 


JAMES  MILLINGEN,  ESQ. 

This  celebrated  classical  antiquary  died  at  Florence,  the 
1st  of  October,  1845.  Mr.  Millingen  was  the  eldest  son  of 
Mr.  M.  Millingen,  formerly  of  Queen  s  Square,  Westminster. 
From  early  life  he  distinguished  himself  among  archaeolo- 
gists, and  was  particularly  fitted  for  his  antiquarian  pur- 
suits, by  his  intimate  acquaintance  with  Greek  literature 
and  history,  his  critical  acumen,  good  taste,  and  judgment 
He  published  numerous  works  on  fictile  vases — "  Ancient 
Unedited  Monuments,"  "  Painted  Greek  Vases,"  "  The  Me- 
dallic  History  of  Napoleon,"  and  on  "  Numismatic  Subjecti 
connected  with  Rome,"  "Etruria,"  "Grecia  Magna,"  &c  Mr. 
Millingen  enjoyed  a  small  pension  of  £100  a  year  from  the 
British  government.  He  left  two  sons,  one  of  them  for- 
merly physician  to  Lord  Byron,  at  Missolonghi,  was  recently 
physician  to  the  Sultan ;  the  other  is  on  the  retired  list  of 
the  medical  department  of  the  East  India  Company. 

For  several  years  this  eminent  antiquarian  carried  on  his 
favourite  pursuits  in  Rome,  Naples,  and  Florence.  His 
profound  knowledge  of  numismatics,  and  of  antique  gems 
and  Etruscan  vases,  had  rendered  him  the  first  authority  in 
his  day  in  these  matters.  When  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
knowing  him,  in  Naples,  in  1821  and  1822,  he  was  far 
advanced  in  years — a  mild  gentlemanly,  accomplished 
person,  courted  in  all  circles  of  literary  and  refined  people, 
whether  English  or  Italian. 
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LETTERS   FROM  JAMBS    MttUNGEN,  ESQ.,  TO   LADY 
BLES8INGTON. 

"Florence,  October  24,  1834. 

"  I  met  with  an  accident  on  the  road,  and  escaped  being  robbed 
and  carried  up  to  the  mountains.  Though  safe  for  a  time,  I 
should  advise,  however,  any  person  to  take  great  precaution 
between  Naples  and  Rome,  as* the  banditti,  who  are  now 
desperate,  and  concealed  very  much,  make  an  attack  when 
least  expected. 

"You  have  heard,  without  doubt,  of  the  recovery  of  the  un- 
fortunate Miss  Bathursf  8  body ;  it  was  the  general  subject  of 
conversation  for  two  or  three  days,  and  one  not  at  all  calculated 
to  dispel  my  disposition  to  gloominess. 

"  What  a  contrast  between  its  state  at  the  moment  of  the  fatal 
accident,  and  that  to  which  it  was  reduced  by  remaining  so  long 
in  the  water,  six  months  and  ten  days !  It  would,  perhaps,  have 
been  better  for  her  parents  and  friends,  if  the  discovery  had  not 
been  made,  as  it  renews  all  their  grief. 

"  It  is  surprising  how  much  interest  the  Romans  of  all  classes 
expressed  on  the  occasion^  It  was,  in  fact,  an  event  highly  de- 
plorable and  tragical. 

"  Pray  tell  Alfred,  that  I  saw  Mr.  A at  Rome,  who  will  be 

most  happy  to  shew  him  every  possible  attention  on  his  arrival ; 
he  recollects  having  seen  him,  when  a  very  fine  child,  at  his 
grandmother's. 

"  Previously  to  my  quitting  Rome,  I  left  with  Mr.  Freeborn  a 
copy  of  my  work  on  vases,  which  I  beg  you  will  have  the  good- 
ness to  accept,  and  honour  with  a  place  in  your  library.  I  hope 
the  label  on  the  book  may  sometimes  catch  your  eye,  and  recall 
me  to  your  recollection. 

"  I  never  can  express  to  you,  my  dear  lady,  how  much  I  am 
sensible  to  all  the  kindness  which  I  have  received  from  you  since 
I  had  the  happiness  to  make  your  acquaintance,  nor  can  I  ever 
forget  the  agreeable  moments  I  passed  in  ybur  society.  I  regret 
much  that  I  could  not  enjoy  them  longer.  I  must  go  to  England : 
I  have  hopes  of  seeing  you. 

"J.   MlLLIHGBN." 
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"  Palazzo  Calabrella,  Friday  Morning. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  to  thank  your  ladyship  sufficiently  for 
your  kind  note,  and  for  the  interest  you  are  so  good  as  to  take  in 
my  convalescence." 

"  I  am  quite  confused  at  your  eulogies  of  my  productions,  and 
must  ascribe  them  solely  to  your  indulgence  and  kindness.  As 
such  they  are  highly  grateful  J»  me. 

"J.   MlLUXGEH." 

EDWARD  DODWELL,  ESQ. 

This  erudite  topographer  and  traveller,  having  spent  a 
large  portion  of  his  life  in  travelling,  took  up  his  perma- 
nent abode  in  Rome,  and  in  1826  was  enjoying  there  his 
literary  ease  and  leisure  in  a  very  dignified  manner,  sur- 
rounded with  all  the  elegancies  of  modern  luxury,  and  a 
great  many  of  the  rarities  of  ancient  art.  Mr.  Dodwell  is 
known  principally  in  the  literary  world  by  his  "  Travels  in 
Greece,"  a  work  of  considerable  erudition  and  research. 

At  about  the  age  of  sixty  he  married  a  young  Roman 
lady  of  a  noble  family,  of  great  beauty,  who  was  young 
enough,  in  common  parlance,  to  be  his  daughter.  The  old 
English  antiquarian  and  his  blooming  Italian  bride  were  no 
less  disproportioned  in  age  than  dissimilar  in  tastes;  but 
they  lived  most  happily  together.  Lady  B.,  on  one  occa- 
sion, when  he  was  descanting  with  enthusiastic  ardour  on 
the  rare  perfections  of  an  Egyptian  mummy  of  some 
princess,  whose  flesh  had  blood  in  it,  and  her  bones  marrow 
in  them  upwards  of  three  thousand  years  ago,  could  not 
help  giving  a  glance  at  his  beautiful  young  wife  standing 
by  him,  u  offering  in  her  own  person  one  of  the  most  fault- 
less models  of  loveliness  ever  beheld,  while  the  arch  smile 
that  played  round  her  lips  seemed  to  say,  that  living 
beauties  might  be  found  to  compete  with  the  dead  ones." 

Mr.  Dodwell  ended  his  career  in  Rome  in  1832,  while 
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engaged  in  his  favourite  archaeological  pursuits,  making  re- 
searches among  the  ruins  of  the  Eternal  City,  on  the  sub- 
ject of  Cyclopoean  architecture. 

LETTEB  FBOM. EDWARD  DODWELL,   ESQ.,   TO  LADT 
BLES8INGTON. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  I  shall  not  be  able  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
dining  with  you  to-day,  as  I  have  got  an  irruption  of  Vesuvius 
on  my  forehead,  which  is  not  only  painful  but  unseemly,  and 
Miss  Power  would  never  admire  my  beauty  again,  were  she  to 
see  me  with  such  a  patch,  and  in  such  a  plight 

"  Edwabd  Dodwell." 

THE  ARCHBISHOP  OF  TARENTO. 

This  venerable  prelate  is  well  described  by  Mr.  Willis, 
in  his  "  Pencillings  by  the  Way :" 

"  A  friend,  whom  I  met  at  the  same  house,  took  me  to 
see  the  Archbishop  of  Tarento  yesterday.  This  venerable 
man,  it  is  well  known,  lost  his  gown  for  his  participation  in 
the  cause  of  the  Carbonari  (the  revolutionary  conspirators 
of  Italy).  He  has  always  played  a  conspicuous  part  in  the 
politics  of  his  time,  and  now,  at  the  age  of  ninety,  unlike 
the  usual  fate  of  meddlers  in  troubled  waters,  he  is  a 
healthy,  happy,  venerated  old  man,  surrounded  in  his  palace 
with  all  that  luxury  can  give  him.  The  lady  who  pre- 
sented me,  took  the  privilege  of  intimate  friendship  to  call 
at  an  unusual  hour,  and  we  found  the  old  churchman  in 
his  slippers,  over  his  breakfast,  with  two  immense  tortoise- 
shell  cats,  upon  stools,  watching  his  hand  for  bits  of  bread, 
and  purring  most  affectionately.  He  looks  like  one  of 
Titian's  pictures.  His  face  is  a  wreck  of  commanding 
features,  and  his  eye  seems  less  to  have  lost  its  fire,  than  to 
slumber  in  its  deep  socket.  His  hair  is  snowy  white — his 
forehead  of  prodigious  breadth  and  height — and  his  skin 
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has  that  calm,  settled,  and  yet  healthy  paleness,  which 
carries  with  it  die  history  of  a  whole  life  of  temperance 
and  thought. 

u  The  old  man  rose  from  his  chair  with  a  smile,  and  came 
forward  with  a  stoop  and  a  feeble  step,  and  took  my  two 
hands,  as  my  friend  mentioned  my  name,  and  looked  me  in 
the  face  very  earnestly.  4  Tour  country,'  said  he,  in  Italian, 
'  has  sprung  into  existence  like  Minerva,  full-grown  and 
armed.  We  look  for  the  result'  He  went  on  with  some 
comments  upon  the  dangers  of  republics,  and  then  sent  me 
to  look  at  a  portrait  of  Queen  Giovanna,  of  Naples,  by 
Leonardo  da  Vinci,  while  he  sat  down  to  talk  with  the  lady 
who  brought  me.  His  secretary  accompanied  me  as  a 
cicerone.  Five  or  six  rooms  communicating  with  each  other, 
were  filled  with  choice  pictures,  every  one  a  gift  from  some 
distinguished  individual.  The  present  King  of  France  has 
sent  him  his  portrait;  Queen  Adelaide  had  sent  a  splendid 
set  of  Sevres  china,  with  the  portraits  of  her  family ;  the 
Queen  of  Belgium  had  presented  him  with  her  miniature 
and  that  of  Leopold;  the  King  and  Queen  of  Naples  had 
half  furnished  his  house ;  and  so  the  catalogue  went  on.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  whole  Continent  had  united  to  honour  the 
old  man."* 

Lady  Blessington  speaks  in  enthusiastic  terms  of  the 
Archbishop's  comeliness  of  person,  of  the  imposing  aspect 
of  this  beau  ideal  of  a  venerable  father  of  the  church — his 
pallid,  thoughtful  face — his  eyes  soft,  and  full  of  sensibility, 
like  those  of  a  woman — his  long  white  hair,  and  attenuated 
figure,  the  sauvity  of  countenance  and  address,  benevolence 
of  disposition,  attractiveness  of  manner,  and  refined  polite- 
ness. 

He  appeared  to  regard   Gell  with  the  affection   of  a 

•  Willis's  Pencilling!,  &c,  p.  4& 
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brother.  He  took  the  warmest  interest  in  his  antiquarian 
pursuits,  and  in  all  matters  relating  to  literary  or  scientific 
subjects.     This  venerable  prelate  died  about  1839. 

LETTERS  FROM  THE  ARCHBISHOP  OF  TABENTO  TO  LADT 
BLESSINGTON. 

"  Potrei  sperare,  mia  cara  Contessa,  di  festeggiare  l'anno  no- 
vello  Giovediprossimo?  La  mia  gran  festa  sarebbe  di  pranzare 
colle  due  sorelle,  e  col  mio  Alfredo,  e  se  vi  piasesse  anche  col 
bravo  medico.  L'ora  destinata  sarebbe  la  vostra  solita,  cio  e 
dopo  le  cinque,  poiche  io  prendo  qualche  doze  medicinale  con 
una  zuppa  verso  il  mezzo  giorno  e  quindi  nulla  soffro  fino  a  quel 
momenta     Che  ne  dite  ?    Volete  sollevare — D  vostra 

"Vecchio  Tarento." 

"  Io  son  sicuro  mia  cara  Contessa,  che  voi  mi  amate  e  per  cio 
vi  direi  che  la  mia  salute  potrebbe  risentirne  danno  nel  venire  al 
Vomero  con  questo  caldo,  non  voglio,  direste,  non  voglio. 

u  Dunque  per  non  oppormi  al  vostro  comando  vi  auguro  salute 
e  felicita  nella  ricorrenza  della  vostra  nascita  e  vi  prego  di  gradire 
lofferta  di  un  vecchio  poich^  un  vecchio non  pu6  dar  cose  nuove : 
Vi  prego  soltanto  di  ricordarvi  di  me  allorche'  la  distanza  ci  avra 
divisi.  A  colei  che  ama  i  sorci,  al  mio  caro  conte,  al  grazioso 
ospite,  ed  all*  amabile  d'Orsay,  il  bacio  sincero  ctella  vera  amicizia. 

"  L'antico  Pastoe  Tabras. 

"NapoK,  il  prmo.  7  bre,  del  1824." 

**  La  salute  dell'  antico  Tarento  si  sostiene  affronto  dall'  oblio 
della  Madonna.  II  canonico  va  meglio  ma  sempre  fra  le  tenebre. 
II  Conto  Alfredo  6  pregato  di  rimettere  il  Volume  del  Viaggio 
Pittoresco,  poich^  per  la  morte  dell'  ottimo  Denon  si  deve  dirig- 
gere  a  Parigi  una  notizia  di  qual  travaglio,  nel  quale  ebbe  parte 
quel  bravo  litterato. 

«  Napoli,  li  16  Maggio,  1825." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

COUNT  MATUSCHEWITZ. 

Count  Matuschewitz  ^played  an  important  part  in  the 
great  diplomatic  performances  of  the  northern  powers  some 
thirty  years  ago.  He  was  a  brother  actor  of  Count  Pozzo 
di  Borgo,  Prince  Paul  Esterhazy,  Metternich,  and  the 
Baron  Bulow,  on  some  memorable  occasions,  at  a  later 
period. 

On  the  accomplishment  of  the  French  Revolution  of 
1830,  which  came  like  a  thunder-clap  on  the  courts  of 
Europe,  the  capital  of  England  became  the  head  quarters 
of  the  councils  of  the  diplomatic  representations  of  the 
principal  great  powers.  With  a  view  to  the  restoration  of 
the  balance  of  power,  or  the  regulation,  at  least,  of  the 
recent  disturbance  of  the  European  system,  Talleyrand, 
Pozzo  di  Borgo,  Esterhazy,  Matuschewitz,  and  others,  oc- 
casionally met  at  Baron  Bulow's,  whose  opinions  it  is  said 
ultimately  prevailed  in  the  diplomatic  councils,  which  a 
little  later  took  the  title  of  the  Hollando-Belgian  Con- 
ferences. 

Count  Matuschewitz  was  a  native  of  Poland,  of  noble 
birth,  who  had  been  educated  in  France,  and  was  a  distin- 
guished pupil  of  the  Polytechnic  School.  When  the  Em- 
perors Alexander  and  Napoleon  were  on  terms  of  amity,  the 
former  requested  the  services  of  two  of  the  pupils  of  the 
Polytechnic  of  most  merit.  Matuschewitz  was  one  of  the 
two  pupils  chosen  by  Napoleon  to  correspond  to  the  wishes 
of  the  Autocrat. 
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In  the  Russian  civil  service  he  bore  out  fully  the  high 
reputation  he  had  gained  at  the  Polytechnic,  not  only  as  a 
distinguished  scholar  and  proficient,  especially  in  the  ab- 
stract sciences,  but  in  diplomacy.  He  was  a  lover  of  plea- 
sure, however,  and  his  ruling  passion  is  said  to  have  been  for 
the  chase.  He  sometimes,  at  the  seat  even  of  diplomatic 
conferences,  made  his  appearance  on  horseback,  uniting  in 
his  costume  and  character  the  modern  Nimrod  with  the 
Russian  Nestor  of  diplomacy. 

In  the  diplomatic  career  which  this  gentleman  pursued, 
in  the  service  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia,  at  the  court  of 
Stockholm,  his  reputation  for  astuteness,  penetration,  tact, 
and  ability,  stood  extremely  high  with  the  other  European 
ministers.  He  had  spent  much  time  in  England,  and  ac- 
quired the  tastes,  habits,  and  manners  of  an  Englishman. 
He  is  said  to  have  largely  enjoyed  the  confidence  of  the 
Emperor  of  Russia,  to  have  been  deeply  versed  in  the  secrets 
of  Russian  policy,  and  in  all  great  emergencies  of  state  in 
which  relations  with  foreign  powers  were  concerned,  to  have 
been  consulted  by  the  Autocrat.  Bearing  in  mind  the  po- 
sition he  occupied,  and  the  advantages  it  bestowed  on  him, 
his  letters  will  be  read  with  interest.  The  high  character 
of  the  Count  for  honourable  principles  and  integrity,  his 
easy  manners  and  gentlemanlike  deportment,  his  cultivated 
mind  and  tastes,  made  him  a  welcome  guest  in  the  best  so- 
ciety of  every  country  he  visited.  The  Count's  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  English  language  and  mastery  of  its 
idiom  as  exhibited  in  those  letters  are  truly  surprising. 

LETTEBS  FROM   COUNT   MATUSCHEWITZ    TO    LADY   BLESSINGTON. 

"  Stockholm,  Nov.  5th,  1839. 

a  How  kind  and  amiable  of  you  not  to  have  allowed  Alfred's 
letter  to  depart  without  the  addition  of  a  few  lines  in  your  hand- 
writing, to  satisfy  me  that  I  still  live  in  your  friendly  recollec- 

VOL.    II.  M 
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tiou.  Depend  upon  it  your  remembrance  is  not  thrown  awaj 
upon  me.  I  should  consider  it  the  climax  of  ingratitude  were  I 
not  most  anxious  to  re-visit  good  old  England,  and  to  find  myself 
once  more  under  the  roof  of  Gore  House,  that  hospitable  root, 
under  which  I  am  certain  to  receive  a  hearty  welcome,  and  to 
meet  a  most  instructive  variety  of  eminent  characters,  who  move 
round  you  as  it  were  by  magic,  each  happy,  each  com- 
municative, each  contributing  his  quota  to  a  general  conversa- 
tion and  harmony,  which,  I  believe,  was  never  known  to  exist 
amongst  them,  except  at  your  house,  and  under  your  influence. 
I  hope  spring  will  restore  me  for  a  time  at  least,  if  not  yet  for 
good,  to  those  friends  from  whom  I  grieve  now  so  sincerely  to  be 
separated,  and  to  those  social  enjoyments  to  which  I  am  here  a 
perfect  stranger.  There  never  was  a  country  (though  not  un- 
interesting in  some  respects)  so  devoid  of  society  as  this  one.  I 
live  all  but  in  solitude,  and  my  happiness,  if  happiness  it  is  to  be 
called,  is  only  that  which  any  rational  being  ought  to  carry  with, 
and  within  himself.  Under  these  circumstances,  it  is  real 
Christian  charity  in  my  friends,  to  do  occasionally  what  they 
have  done  now  with  so  much  kindness.  Well  may  I  say  that 
tho  smallest  donation  will  be  gratefully  received.  If,  therefore, 
you  ever  have  this  winter  a  few  minutes  to  spare,  let  me  hope 
that  I  will  hear  once  more  from  you.  Another  year  will  not  be 
ushered  in  without  some  charming  publication  to  appear  under 
your  patronage.  A  copy  of  it  would  beguile  my  solitude,  and  if 
inscribed  with  your  name,  it  will  prove,  of  course,  doubly 
valuable.  Your  political  news  are  gloomy.  Some  of  my  friends 
ap|Hwr  more  sanguine,  but  others  are  the  same  opinion  with  you. 
Ii  for  one,  perceive  in  the  highest  quarters  a  turn  of  mind  which 
1  cannot  sufficiently  deplore. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  I  have  most  unscrupo- 
lottiil  v  transgressed  on  your  time  and  indulgence ;  but  I  know  ytm 
will  forgiv*  me,  and  readily  believe  that  I  will  always  remain, 

"  Yours  very  sincerely, 

M  Matuschbwto. 

11  Wliwi  you  soo  Lord  Lyndhurst,  and  Mr.  Bear  Ellice,  will 
\\w\  In*  *o  pnnl  **  to  remember  me  particularly  to  both?" 


LETTERS  OF  COUNT  MATUSCHEWITZ.  1G3 

«  Stockholm,  February  8,  1B40. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  how  fond  I  am  of  your  '  Belle  of  the 
Season.'  The  engravings  are  beautiful,  the  poetry  charming. 
If  I  was  Prince  Albert,  I  would  have  offered  to  the  Queen,  on 
the  day  of  my  marriage,  those  delightful  lines  in  which  you  have 
contrived,  though  in  one  of  your  richest  veins,  not  to  overdraw 
her  picture,  and  keeping  as  near  as  possible  to  reality  you  have 
only  clothed  it  in  admirable  language.  I  have  not  finished  yet 
your  '  Governess,"  but  it  is  une  excellent  peinture  de  mature,  in 
every  room  and  story  of  a  London  house.  Now  that  you  have 
delineated  to  life,  and  with  such  success,  Ireland  in  your 
*  Repealers,'  and  England  in  your  '  Governess, '  Scotland  is 
awaiting  your  pencil  You  really  ought  to  make  an  excursion 
north  of  the  Tweed  in  the  course  of  this  autumn.  It  will  amply 
repay  your  trouble,  and  being  drawn  from  a  recent  and  personal 
observation  of  nature  on  the  spot,  your  description  will  be,  if 
possible,  still  more  graphic  and  vivid. 

"  Now  for  a  word  or  two  of  politics.     We  have  here  the 

English  papers  only  to  January.     Poor  Prince  A !    What 

an  inauspicious  political  start  he  has  madel  The  Commons 
curtail  his  allowance  with  an  overwhelming  majority  against 
him :  the  Lords  seem  determined  to  take  away  from  him  unani- 
ir  ously  the  precedency  he  was  to  have  obtained.      Upon  my 

word,  I  don't  know  but  that  I  would  have  ventured  to  C 

under  similar  circumstances,  and  left  the  little  island  and  its- 
ministers,  to  hunt  out  a  more  popular  Prince. 

"  When  you  wrote  to  me  in  the  latter  end  of  December,  ap- 
pearances were  so  much  against  the  government,  that  no  one 
could  have  insured  its  existence  at  any  price  for  another  month ; 
but  it  strikes  me  that  since  the  opening  of  Parliament  they  look 
rather  stronger.  The  last  elections  had  turned  against  the  con- 
servatives, and  some  unaccountable  *  presentiment'  whispers  into 
my  ear,  that  the  government  majority  on  the  motion  of  want  of 
confidence,  will  have  been  such  as  to  enable  them  to  live  on. 
Next  post  will  enlighten  us  on  this  most  important  subject.  You 
have  no  idea  how  anxiously  I  do  expect  that  post  The  privilege 
question  is  also  a  very  curious  one.     I  hope  that,  acting  wkh  the 

M   2 
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wisdom  of  the  Romans  and  the  Albans  of  old,  the  Commons  and 
the  court  of  justice  will  contribute  three  champions  to  fight  out  their 
quarrel  in  mortal  combat,  Eglinton  presiding  over  the  lists.  Fancy 
our  having  here  a  Parliament  annulled,  and  a  triumphant  opposi- 
tion, and  a  little  political  crisis.  Old  Bernadotte  is  at  great  discount 
just  now,  and  will  have  a  hard  time  of  it  No  greater  misfortune 
in  this  world  than  to  live  too  long. 

"  Adieu,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington.  My  kindest  remembrances 
to  Alfred  If  ever  you  have  another  minute  to  spare,  let  me  hear 
again  from  you.  You  have  no  idea  what  pleasure  it  is  in  a  re- 
mote corner  of  Europe,  and  with  such  feelings  as  those. 

"  Matuschewitz/* 

"Naples,  May  1st,  1834. 
"  I  will  not  allow  Mr.  Keppel  Craven  to  leave  Naples  for  good 
old  England,  without  availing  myself  of  his  kind  offer  to  take  over 
a  letter  to  you.  Indeed,  I  cannot  mention  his  name,  and  not  re- 
turn you  once  more  my  most  sincere  thanks  for  the  way  in  which 
you  have  been  so  kind  as  to  recommend  me  to  him.  He  is  no 
less  agreeable  than  well-informed,  no  less  obliging  and  indulgent 
than  interesting  and  instructive  in  his  conversation.  Tou  will 
have  undoubtedly  the  greatest  pleasure  in  seeing  him  in  England, 
but  we  cannot  well  spare  him  here ;  and  as  you  abound  in  re- 
sources of  pleasant  society,  which  are  extremely  scanty  at  Naples, 
I  trust  you  will  not  charge  me  with  egotistical  cant  and  unfriendly 
feelings,  if  I  candidly  declare  that  upon  this  occasion  what  will 
give  you  satisfaction  gives  me  unfeigned  regret.  I  have  found 
Naples  in  mourning  for  the  young  Queen,  without  anything  like 
social  amusements,  or  even  social  spirit,  without  even  St  Charles' 
Theatre,  which  is  shut  up,  or  the  usual  mildness  and  beauty  of 
the  climate ;  added  to  which,  my  bankers  here  have  failed,  and 
stripped  me  of  a  good  sum  of  money,  part  of  my  establishment 
has  been  ship-wrecked,  and  at  the  moment  I  am  writing  to  you, 
reminiscences  of  yours  come  again  upon  me.  It  is  not  consistent 
therefore  with  human  nature  that  I  should  feel  the  least  pre- 
possessed in  favour  of  Naples.  Still  I  have  experienced  consi- 
derable pleasure  in  admiring  its  beautiful  situation,  in  visiting  its 
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very  picturesque  environs,  and  especially  in  examining  those 
wonderful  monuments  of  antiquity,  which,  independent  of  their 
magnificence  and  exquisite  taste,  carry  one  two  thousand  years 
back,  so  completely  and  so  magically  as  to  make  one  fancy  one- 
self a  contemporary  of  the  most  powerful  nation  that  ruled  the 
world  in  ancient  times.  Hence  I  shall  always  maintain  a  journey 
to  Naples  to  be  a  delightful  one,  and  some  stay  in  that  country 
not  only  to  be  pleasant,  but  necessary  to  complete  one's  classical 
education,  and  one's  notions  of  former  grandeur  with  all  its  pecu- 
liarities, customs,  and  usages.  But  much  as  I  esteem  and  delight 
in  Craven,  I  could  not,  like  him,  fix  myself  at  Naples.  There  is 
no  native  society  to  be  found;  one  is  therefore  thrown  back 
forcibly  upon  foreigners,  and  too  often  obliged  to  live  as  it  were 
in  a  sort  of  ante-room  to  London,  Paris,  Vienna,  or  Petersburgh. 
Even  in  the  best  years,  good  society  is  but  transient ;  and  it  stands 
to  reason,  that  when  one  has  to  associate  with  strangers  to  the 
country,  it  is  next  to  impossible  to  form  long  friendships  or  durable 
connections.  Under  these  circumstances  you  will  not  be  surprised 
to  hear  of  my  not  intending  to  take  root  amongst  the  lazarones, 
and  though  I  don't  know  yet  hoW  long  I  shall  stay  with  them,  I 
feel  much  more  inclined  to  shorten  than  to  protract  my  sojourn 
in  the  south. 

With  you  the  Whigs  seem  to  have  it  all  their  own  way ;  I  could 
never  understand  upon  what  foundations  the  Conservative  papers 
had  foretold,  about  three  months  ago,  the  present  administration's 
immediate  downfall ;  and  I  verily  think  the  Conservatives,  since 
they  cannot  upset  it,  had  much  better  try  by  a  timely  coalition 
to  rescue  the  ministers  from  the  necessity  of  looking  for  occasional 
support  to  the  Radicals,  and  of  framing  some  measure  for  that 
purpose.  Every  danger  might  be  averted  from  the  country  by 
such  a  course ;  too  disinterested,  perhaps,  to  be  expected  from  any 
political  party,  but  still,  in  my  humble  opinion,  the  safest  and 
wisest  to  follow.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  natural  conservatism 
growing  out  from  the  possession  of  power,  and  growing  the  more, 
as  that  possession  is  lengthened  and  confirmed.  Besides  which, 
except  upon  one  question,  the  real  differences  of  opinion  do  not 
seem  to  be  very  considerable,  and .  though  no  ministerialist,  I 
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cannot  help  thinking  the  ministers  would  not  hesitate  between 
Peel  and  CFConnell,  Stanley  and  Hume,  and  feel  much  more  in- 
clined to  come  to  a  rational  compromise  with  the  former,  than  to 
endanger  perpetually  their  own  authority  by  yielding  to  the  des- 
tructive impulses  of  the  latter.  However,  you  will  perhaps  con- 
aider  my  observations  as  the  mere  effect  of  the  distance  at  which 
I  am  writing,  and  not  the  least  applicable  to  the  actual  state  of 
affairs.  I  shall  therefore  drop  the  subject,  not  without  begging 
you  to  remember  me  to  EL  EUice,  with  whom  I  got  more 
thoroughly  acquainted  in  Paris,  and  whose  kindness  to  me  I  shall 
always  most  gratefully  recollect  Will  you  tell  Alfred  that  I  do 
shake  him  by  the  hand  most  sincerely? 

«  MATuscHEwrrx." 

Copy  of  a  letter  from  Count  Matuschewitz,  under  the 
signature  of  Matthew  : 

"  Stockholm,  March  6th,  184a 
"  When  I  wrote  to  you  last,!  had  just  only  gone  over  the  two 
first  chapters  of  the  *  Governess,9  and  was  yet  a  stranger  to  many 
of  its  best  characters,  and  not  aware  of  the  sympathy  and  interest 
these  characters,  as  well  as  the  very  natural  and  simple,  but 
extremely  attaching  progress  of  the  story  would  excite  in  me. 
When  I  resumed  the  book,  I  found  it  impossible  to  lay  it  down 
without  having  read  the  last  words  in  the  last  page ;  and  I  can 
assure  you,  that  for  many  a  day,  ay,  many  a  year,  I  have  not 
been  so  thoroughly  charmed  with  a  novel,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
governess  herself,  who  will  impress  every  one  with  a  strong  feel  • 
ing  of  love  and  regard.  I  dote  upon  the  old  Quaker,  I  am 
excessively  partial  to  Lord  Oxminster.  You  have  extricated 
your  heroine  very  cleverly  from  the  toils  of  a '  Wicked  Earl, 
who  gets  baffled,  as  the  real  one  invariably  is ;  added  to  which, 
the  infusion  of  humour  in  several  parts  of  the  novel  is  excellent, 
the  picture  of  manners,  high  and  low,  to  the  life,  and  the 
language  remarkable  for  vivacity,  purity  of  taste,  and  elegance 
"  The  Conservative  opposition  have  at  last  published  a  missive 
war  manifesto  against  the  government     The  sole  fact  of  such  a 
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declaration  of  uncompromising  hostility,  most  prove  a  consider- 
able addition  to  the  cabinet's  previous  and  constitutional  weakness. 
I  doubt  more  than  ever,  that,  situated  and  assailed  as  they  are 
now,  the  ministers  should  pull  through  the  session ;  but  whether 
their  downfall  will  be  productive  of  good  or  evil  in  the  first 
instance,  at  least,  with  the  evident  bias  of  the  Court  and  its  per- 
sonal feelings,  is  more  than  I  can  venture  an  opinion  upon  at  so 
great  a  distance.  I  wonder  what  our  friend  the  Bear  says  to  all 
this?  will  you  be  so  kind  as  to  remember  me  most  friendly  to 
him,  and  give  my  best  love  to  Alfred? 

"  Matthew." 

THE  PRINCE  SCHWARTZENBERG. 

The  Prince  Schwartzenberg,  the  celebrated  Austrian 
minister  of  1848,  whose  correspondence  with  Lady  Bles- 
sington  shews  the  intimate  terms  of  friendship  which 
subsisted  between  him  and  her  ladyship,  was  the  person 
who  figures  in  the  correspondence  under  the  nom  de 
guerre  of  Capitaine  Wolff.  That  he  was  an  Austrian 
nobleman,  had  been  employed  in  most  important  public 
situations,  had  an  accurate  knowledge  of  passing  political 
events  in  Italy,  and  was  not  a  great  admirer  of  the  Metter- 
nich  regime,  is  sufficiently  evident  from  his  letters. 

Schwartzenberg  is  supposed  to  have  been  in  early  life 
initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  the  secret  political  societies 
(Burschenchaften)  which  promulgated  political  ideas  with 
cautious  astuteness,  without  violating  existing  laws,  and 
propagated  their  opinions  in  spite  of  all  despots.  But  the 
Prince  had  abandoned  his  early  opinions.* 

Mr.  Charles  Pridham,  in  his  "  Kossuth  and  Magyar 
Land1'  (London,  1851,  page  38),  in  his  account  of  an  in- 

•  A  Prince  Jean  Adolphe  Frederick  C.  Schwartzenberg,  Llandegra?e  of  Klegau, 
chamberlain  of  the  Emperor  of  Austria,  succeeded  his  father,  the  Prince  Joseph,  who 
died  December  19, 1833.  He  married  in  1830,  a  daughter  of  the  Prince  Liechenstein, 
by  whom  be  had  two  children.— Almanach  de  Gotha  pour  1' Annee  1854,  p.  178. 
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terview  with  the  Prince  in  1849,  when  Prime  Minister, 
says  :  "  If  you  search  Europe  through,  you  will  scarcely 
find  a  man  of  nobler  bearing  or  more  majestic  mien.  To 
say  that  he  is  the  first  gentleman  of  the  continent  is  only 
his  due ;  for  out  of  England  such  men  are  seldom  or  never 
to  be  met  with.  In  fact,  his  aspect  is  essentially  English, 
perhaps  from  his  having  so  long  dwelt  among  us.  He  is 
now  far  advanced  in  years,  yet  he  is  scarcely  less  energetic 
than  ever ;  and  judging  from  his  remaining  attractions  you 
cease  to  wonder  at  the  love  conquests  of  his  prime." 

In  April,  1852,  a  stroke  of  apoplexy  deprived  the  Em- 
peror of  Austria  of  the  most  able,  gifted,  and  devoted  of 
ministers.  None  greater  than  Prince  Schwartzenberg  ever 
wielded  with  a  master-hand  the  destinies  of  the  Austrian 
empire,  or  influenced,  by  the  superiority  of  his  genius,  and 
the  purity  of  his  principles,  the  political  condition  of 
Europe. 

Prince  Schwartzenberg  was  a  most  successful  minister. 
An  article  appeared  in  the  "  Times,"  shortly  after  his  death, 
acknowledging  his  great  merits  as  a  minister,  and  stating 
that  from  the  depths  of  the  disasters  of  1848-49,  he  had 
rescued  the  German  empire,  and  replaced  it  on  a  secure 
basis. THe  was  almost  the  only  man  fitted  to  uphold  the 
dignity  of  the  state.  But  the  Prince,  according  to  the 
44  Times,"  was  of  an  over-bearing  and  arrogant  temper,  and 
he  relied,4 to  an  absurd  extent,  on  military  force,  as  the 
mainspring  of  his  government. 

Another  writer,  intimately  acquainted  with  German 
political  affairs  (Mr.  W.  B.  Maccabe),  speaking  of  the 
Prince,  observes: 

44  From  the  days  of  the  imperial  despot  and  irreligious 
4  reformer/  Joseph  II.,  the  Catholic  Church  in  Austria  had 
been  in  a  most  degraded  condition.     It  was  hampered  by 
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the  State  in  every  way.  When  power  was  placed  in  the 
hands  of  Prince  Schwartzenberg,  he  saw  the  demoralizing 
infidelity-spreading  results  of  the  Josepkian  system  upon 
the  great  masses  of  the  population.  The  Prince  Schwartzen- 
berg, as  Prime  Minister  of  the  Austrian  empire,  was  invested 
with  absolute  power,  and  the  first  use,  it  may  be  said,  that 
he  made  of  that  absolute  power  was  to  free  the  Church 
from  the  shackles  which  the  Emperor  Joseph  had  imposed 
upon  it — to  make  it  free — to  separate  Church  and  State." 
To  no  Austrian  minister  is  the  liberty  more  indebted 
which  allows  men  to  worship  God  according  to  their  con- 
science, than  to  Prince  Schwartzenberg. 

FBOM  THE   PRINCE   SCHWABTZENBEBG  (UNDER  THE   SIGNATURE  OF 
OAPT.   WOLF)  TO    LADY  BLESSINGTON. 

"  Constantinople,  Aug.  25,  1835. 

"Vous  serez  etonn^e,  Madame,  de  r^ceVoir  cette  lettre  des 
Cotes  du  Bosphore,  du  coin  oppose*  de  l'Europe.  EUe  portera 
Pempreinte  incontestable  de  son  origine  orientate  par  les  marques 
des  precautions  sanitaires  que  l'on  aura  pris,  et  en  cela  elle 
rappellera  le  caractere  et  la  teinte  locale  de  ce  beau  pays,  ou  les 
femmes  sont  voilees,  et  ou  il  n'est  permis  qu'a  l&peste  de  montrer 
sa  face  cadavereuse  et  d^couverte.  II  faut  qu'il  soit  bien  beau  ce 
pays,  ce  climat,  ces  souvenirs,  pour  que  Fon  parvienne  a  oublier 
ce  qui  Fhabite.  Eh  bien,  malgre*  peste,  chats,  chiens,  rats, 
punaises,  et  mossiks,  malgre*  absurdites  de  tout  genre,  on 
s'attache  a  cette  contree,  et  Ton  prend  un  interet  veritable  a  sa 
destinee. 

"Depuis  le  massacre  des  Janissaires,  catastrophe  d'un  tra- 
gique  sublime,  l'orient  est  refoule*  en  Asie.  C'est  la  qu'il  existe 
encore  avec  sa  poesie,  ses  pompes,  ses  mceurs  patriarchales, 
poe*tiques,  ses  opinions,  ses  traditions,  tantot  sublimes,  tantot 
absuxdes. 

"Ici,  on  porte  des  redingotes  bleues,  on  fait  l'exercise  a 
lTSuropeenne,  et  Ton  n'a  garde  de  l'orient  que  la  coutume  de 
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noyer  lee  famines  quand  elles  sent  trop  sensible*,  et  ffnsouciance 
quand  on  doit  mourir  de  la  peste. 

"  Toutefois  cette  existence  est  compl&ement  differente  de  la 
vie  d'une  capitale  Europe^enne,  et  elle  exerce  une  influence  mar- 
quee surnos  gouts  etnos  dispositions.  Je  passe  unepartiede  ma  vie 
achevalou  sur  la  mer ;  et  il  y  a  toujours  une  seine  teinted'aven 
tureen  tout  ce  que  l'on  entreprend.  Car  oil  vous  allez  est  an  risque 
devous  noyer;  k pied  en  £vitant  chaque  passant  a craintede rap- 
porter  le  peste ;  et  si  tous  sortesa  eheval  pour  vous  Eloigner  dans 
let  campagnes,  je  vous  conaeifle  d'oublier  plutftt  votre  moucbotr 
que  vos  pistolets. 

"«Pai  vuen  un  marche  dlSsclaves,  une  joliefemmecouteentre 
4 — 5000  piastres ;  k  peu  prfes  1000  francs.  A  Paris  elles  soot 
meilleur  marched  Ce  sont  des  marchandes  qui  les  amenent, 
ordinairement  de  Trebisonde ;  j'en  ai  vu  arriver  avec  leur 
cargaison. 

"Au  reste  l'Esclavage  tfest  nullement  odieux  en  Orient 
C'est  le  moyen  de  devenir  grand  fonctionnaire  au  Sultane.  En 
Orient  PEsclave  devient  membre  de  la  famille,  an  Am6rique  0 
est  animal  domestique. 

"  tTai  vu  le  grand  Seigneur  entour£  d'un  nombre  de  addats 
habilles  k  moiti<5  k  l'Europ&nne.  C'est  une  figure  ordinaire, 
quoique  assea  expressive,  l'exterminateur  dee  Janissaires  a  mfane 
une  sorte  de  sourire  bienveillant 

"  Du  reste,  un  pays  oil  chaque  intrigue  d'amour  fiat  encourir 
la  bastonnade,  et  oil  Ton  ne  boit  le  vin  que  par  contrebande,  ne 
sauroit  6tre  de  mon  gout  Je  voulois  continuer  mon  voyage  en 
Syrie  et  en  Egypte,  mais  pour  cette  fois  je  me  contente  de  ce 
que  j'ai  vu,  et  me  <&p6cherois  d'autant  plus  de  retourner  en 
Europe,  oil  ils  preparent  des  £v£nements  qui  sont  d'un  grand 
intfrdt 

u  JPesp&re,  Milady,  peut-6tre  avoir  le  bonheur  de  vous  voir  cet 
hiver,  et  certainement,  en  touchant  le  sol  de  l'Angleterre,  cda 
sera  pour  moi  une  des  felicit£s  les  plus  grandee,  Gardei  moi  un 
peu  de  vos  souvenirs,  ayez  de  Indulgence  si  je  ne  puis  cesser 
de  le  reckoner.     Si  vous  saviez  comune  il  est  difficile  de  vous 
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oublier !    Si  vous  saviez  comme  il  est  penible  de  se  croire  oubli£ 
de  vous! 

"Dans  qnelque8  jours  mon  cheval,  mon  Tartare,  pistolets 
seront  prite  et  je  parcourirois  Ie  RoumeTie  et  le  Servie.  Je 
rencontrerois  peut-^tre  dans  cette  course  aventurense  quelque 
tableau  digne  de  vous  fournir  une  esquisse.  En  tout  cas  je 
ferois  usage  de  mon  privilege,  qui  me  permet  de  vous  ^crire  en 
comptant  sur  votre  indulgence.  Ici,  dans  ce  pays,  oil  les  sou- 
renirs  agissent  si  puissamment,  oil  les  £toQe£  brillent  sur  un  firma- 
ment d'azur  comme  les  heures  de  bonheur  se  r£fl6cbissent  de 
Fimagination,  oil  les  vagues  de  Bospbore  se  brisent  sur  le  rivage 
comme  F£cho  des  sensations  evanouies — ici,  oil  on  est,  pour  ainsi 
dire,  au  milieu  de  deux  mondes,  entre  deux  sidcles,  et  entre 
deux  generations,  oil,  bien  des  fois  j'ai  fait  passer  devant  le 
lanterne  magique  de  ma  m^moire,  les  impressions  de  ma  vie,  et 
toujours  votre  image  est  venue,  entre  toutes  ces  apparitions, 
comme  une  fSe  gracieuse,  comme  un  bel  astre,  me  conciliet 
avec  le  reste  de  cette  fantasmagorie  qui  me  representoitune  foule 
de  caract&res  ridiculed,  de  faces  insipides,  ou  de  fant6mes 
bideux  I 

w  Milady  I  je  baise,  et  vous  me  Tavez  peilnis,  cette  main  char- 
mante  que  vous  me  tendites  a  mon  depart !  Envoyez  moi,  de 
grace,  celle  de  marbre ;  peut>€tre  le  recbaufferois-je  avec  mes 
lfevres  I  Daignez  m'&jiire,  si  ce  n'est  que  deux  mots,  car  quel- 
quefois  j'ai  peur  de  vous  avoir  trop  ennuyie  en  abusant  de  votre 
indulgence.  Daignez  vous  ressouvenir  avec  bont£  et  amitiede 
votre  devoufi, 

"Capitaike  WoLF." 

"  Quarantine  de  la  tour  rouge  et  Transylvanie, 
"CelerNov.  1833-35. 
•"Permittez  vous,  Milady,  qu'un  de  vos  admirateurs  les  plus 
sinc&res  vienne,  du  fond  des  gorges  et  des  abimes  de  la  Trans- 
sylvanie,  se  represente  a  votre  souvenir?  Oui,  je  suis  certain 
que  vous  Taccueillerez  avec  bont6,  car  vous  savez  combien  il 
vous  aime. 
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•  Yo3a  un  bob  que  Jai  quitt^  Constantinople,  J*ai  dit  adieu 
a  Iorient,  pars  de  ToOes  et  de  mysteres,  des  fleurs  et  da  ciel 
dazur.  Jai  to  le  grand  Seigneur  et  la  peste;  jai  nage*  dans  le 
Bospfaore  et  paraxon  les  Montagnea  de  PAnatolie,  et  poor  le 
iiicneiit  Jen  ai  assex.  J*ai  eocore  un  Fez,  bonnet  Tore  sur  la 
tete,  les  cbereux  rases,  je  m'asseois  par  terre  avec  une  longae 
pipe  et  une  tasse  de  cafe  sans  sucre;  mais  Jaimerois  tout  antant 
tee  assb  sur  one  chaise  sur  le  boulevard  des  Italiens  a  Paris, 
finner  mon  cegare,  manger  des  glaces,  et  voir  passer  des  femmes 
«du  ToOes. 

"  Pourtant  cette  existence  orientale  a  un  certain  charme  qui 
agit  sur  beaucoup  de  monde  qui  y  a  vecu,  et  qui  parfois  la  fait 
regretter  an  milieu  de  notre  monde  Euiopeen,  oil  touts  les  ressorts 
de  la  vie  sont  aghes  et  uses  par  les  passions,  et  les  differents  in- 
tex€ts  comme  par  une  mechanique  it  Tapeur,  et  ou  la  vie  ne  se 
balance  pas,  comme  en  Orient,  comme  une  barque  sur  une  riviere, 
mais  roule  comme  une  voiture  it  vapeur  sur  une  route  de  fer  arti- 
ficielle ;  monde  ou  fl  n'y  a  plus  ni  individus,  ni  actions ;  mais 
societes  et  principes,  oi  Fabsolu  a  engloute  toute  speciality  o& 
lTiomme  individuel  disparait  de  Hnter6t  de  la  masse,  monde  ou 
il  n'y  a  plus  ni  amour,  ni  religion,  ni  poesie — monde  essen- 
tiellement  industriel,  et  qui  est  en  train  de  remplacer  meme  le 
bon  Dieu  par  quelque  machine  electrique,  calorifique,  galvanique ! 

"  J\u  traverse  it  cheval  les  plaines  de  Roumelie,  les  montagnea 
de  la  Bulgarie,  les  steppes  de  la  Valachie.  Je  me  suis  arrets  a 
Adrianople,  j'ai  visite*  les  positions  militaires  de  Balkan  et  du 
Danube,  et  enfin  me  voila.  Malade  et  fatigue*  je  subis  rempri- 
sonnement  de  la  quarantaine  avec  resignation.  C'est  un  sacri- 
fice qu'il  fitut  porter  au  bien-6tre  de  la  soci£t£  Europeenne,  un 
prison  comme  tout  d'autres,  ou  Ton  se  trouve  au  cachet  sans  trop 
bien  savoir  pourquoL 

"  Au  milieu  de  cette  solitude,  au  fond  d'un  gorge  et  montagnea 
ou  je  n'apper^ois  que  deux  pieds  graves,  je  vis  avec  mes 
souvenirs  done,  en  excellente  soci£te\  et  vous  Madame,  venea 
bien  souvent,  sans  le  savoir,  me  visiter  dans  mon  isolement  et  me 
consoler  dans  ma  captivity     Oui!  j'aime  a  me  rappeller  votre 
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apparition  ravissante,  et  les  heures  que  j'ai  pass£  pr£s  de  vous  me 
8emblent  quelquefois  un  r6ve !  Je  serois  bien  heureux  de  vous 
revoir  un  jour ! 

"  Ma  quarantaine  finira  le  4me.  Alors  j'irois  k  Hermanstadt, 
et  poursuiverois  ma  route  par  Arad,  &c.,  Pest  et  Vienne, 
voyage  fatiguant,  ennuyant  et  long.  Daignez  me  donner 
de  vos  nouvelles,  ne  seroit  ce  qu'avec  dix  lignes  qui  m'au- 
torissent  k  yous  ecrire  plus  souvent  tTai  aussi  quelques 
griffonnages  qui  me  retracent  quelques  seines  de  la  vie  aventur- 
euse  que  je  menois  autrefois,  et  pour  laquelle  vous  avez  bien 
touIu  prendre  quelque  int&6t  Si  vous  le  voulez  je  vous  les 
remettrois. 

"  Deux  lignes,  avec  une  troisieme  qui  dit — Marguerite — me 
rendront  bien  heureux.  Que  le  ciel  vous  protege,  ch&re  Dame, 
et  que  m&ne  le  diable  vous  donne  un  petit  coup  de  main,  si  vous 
en  avez  besoin. 

"CAHTAIirB  WoLP." 

"  Que  je  vous  suis  reconnaissant,  Madame,  de  votre  bonne 
lettre  du  mois  d'Avril.  Enfin,  en  voilk  une,  qui  parle  pourtant 
un  pen  de  vous  m&ne.  II  y  a  un  si&cle  que  je  vive  aussi  eloign^ 
de  vous,  comme  si  vous  viviez  en  Perou  et  moi  k  Japon,  et 
pourtant  il  y  a  des  instants  oh  je  me  sens  si  prfes  de  vous  qu'il 
me  semble  que  mon  &me  pourrait  toucher  la  votre. 

•*  Je  vous  ai  envoys  quelques  pages  con  tenant  l'histoire  de  ce 
voleur  nomm£  Habacuk,  dont  une  fois  je  vous  contois  l'ex&ution. 
Je  me  suis  seulement  tenu  aux  faits  et  l'ai  traduit  litt6ralement  de 
mon  journal  Pardonnez  les  defauts  du  style,  en  faveur  de  la 
couleur  locale.  Pour  celle-la,  elle  en  porte  Fempreinte.  Davant- 
age  que  j'avance  en  ftge,  je  vois  ressortir  les  impressions  de  ma 
jeunesse,  un  peu  agite4  k  la  verity,  mais  riche  en  emotions  vives. 
Bien  des  illusions  depuis  ce  temps  \k  ont  £te  tu^es  et  ensevelies 
dans  ma  poitrine,  et  s'il  y  a  du  repos  e'est  celui  d'un  cimeti&re. 

**  II  fat  un  temps  oil,  avec  une  carabine  k  la  main,  la  croix  sur 
le  sckeko,  les  airs  de  Korner  k  la  bouche,  je  croyais  combattre  pour 
une  belle  id6e,  je  voyais  renaitre  de  ces  cendres  une  nation  Ger- 
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manique!  Qu'en  est  il  result^?  una  difete  de  Francfort,  MJL 
Rothschild,  dee  Princes  de  Coburg,  Rioss,  Schlig*  des  petites 
conversations  tracass&res  et  des  chambres  que  presentent  plutft 
l'int£rieur  d*une  maison  de  mauvais  gaugote  qu'une  representa- 
tion natiomale.  Voila  mon  rfive  de  liberty  et  de  patrie  realist  en 
trente  deux,  petites  portions,  si  infiniment  petites  qull  fast 
beaucoup  d'erudition  g6ographique  poor  savoir  le  nom  de  la 
nation  a  laquelle  on  appartenoit,  et  pour  Pindependance  de 
laquelle  on  combattoit  a  Lutzen,  a  Leipzig,  a  Brienne,  &c.  &c.  &c 
Voila  pour  le  politique ! 

"  En  amour  c'etoit  encore  pire.  La  digne  dame  etoit  si  belle 
qu'elle  m'&riouit,  et  je  eras  voir  un  ciel  ouvert,  dont  elle  &oit 
Pange  gardien.  A  peine  osais*je  approcher  du  seuil  de  ce  pa- 
radis.  Heureusement  pour  moi  et  heureusement  pour  die, 
j'avois  un  ami  que  j'aimais  beaucoup,  qui  est  fort  beau  gargon, 
et  qui  avoit  le  regard  plus  clair  que  moi ;  lui  ne  s'arr&e  pas  sur 
le  marchepied,  et  un  beau  jour  je  perds  mon  ange,  et  mon  ami 
Voila  pour  l'amour  et  l'amitte ! ! ! 

"  Enfin  je  crois  encore,  a  un  avenir  et  a  un  bon  Dieu  indul- 
gent) puisque  il  a  eu  la  patience  de  ne  pas  nous  noyer  vingt  £ms 
depuis  le  Deluge,  etde  secontenter  de  la  destruction  ex6cut&  a 
Sodome  et  Gomorrha;  mtme  a  un  ciel,  ou  ceux  et  celles  qui  ont 
quelque  chose  d'ang&ique  de  leur  nature  retrouveront  teurs  ailes, 
qu'on  leur  a  coup£  sur  cette  terre,  et  je  suis  curieux  si  ces  rtves 
et  esp^rances  la  s'accompliront  da  vantage  que  les  autres. 

"  Je  ne  suis  pas  encore  decide  comment  je  disposerois  de  cet 
itiy  si  Ton  ne  dispose  pas  de  moi,  ce  qui  m'eviteroit  rembarras 
du  choix*  Croyez  que  par  tout  ou  je  suis,  votre  souvenir  me 
restera  toujours  bien  cher.  Daignez  m'ecrire  quelquea  lignes 
qui  me  prouvent  que  l'absence  et  le  temps  ne  brisent  contra 
votre  caract&re  si  noble  et  si  vrai !  Vous  n'6tes  pas  comme  les 
autres  femmes ! 

"Quand  vous  voulez  bien  m'envoyer  votre  belle  main  em 
effigie,  je  le  baiserois  avec  tout  l'enthousiasme  de  souvenir,  mal- 
gri  que  d'etre  pendu  rfeUement  est  autre  chose  que  de  Pdtre  en 
effigie.    Veuillez  l'adresser  a  l'Ambassade  a  Londres,  d'ofc  on  me 

•  Name  hardly  legible. 
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le  fidt  toujours  parvenir.  Bient6t,  Madame,  je  vous  6crirois 
qnelques  folies  et  reveries.  Vous  savez  que  vous  m'avez  pennis 
de  pleurer  et  de  rire  devant  vous.  Continuez  a  m'y  autoriser  en 
me  justifiant  de  temps  en  temps  par  quelques  bonnes  lignes. 

"  Capitaike  Wolf." 

"Presburg,  25th  June,  1840. 
"Mmu>Y, 

"  Apr&s  un  si  long  silence  puis-je  encore  esperer  ne  pas  6tre 
ent&rement  effac^  de  vos  bons  souvenirs?  Je  n'osai  au  milieu 
d'nne  vie  agit£e  et  orageuse  vous  importuner  du  r6cit  de  mes 
aventures,  que  n'auroient  servi  qu'a  troubler  les  images  calmes 
et  paisibles  qui  vous  entourent ;  et  depuis  rentr6  dans  mon  exist- 
ence douce  et  tranquille  mais  monotone,  je  voudrois  encore  moins 
vous  ennuyer  par  la  description  de  mes  simples  et  pacifiques  oc- 
cupations, apr&s  une  6poque  po£tique  mais  sombre  de  ma  vie,  a 
une  epoque  prose  tranquille  et  raisonnable. 

"  <Tesp6re,  milady,  vous  retrouver  un  jour  encore;  j'en  compte 
snr  la  dur£e  de  vos  bons  souvenirs,  et  si  au  coin  de  votre  salon 
hospitalier  vous  daignez  m'£couter  en  balan9ant  votre  belle  main 
sur  ces  beaux  cbeveux  que  j'admirois  tant,  je  vous  raconterais  ma 
Tie  et  mes  aventures. 

"  Toutefois  je  n'ai  pu  me  priver  de  l'occasion  qui  se  pr&ente 
de  me  rappeller  de  votre  mSmoire  par  la  personne  qui  vous  porte 
cette  lettre.  C'est  le  Comte  A.  Deperffy,  un  de  mes  amis  les  plus 
intones  que  j'ose  vous  recommander  instamment,  et  qui  m'a 
demands  expressement  cette  lettre,  desirant  particuli&rement  £tre 
introduit  chez  une  dont  le  g6nie  et  la  beaut£  ont  rendu  le  nom 

c61&bre  jusqu'au  Monts  Raipaths  et  aux  rives  de  la *  comme 

an  Rocky  Mountains,  et  aux  bouts  de  POronoco.  Je  Pen  vie  trop 
poor  ne  pas  acc&Ler  a  sa  demande,  et  j'espere  ne  pas  abuser  de  la 
permission  que  vous,  milady,  donne  en  vous  le  presentant  C'est 
on  des  membres  le  plus  influents  de  notre  Di&te,  et  il  a  jou6  un 
r&le  Eminent  au  dernier  sessions  de  notre  Parlement  Ses  Con- 
versations sur  la  Literature  Europ6ene  vous  interesseront.  II 
voyage  en  Angleterre  pour  observer  et  examiner  qnelques  insti- 

•  Word  illegible. 
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tutions  administratives  qu'il  vent  imiter  en  Hongrie,  et  en  outre 
vent  6tudier  parmi  les  habitans  de  votre  patrie,  milady,  qui  estle 
pays  modfele,  et  serait  le  ciel  pour  moi,  s'il  etoit  habits  pas 
beaucoup  d'anges  comme  vous. 

"  Mais  je  ne  veux  pas  vous  enrager  en  vous  rep&ant  ce  que 
tant  d'autres  vous  auront  certainement  dfyk  dit,  mais  ce  que  je 
crois  sentir  plus,  on  au  moins  aussi  profond&nent  qu'ancun  autre. 
Je  finis,  done,  en  vous  recommandant  mon  ami,  qui,  j'esp^re,  aurt 
le  bonheur  de  vous  convenir  sous  tons  les  rapports,  et  en  vous 
priant,  milady,  de  me  conserver  vos  bons  sentiments,  que  je  crois 
meriter  parceque  je  vous  admire,  aime  et  cheris  dans  l'abeence 
comme  tons  ceux  qui  vous  verront  sans  cesse ! 

«  Frederic  Schwabtzbnbmg." 
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CHAPTER  XL 

THE   DUKE   D'OSSUNA. 

The  present  and  the  former  Due  D'Ossuna  were  both  inti- 
mately known  to  the  Countess  of  Blessington.  The  family  of 
D'Ossuna  is  one  of  the  oldest,  noblest,  and  richest  in  Spain. 
There,  and  likewise  in  Belgium,  their  territorial  possessions 
are  very  great.  The  late  Duke,  an  accomplished,  intelli- 
gent, and  amiable  young  man,  died  seven  or  eight  years 
ago  in  Belgium,  about  the  age  of  thirty.*  The  present 
Duke  bears  the  title,  also,  of  Count  de  Arcos,  de  Gandia, 
de  Lerma,  Marquis  de  Terra  Nova,  &c,  &c. 

LETTERS  OF   THE   DUKE   d'oSSUNA. 

"Paris,  24th  Janvier,  1844. 
"  Je  vois  avec  le  plus  grand  plaisir  que  le  petit  cadeau  que 
j'ai  remis  pour  vous  a  Mr.  le  Comte  D'Orsay  vous  a  £te*  agr^able 
et  e'est  a  moi  maintenant  a  vous  t&noigner  toute  ma  reconnais- 
sance de  tant  de  choses  aimables,  comme  vous  voulez  bien  me 
prodiguer  dans  votre  charmante  lettre,  et  surtout  pour  rassurance 
d'une  amitie*  a  laquelle  j'attache  le  plus  grand  prix. 

•  The  polished  breeding  which  distinguished  the  late  Duke  of  Ossuna  was  remark- 
able  enough  to  merit  especial  commemoration.  How  completely,  but  how  courteously 
he  contrasted  with  the  membeis  of  the  cire'e  into  which  he  was  thrown  in  England  ; 
and  how  he  "  held  his  own  "  with  a  quiet  ease,  independent  of  commanding  intellectual 
superiority,  will  not  be  forgotten  by  any  one  accustomed  to  study  what  is  called  "  man- 
in"  who  saw  him  him  in  society.  It  was  he  who,  when  pressed  by  an  English 
nobleman  with  some  inquiry  more  close  than  considerate  as  to  the  exact  amount  of  his 
vast  fortune,  replied,  with  a  polite  smile,  "  My  Lord,  I  Jo  not  understand  your  English 
jr."— The  Jthcntmim,  February  3,  1855. 
VOL.    II.  N 
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"  On  a  dit,  il  est  vrai,  dans  le  monde,  que  j'£tais  nornm^ 
bassadeur  k  Naples,  et  mdme  k  Paris  et  k  Londres,  mais  il  n'en 
est  rien ;  et  jusqu'&prfesent  je  me  suis  toujours  refus£  k  representor 
le  Gouvernement  Espagnol,  qui,  k  mon  avis,  n'est  pas  encore 
rdprfaentable. 

"L'Espagne  est  menac^e  de  grands  bouleversements,  et  je 
suis  convaincu  que  pour  ltd  rendre  une  tranquility  durable,  et 
pour  y  &ablir  un  gouvernement  solide,  national,  et  compl&tement 
ind6pendant  des  influences  de  la  France,  il  n'y  a  qu'un  seal 
moyen,  c'est  de  marier  notre  jeune  Reine  Tsabelle  avec  le  fib 
ain£  de  Don  Carlos,  qui  pourraient  rtgner  ensemble  tons  deux 
comme  au  temps  de  Ferdinand  et  Tsabelle  la  Catholique  dam 
nos  beaux  jours  de  gloire. 

"J'ai  l'intention  d'aller  faire  un  voyage  en  Italie  pour 
revenir  k  Paris  au  mois  d'Avril  et  rentrer  en  Espagne  k  la  fin  de 
MaL 

"  Veuillez,  Milady,  dire  bien  de  choses  aimables  k  vos  charm- 
antes  nieces,  et  agreez,  je  vous  prie,  Tassurance  de  tons  mes  sen- 
timens  sinc&res  et  dfevoues. 

"  D'Ossusa- 


"  Vendredi,  Chateau  de  Esabek, 
"  par  Tubise,  Belgique. 

"Permettez  moi,  milady,  de  rappeler  k  votre  souvenir  un 
pauvre  ami  pour  lequel  votre  aimable  accueil  a  6te  si  precieux 
cette  ann£e ;  il  y  est  certes  au  premier  rang  dans  les  bons  souve- 
nirs que  je  garde  de  PAngleterre.  J'ai  revu  mon  pauvre  pays. 
tTai  failli  m&ne  aller  passer  une  semaine  k  Paris,  les  Provinces 
sont  loin  d'etre  aussi  animfees  que  la  Capitale,  k  Lille  mfime  dans 
une  si  grande  ville  on  ne  se  croirait  pas  au  milieu  d'une  si  ar- 
dente  revolution. 

"  Je  suis  ici  dans  un  ch&teau  au  milieu  des  terres  k  cinq  lieues 
de  Bruxelles,  chez  un  ancien  militaire  Francois,  entoure  de  *e* 
enfants  que  j'ai  presque  vus  naitre. 

"  Je  ne  puis  que  faiblement  vous  donner  id6e  de  la  vie  calme 
et  de  la  bonne  humeur  de  tout  ce  monde  Ik.     Outre  le  pere  et 
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la  mere,  la  famille  se  compose  de  quatre  filles  et  d'un  gar£on, 
Tune  d'elles  a  vingt-un  ans,  est  veuve,  et  a  la  tfite  d'une  grande 
fortune ;  elle  est  recueillie  chez  son  pere ;  la  seconde  soBur  est 
aux  environs,  nous  la  voyons  toutes  les  semaines ;  au  reste  deux 
jeunes  filles  et  un  garcjon  de  vingt  ans ;  ces  bonnes  petites  per- 
sonnel sont  chargees  des  pauvres  du  pays,  et  je  n'exagere  pas 
en  vous  disant  qu'elles  ont  chaque  jour  affaires  a  plus  de  vingt 
individus.  Les  pensions  de  chacune,  l'argent  destine  a  mille 
petites  choses  de  luxe,  tout  y  passe,  et  tout  cela  si  gaiement  et 
si  naturellement. 

Je  crois  en  v6rit6  qu'  un  long  temps  passe  dans  pareil  sejour  de 
paix,  pourrait  me  rendre  meilleur.  Nous  dessinons  toute  la  jour- 
nee  meme  le  soir ;  a  neuf  heures  la  priere  avec  les  domestiques, 
a  dix  heures  tout  le  monde  se  couche :  a  cette  heure  qu'il  est 
(onze  heures)  ma  .bougie  qui  est  sur  ma  table  est  certainement  la 
seule  lumiere  de  toute  la  maison. 

"  Nous  allons  souvent  diner  a  deux  lieues  chez  le  gendre  du 
maitre  de  la  maison,  la,  dans  un  vieux  salon  devant  une  grande 
cheminee  od  Ton  met  presque  des  arbres  entiers,  nous  causons 
chasses  et  chevaux  en  bonne  compagnie  d'excellents  cigarres. 
Je  me  demande  quelquefois  s'il  n'est  pas  coupable  de  se  laisser 
etre  si  heureux,  quand  a  cent  lieues  de  distance  ses  pauvres 
amis  et  ses  compatriotes  sont  livres  a  toutes  les  angoisses  de 
Finquietude  et  du  desespoir. 

"  Voulez  vous  bien,  Milady,  vous  charger  des  plus  aimables 
souvenirs  pour  cette  charmante  Miss  Power.  J'ai  parle  souvent 
a  mes  petites  amies  d'ici  de  votre  bonne  hospitality ;  a  force  de 
me  questionner  elles  sont  tout  a  fait  au  courant  de  ma  vie  de 
Londres ;  aussi  si  Ton  voit  mon  front  desembrunir  un  peu  on  dit 
aussitdt,  "  il  pense  a  Gore  House,  a  Lady  Blessington  et  a  ses 
jolies  nieces." 

"  Adieu,  Milady,  je  me  fais  une  grande  fete  d'aller  bientdt  vous 
fiure  ma  cour.     J'espere  y  6tre  avant  la  fin  du  mois. 

"  Agreez  le  nouvel  hommage  de  mes  sentiments  les  plus 
respectueux  et  les  plus  devours. 

"  Aug.  Lerma." 

N  2 
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"  Madrid,  ce  2  Septembre,  1844. 
"  A  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Blessingtoit 
Madame  la  Comtesse, 

"  La  douleur  qui  m'accable  est  si  affreuse  que  je  reclame 
toute  votre  indulgence  pour  m'excuser  de  ne  pas  vous  annoncer 
de  ma  propre  main  la  mort  pr6matur£e  de  mon  pauvre  fr&re 
ain£  le  Due  D'Ossuna,  arrive  le  29  Aout  dernier  k  9  heures  do 
matin. 

"Je  suis  persuade,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  de  l'affectueuse 
amitte  dont  je  vous  suis  redevable,  et  sais  d'avance  la  part  que 
vous  prendrez  &  ma  peine. 

"Veuillez  agrfeer,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  l'hommage  de  mes 
sentimens  distingu£s  avec  lesquels  j'ai  Thonneur  d'6tre, 

"  Mabquis  de  Terbanova.* 

"  Madrid,  le  17-Octobre,  1844. 
"  Ch^ee  Comtesse, 

"Vos  deux  aimables  lettres  datees  du  18  et  25  Septembre, 
m'ont  fait  un  bien  sensible  plaisir,  comme  toutes  celles  que  vous 
voulez  bien  m'adresser,  et  qui  dans  les  circonstances  ou  je  me 
trouve  m'ont  apportfe  une  bien  douce  Emulation,  et  un  grand 
adoucissement  a  ma  douleur:  je  viens  m'informer  dans  toutes 
vos  aimables  lettres  les  sentiments  si  affectueux  et  si  sinc£res  que 
vous  portiez  k  mon  malheureux  et  tr&s  cher  fr&re,  et  que  vous 
voulez  bien  me  presenter  k  moi  m£me.  Je  veux  done  vous  ex- 
primer  dans  cos  lignes,  toute  ma  reconnaissance  pour  toutes  vos 
bontes  infinies  envers  moi,  mais  j'esp^re  que  bientot  je  pounds 
de  parole  vous  t^moigner  ce  que  ma  plume  ne  me  suffit  de  fkire,  et 
je  suis  persuade  que  seulement  aupr&s  de  si  bona  et  si  chers 
amis,  je  pourrois  trouver  les  soulagements  dont  j'ai  tant  besoin 
dans  une  grande  douleur. 

"  J'ai  6t6  bien  reconnaissant  a  Pextrfime  bont£  de  vos  aimables 
et  charmantes  nieces,  Mesdemoiselles  Power,  d'avoir  bien  voulu 
se  rappeler  de  moi  en  m'adressant  les  deux  aimables  lettres  que 
vous  avez  eu  la  bont£  de  me  faire  parvenir,  et  auxquelles  je 
prend  la  liberty  de  r^pondre,  en  vous  priant  de  vouloir  bien  leur 
remettre  les  ci-jointes  lettres. 

"  Les  occupations  graves  et  nombreuses  qui  m'ont  occupies 
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pendant  ces  demiers  jours,  m'ont  emp£ch6  de  pouvoir  r6pondre 
ansaitdt  que  je  le  vouloh  d  vos  deux  dernieres  et  aimables  lettres. 
Je  compte  sur  votre  indulgence,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  pour  me 
pardonner  cette  faute  involontaire. 

"  Je  vous  remercie  mille  fois,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  pour  tout 
Yintir&t  et  le  soin  que  vous  voulez  bien  prendre  pour  ma  sant£, 
qui  est  toute  aussi  bonne  qu'elle  peut  l'e*tre  apr&s  tant  et  si 
graves  de'sagr^mens  que  j'ai  e'prouves  depuis  le  jour  ou  j'ai  quitte 
Londres.  La  reflexion,  et  les  consolations  de  Famiti6  sont  les 
seuls  soulagements  que  je  peux  recevoir  dans  ce  moment,  et  si 
parmi  cela  que  toutes  autres  graves  affaires  me  le  permettaient 
je  compte  partir  de  Madrid,  et  aller  k  Londres,  ou  je  trouverais 
aupres  de  vous  et  de  votre  aimable  et  si  cherie  famille  toutes  les 
consolations  qu'ici  je  ne  penserois   avoir  jamais. 

"  Je  vous  prie,  chere  Comtesse,  quand  vous  ecrivez  k  Lady 
Canterbury,  de  vouloir  bien  lui  presenter  mes  respects,  et  de  lui 
dire  combien  je  suis  reconnaissant  k  son  bon  et  aimable  souvenir 
pour  moi. 

"  Je  ne  puis  encore  vous  dire  pour  quelle  ^poque  je  pourois 
me  trouver  k  Londres,  mais  je  compte  m'y  rendre  le  plutot  pos- 
sible, et  dans  Yitat  ou  je  me  trouve,  mon  esprit  a  bien  besoin 
de  trouver  quelque  soulagement,  et  aussi  de  se  remettre  un  peu 
de  tout  ce  travail  qui  presse  sur  moi,  et  qui  k  peine  me  laisse 
libre  de  la  journee,  et  bien  des  fois  le  soir  aussi  je  suis  oblige*  de 
travailler  presque  sans  rel&che  dans  la  nuit ;  mais  tout  cela  j'es- 
pere  finira  bient&t 

"  Permettez  moi,  ch £re  Comtesse,  de  terminer  cette  lettre,  ma 
prochaine  sera  plus  longue,  et  en  attendant  veuillez  quelque 
fois  me  faire  Thonneur  de  m'adresser  de  vos  nouveUes,  ainsi 
que  de  votre  ch^re  famille  si  aimable  et  si  chere,  de  laquelle  je 
vous  prie  de  vouloir  me  rappeler,  en  vous  assurant  qu'aucune 
consolation  ne  peut  m'  6tre  plus  agr^able  que  celle  de  recevoir 
vos  aimables  lettres. 

M  Veuillez,  ch^re  comtesse,  assurer  mes  sinceres  amities  k  vos 
aimables  et  charmantes  nieces,  ainsi  qu'k  Monsieur  le  Comte 
D'Orsay. 

«  Le  Due  d'Ossuna," 
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"  Paris,  ce  Lundi,  Novembre  24,  1845. 

"  MA  CB±RE  COMTE88E, 

"  J'ai  appris  l'affreux  malheur  qui  vient  de  nous  arriver 
et  qui  comme  k  vous  a  frappe  de  douleur  toute  notre  chire  fa- 
mille.  Je  n'essaierois  pas  de  vous  adresser  des  consolations,  car, 
malheureusement,  je  sais  par  une  bien  triste  et  r&cente  expe- 
rience que  pour  cette  douleur  il  n'y  a  point  de  soulagement 
Vous  devez  etre  persuadee,  ma  ch&re  et  aimable  comtesse,  de  toute 
la  part  si  sincere  que  je  prend  k  votre  malheur,  car  vous  savex 
tout  Pint^ret  et  reconnaissante  amiti6  que  je  vous  porte. 

"J'ai  pens6  avoir  eu  le  bonheur  de  vous  revoir  cet  ao- 
tomne,  mais  malheureusement  il  m'a  &t£  impossible  d'avoir  ce 
plaisir,  toujours  si  grand  pour  moi,  par  ma  sant£,  qui  a  £te  bien 
chancelante  tout  ces  derniers  temps. 

"  Je  me  suis  oblig6  k  aller  en  Espagne  pour  quelque  temps ; 
mais  je  compte  avoir  ce  plaisir  an  printemps  prochain,  car  je 
me  propose  d'aller  k  Londres  vers  cette  &poque,  et  avant  si  je 
le  peux. 

"  Je  ne  veux  pas  abuser  de  votre  bont6  plus  long  temps;  car 
je  me  figure  bien  toute  la  tristesse  de  vos  moments :  et  ma  pro- 
chaine  lettre  sera  plus  longue. 

"  Veuillez,  en  attendant,  offrir  mes  humbles  hommages  a  vos 
aimables  et  charmantes  nieces,  Misses  Power,  et  mes  amities  sia- 
c£res  pour  le  cher  Comte  DXJrsay,  et  vous,  Madame  la  Comtesse, 
assurez  vous,  je  vous  prie,  du  respect  et  sincere  attachement  que 
je  vous  porterois  pour  la  vie. 

"  Votre  tout  devout  et  reconnaissant  serviteur  et  ami, 

"  Due  d'Ossuna  bt  d'Abcos." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

M0N8IEUR  EUGENE   SUB. 

Monsieur  Eugene  Sue,  a  native  of  Paris,  the  author  of 
"Les  Mystkes  de  Paris,"  "  Mathilde,"  "  Le  Juif  Errant," 
"M&noires  d'un  Valet-de-Chambre,"  "L'Art  de  Plaire," 
"Deleytar,"  "  Th&fcse  Dunoyer,"  "  L'  Institutrice,"  &c., 
is  a  strange  compound  of  credulity  and  imposition ;  a  man 
of  strong  republican  principles,  united  with  the  most  luxu- 
rious tastes.  His  manners  in  society,  like  those  of  many 
keen  observers,  are  reserved  $nd  retiring.  His  sentiments 
are,  for  the  most  part,  generous,  and,  in  many  cases,  his 
judgments  are  just,  but,  like  many  of  his  order,  not  guided 
by  fixed  principles  of  religion  and  morality,  he  sees  clearly, 
and  describes  graphically,  the  evils  and  disorders  of  a  cor- 
rupt state  of  society,  without  being  able  to  discern  the 
true  cause  of  the  evil,  or  to  indicate  a  remedy  for  them. 
He  ever  dallies,  however,  with  some  new  political  theory, 
that  is  ultimately  found  to  be  impracticable  and  Utopian. 
To  human  will  and  human  wisdom  alone  he  looks  for  the 
removal  of  all  the  ills  that  belong  to  poor  humanity.  For 
some  years,  he  held  the  first  place  in  public  opinion  among 
the  novel-writers  of  his  day  and  nation.  His  "  Myst&res 
de  Paris,"  and  u  Juif  Errant,"  abound  with  evidences  of 
genius,  but  unfortunately  with  evidences  also  of  another 
kind;  the  first-mentioned  work — with  ample  proofs  of  ten- 
dencies to  inflame  and  to  excite  the  passions,  while  pro- 
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fessing  to  promote  philanthropical  objects  of  reform,  social 
and  administrative;  the  other  production — that  its  ob- 
vious aim  and  settled  purpose  is  to  foster  the  prevailing 
opinions  of  two  large  classes  of  his  countrymen,  the  literary 
and  philosophical  radicals,  and  the  Socialists,  against  re- 
ligion and  its  members  generally,  and  the  members  of  one 
of  the  religious  orders  in  particular. 

Though  still  in  the  prime  of  life,  the  latter  works  of  Sue, 
strange  to  say,  are  below  mediocrity.  The  character  and 
peculiarities  of  the  Count  D'Orsay  furnished  the  author  with 
the  idea  of  the  hero  of  his  production,  "  Le  Vicomte  de 
Letoc&re,  ou  L'Art  de  Plaire."  He  has  entirely  abandoned 
Paris,  where  he  formerly  resided  with  great  extravagance, 
and  now  lives  wholly  retired  from  the  world,  in  the  terri- 
tory called  La  Soligne,  near  the  lake  d'Annegy.  The 
descriptions  in  Sue's  "  Myst&res  de  Paris,"  like  the  scenes 
in  "  The  Monk,"  by  Lewis,  u  ought  to  have  been  written 
by  Tiberius,  at  Caprea;  they  are  forced — the  filtered  ideas 
of  a  jaded  voluptuary."* 

Before  he  commenced  the  metier  of  a  literary  social  re- 
former— substituting  sensualisme  effrenie  for  liberty  of 
conscience,  and  the  rant  of  an  infidel  philosophy  for  re- 
ligion— Monsieur  Sue  wrote  some  stupid  books,  which  no 
one  read  or  bought;  and  among  these  a  "History  of  the 
French  Navy,"  which  nearly  ruined  his  bookseller.  The 
Socialists,  in  1848  and  1849,  foolishly  imagined  they  had 
found  a  powerful  ally,  and  sincere  adherent  to  their  cause, 
in  the  author  of  "  The  Mysteries  of  Paris,"  and  "  The 
Wandering  Jew."  Some  clap-trap  passages  in  those  works, 
in  favour  of  Communist  doctrines,  procured  him  a  seat,  in 
1849,    in   the    French    National    Assembly.      Universal 

•  Byron's  Diary,  Dec.  6,  1813. 
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suffrage  was  at  once  dishonoured  and  deceived,  by  the  se- 
lection of  the  sensualist  literati  in  the  domino  of  a  Socialist. 
Monsieur  Sue  had  promulgated  a  dogma  which  rendered 
him  extremely  popular, — "  No  one  had  any  right  to  super- 
fluity, while  any  one  was  in  want  of  necessaries." 

A  theory  so  plausible5  and  so  plainly  enunciated,  it  was 
imagined  must  be  a  practical  truth,  demonstrated  by  the 
propounder,  in  the  frugal  simplicity  of  his  mode  of  life. 
The  poor  Socialists  were  deceived  by  the  author  of  "Les 
Myst&res  de  Paris."  The  sensualist  had  mystified  the 
Socialists. 

Monsieur  Auguste  Johanet,  in  a  brochure  entitled 
44  Veritas  Sociales,  Inconnues  ou  M^connues,"  has  given  us 
a  description  of  Eugene  Sue's  mode  of  living,  and  of  his 
mansion  ki  the  manor  and  park  of  Des  Bordes : — 

44  It  is  impossible  to  convey  an  idea  of  this  luxury,  of  the 
sumptuousness  of  those  caprices,  of  these  whims  of  all  kinds ; 
here  a  dining-room,  where  the  sideboards  display  plate, 
porcelain,  and  crystal,  with  pictures  and  flowers,  to  add  to 
the  pleasures  of  the  table  all  the  pleasures  of  the  eyes;  then 
an  inner  gallery,  where  pictures,  statuettes,  drawings,  and 
engravings,  re-produce  subjects  the  most  calculated  to  ex- 
cite the  imagination.  Here  is  a  library  full  of  antiquities, 
whose  bookcases  contain  works  bound  with  unheard-of- 
luxury,  where  objects  of  art  are  multiplied  with  an  absence 
of  calculated  affectation,  which  appears  as  if  wishing  to  say 
they  came  there  naturally.  A  day-light,  shaded  by  the 
painted  glass  windows,  and  curtains  of  the  richest  stuff, 
gives  to  this  place  an  air  of  mystery,  invites  to  silence  and 
to  study,  and  produces  those  eccentric  inspirations  which 
M.  Sue  gives  to  the  public.  A  desk,  richly  carved,  re- 
ceives sundry  manuscripts  of  the  romance-writer,  the  nu- 
merous hommages  sent  to  Monsieur,  as  the  valet  expresses 
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himself,  from  all  the  corners  of  the  globe,  and  which  the 
faithful  servant  enumerates  with  the  most  scrupulous  care. 
Everywhere  may  be  seen  gold,  silver,  silk,  velvet,  and  soft 
carpets.  Everywhere  taste  and  art  tax  their  ingenuity  in 
a  thousand  ways  to  produce  effect,  ornament,  and  domestic 
enjoyments.  A  vast  drawing-room,  furnished  and  decorated 
with  all  imaginable  care,  exactly  re-produces  that  of  one  of 
the  heroines  of  romance  of  Monsieur  Eugene  Sue;  and  there 
have  been  carved  on  the  woodwork  of  a  Gothic  mantel-piece 
medal  lions,  representing  the  Madeleine  falling  at  the  feet 
of  our  Saviour,  who  tells  her  that  her  sins  will  be  forgiven 
her,  because  her  love  has  been  strong.  An  immense  look- 
ing-glass connects  that  salon  with  a  green-house,  filled  with 
exotic  shrubs  and  trees,  and  it  is  lighted  at  night  with 
magnificent  lustres.  The  walls  are  highly  decorated,  and 
gold  and  silver  fish  are  seen  swimming  in  marble  basins. 
In  addition  to  the  lustres,  there  are  candelabra  for  bougie*, 
mixed  with  the  foliage  of  the  trees  and  plants,  to  increase 
the  effect  when  the  place  is  lighted  up.  A  small  gallery, 
lined  with  odoriferous  plants,  leads  to  a  circular  walk, 
which  surrounds  a  garden  cultivated  in  the  most  expensive 
manner,  and  there  is  a  fine  piece  of  water,  with  numerous 
swans  on  it. 

"  The  walk  is  a  chef-d?ceuvre  of  comfort,  for  it  is  alike 
protected  from  the  wind  and  the  rain,  being  covered  with 
a  dome.  It  is  enclosed  with  balustrades,  covered  with 
creeping  plants  of  the  choicest  nature.  It  is  a  sort  of 
terrestrial  paradise,  in  the  bosom  of  the  Soligne,  and  beyond 
it  is  a  park,  admirably  laid  out  with  kiosques,  rustic 
cottages,  elegant  bridges,  and  a  preserve  for  pheasants, 
which  secures  myriads  of  birds  for  the  shooting  excursions 
of  the  illustrious  Communist,  whose  keepers  exercise  a  severe 
look-out  to  prevent  any  person  from  touching  the  game. 
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The  out-buildings  show  the  same  elegance.  There  is  a 
splendid  court-yard,  leading  to  the  stables  for  carriage- 
horses,  one  of  which  has  his  name,  4  Paradox/  marked  over 
his  stall.  The  wood-work  is  richly  painted  and  varnished, 
with  an  infinity  of  brass  ornaments.  Near  this  place  is  a 
box,  exclusively  devoted  to  the  favourite  mare  of  Citizen 
Eug&ne  Sue,  the  famous  4  Good  Lady :'  it  is  furnished  with 
even  more  elegance.  The  harness  is  kept  in  the  finest  order, 
and  there  is  a  communication  from  the  harness-room  to  the 
green-houses.  The  dog-kennels  are  in  the  same  luxurious 
style  as  the  stables.  Many  workmen  would  think  them- 
selves happy  to  have  such  habitations.  In  a  walk  round 
the  reserved  grounds,  we  convinced  ourselves  that  the  walks 
were  carefully  kept,  and  here  and  there  are  banks  of  moss, 
for  the  author  to  repose  upon  in  his  meditations ;  but  the 
tenants  of  the  environs  do  not  appear  to  derive  any  advan- 
tage from  the  vicinity  of  the  great  apostle  of  progress  and 
anulioration.  Several  of  the  houses  are  badly  roofed,  and 
the  walls  are  cracked,  and  the  houses  are  on  a  level  with 
the  marshy  soil,  covered  with  manure,  which  gives  the  in- 
habitants the  ague  during  two-thirds  of  the  year.  On  the 
other  hand,  however,  there  is  a  profuse  distribution  of  little 
books,  such  as  the  l  Berger  de  Erevan,'  and  other  socialist 
publications."* 

Madame  de  Stael's  observation  to  a  lady,  on  visiting  her 
in  a  villa  very  much  decorated,  and  rather  too  sumptuously 
furnished, — "  Ma  ch&re,  vous  avez  trop  de  luxe," — might 
have  been  addressed  to  Eugfene  Sue  on  entering  his  splendid 
mansion,  and  likewise  to  Lady  Blessington,  in  every  abode 
of  hers,  from  the  period  of  her  second  marriage  to  the  time 
of  the  break-up  at  Gore  House. 

•  Men  of  the  time,  p.  401.     London,  1853. 
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The  poor  Socialists  and  true  Republicans  who  had  ap- 
plauded the  generous  sentiment  of  Monsieur  Eugene  Sue,— 
"  No  one  had  any  right  to  superfluity,  while  any  one  was 
in  want  of  necessaries," — might  well  say  to  their  theoretical 
champion: — "Mon  cher  Sue,  vous  avez  trop  de  laxe: 
donnez  nous,  qui  sont  en  la  mis&re,  de  ces  superfluity 
auxquelles  vous  n'avez  aucun  titre." 

LETTERS   FBOM   MONSIEUR   EUGENE   SUE. 

"  Je  ne  saurais  vous  dire,  Madame,  combien  j'ai  6te  touche, 
non  seulement  de  les  trop  aimables  lettres  que  vous  m'avez  bien 
voulu  ecrire,  mais  encore  de  ce  que  vous  avez  pris  la  peine  de 
me  l'ecrire  en  francos.  Sous  ce  rapport  elle  m'a  ete  doublement 
precieuse,  Croyez,  Madame,  que  je  sais  trop  la  valeur  de  vos 
encouragements  et  de  votre  approbation  pour  la  deme^riter,  et  que 
je  tiendrai  desormais  en  bride  une  assez  mauvaise  tendance  a  la 
licence  qui  en  effet  m'a  bien  souvent  et  trop  souvent  prive  d'une 
foulede  charmantes  connaissances,  etcelaa  mon  grand  regret;  car  je 
ne  sais  rien  de  plusravissant  au  monde,  quede  songer  a  cette  espece 
de  communion  oil  vous  mettez  votre  coeur  avec  de  pures  et 
fraiches  ames  de  candides  jeunes  filles — mais,  helas,  souvent  le 
diable  me  tente  et  je  succombe.  Heureusement  votre  lettre, 
Madame,  me  sera  un  infaillible  talisman  pour  ne  plus  retomber 
dans  les  ecarts.  Mille  fois  merci  encore,  Madame,  de  vos  bontes 
pour  mon  ami  Pleyel,  que  vous  avez,  je  vous  assure,  bien  jugt,  et 
qui  est  digne  de  tout  ce  que  vous  avez  daigne  faire  pour  lui,  du 
moins  par  sa  profonde  reconnaissance.  Adieu,  Madame,  croyex, 
je  vous  prie,  &  mon  respectueux  devouement 

"EuafajE  Stx" 

"Mille  et  mille  pardons,  Madame,  de  ne  pas  vous  envoyer 
comme  j'esp6rais,  par  notre  cher  Alfred,  la  petite  nouvelle  que 
vous  m'avez  permis  de  vous  adresser.  'Ouvre  Pontes'  c'est 
plutot  une  biographie  vraie,qu'aura  peut  etre  assez  d'inteY6t,  comme 
contenant,  au  milieu  d'une  si  Elegante  composition  de  livres 
charmants  qui  emprunte  sa  plus  grande  beaute*  au  reflet  de  votre 
nom.     J'aurais  l'honneur  de  vous  faire  parvenir  le  manuscrit  au 
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plus  tard  le  trois  ou  quatre  Juillet,  il  est  terming ;  mais  j'ai 
beaucoup  k  revoir  et  k  corriger.  C'est  une  si  bonne  et  belle 
fortune  pour  moi  de  par6itre  sous  vos  auspices,  Madame,  que 
vous  m'excuserez  de  ce  petit  retard  occasion^  par  le  soin  que  je 
mets  k  revoir  ce  travail  Je  quitte  Alfred  avec  une  vraie  tristesse, 
plus  je  le  connais  plus  j'appre'cie  ce  bon,  ce  vaillant  coeur,  si 
chaud,  si  g6n£reux  pour  ceux  qu'il  aime.  Tout  mon  espoir  est 
de  le  revoir  bientot,  avec  vous,  Madame,  et  de  pouvoir  enfin 
vous  dire  combien  je  suis  profondement  touche  de  vos  bontes 
pour  moi.  * 

"  Agreez,  Madame,  l'assurance  d'une, 

"  Estime  la  plus  respectueuse,  &c. 

"Eugene  Sue." 
"Madame, 

"  Ce  sont  de  nouveaux  remerciments  que  j'ai  encore  a  vous 
adresser,  pour  les  deux  livres  merveilleux  que  vous  m'avez  fait 
lTionneur  de  m'envoyer,  et  surtout  pour  les  lignes  si  flatteuses 
qui  les  accompagne.  Ma  seule  ambition  (et  elle  est  grande) 
serait  de  m6riter  ces  eloges  accorded  avec  une  gr&ce  bienveill- 
euse,  et  un  esprit,  qui  doublent  encore  le  prix. 

"  Notre  excellent  ami  me  rassura  un  peu  en  me  disant  que 
vous  6tes,  Madame,  satisfaite  de  mon  pauvre  Voyageur  Eternel, 
qui  se  voit  a  peu  pres  exite  de  tous  les  pays  Catholiques,  ce  qui 
reduit  singulierement  sa  promenade  de  touriste.  Heureux  pour 
lui  l'Angleterre  est  plus  hospitable,  et  cela  j'aime  a  le  croire, 
guide  a  l'exemple  de  Gore  House,  qui  a  souffert  pour  lui  donner 
droit  de  cite*.  Merci  done,  encore,  Madame,  au  nom  de  mon  pauvre 
proscrit,  excommunte,  damnd,  que  Pautorite*  de  votre  nom  et  de 
votre  grand  esprit  a  si  gendreusement  defendu  et  protege^ 

"J'ai  ecrit  a  Alfred,  et  je  tiens  a  avoir  Phonneur  de  vous  le 
repeter,  Madame,  que  d'apres  Tan  prochain,  pouvoir  vous  adres- 
ser quelques  pages  plus  dignes  de  vos  admirable  livres,  c'est 
presque  un  droit  que  j'ai  acquis,  et  je  m'en  montrai  toujours 
tris  jaloux. 

"Adieu,   Madame,   veuillez  croire  k  l'assurance  de  mon  re- 

spectueux  denouement, 

"  Eugene  Sue." 
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Madame, 
"  Je  suis  stir  d'avance  que  vous  daignerez  accepter  ce  livre 
avec  cette  bienveillante  indulgence  que  vous   m'avez   toujour* 
temoign6e.     C'est  done  seulement  une   occasion  que  je  saisk 
avec  empressement  de  me  rappeler  a  votre  bon  souvenir. 

"  Agreez,  Madame,  Fassurance  de  mon  respectueux  divorce- 
ment 

"EuofeNE  Sue." 

MONSIEUR  LE  VICOMT E  D'ARLINCOURT. 

Vicomte  D'Arlincourt  (Victor  Prevost),  was  born  in 
1789,  at  his  father's  chateau,  De  Merantais,  near  Versailles. 
His  father,  Charles  (Fermier  General),  perished  on  the 
scaffold,  as  did  likewise  his  grandfather,  Adrien,  in  1794. 
They  had  lent  the  enormous  sum  of  four  millions  of  francs 
to  the  royal  family,  in  1792 :  a  million  and  a  half  to  the 
aunts  of  Louis  the  Sixteenth,  then  in  Rome,  half  a  million 
to  the  brothers  of  the  king,  emigrants  in  Germany,  and  two 
millions  to  the  king  himself,  previously  to  the  disastrous 
10  th  of  August. 

The  present  Viscount  commenced  his  literary  career  in 
1818,  by  the  publication  of  his  poem  "La  Caroleide,"  of 
which  Charlemagne  is  the  hero.  u  Le  Solitaire,"  appeared 
in  1821;  uLe  R&uSgat,"  in  1822;  "Ipsiboe,"  in  1823; 
"L'Etrang&re,"  in  1825;  "Le  Si&ge  de  Paris,"  in  1826, 
which  was  performed  for  thirty  nights  consecutively  at  the 
Theatre  Franqais;  "  Les  Rebelles  sous  Charles  V.,"  in  1831, 
a  romance  in  verse;  "Les  Ecorcheurs  ou  V Usurpation  et 
la  Peste,"  published  in  1833 ;  "  Le  Brasseur  Roi,"  in  1834, 
"Le  Double  Rfegne,"  in  1835;  " L'Herbagfere,"  in  1836; 
"Les  trois  Chateaux,"  in  1840;  "Ida,"  in  1841;  "Le 
Pterin,"  in  1842;  "L'Etoile  Polaire,"  in  1843;  and  his 
great  work  (if  the  author's  opinion  of  its  merits  be  well 
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founded)  "  Les  Trois  Royaumes,"  of  a  later  date.  The 
Viscount  D'Arlincourt  made  a  starring  tour  of  Europe  in 
1840,  1841,  1842,  providing  for  the  translation  of  his 
works  and  attributing  to  his  success — "  Les  riches  cadeaux 
des  Puissances  du  Nord."* 

The  Viscount  has  travelled  much  over  Europe,  and  every 
where  he  has  been,  his  position  in  society,  in  litera- 
ture, and  the  political  affairs  of  the  elder  branch  of  the 
French  Bourbons,  has  obtained  for  him  a  flattering  recep- 
tion. He  was  much  about  the  court  (and  in  the  councils 
he  gives  us  to  understand)  of  Louis  the  Eighteenth  and 
Charles  the  Tenth.  Their  dynasty  went  down,  but  the 
attachment  to  it  of  the  Viscount  remained  unchanged,  and 
the  light  of  his  loyalty  he  has  not  allowed  to  remain  hid 
under  a  bushel,  or,  indeed,  any  of  the  shining  lights  which 
adorn  his  intellectual  character.  The  Viscount  has  written 
many  works ;  feeling  impelled  to  write  by  the  cravings  of 
an  appetite  quite  insatiable  for  praise.  He  is  the  author 
of  several  ephemeral  articles,  literary  and  political,  and 
some  dramas,  which  are  dead,  and  something  more. 

In  principles  the  Viscount  is  an  uncompromising  legiti- 
mist; in  literature  he  is  a  sort  of  La  Bruydre.  He  mingles 
the  characteristics  of  both  in  his  works,  rather  successfully. 
He  possesses  considerable  shrewdness  and  finesse,  sarcastic 
wit,  and  a  natural  penchant  for  romantic  incidents.  The 
intensity  of  his  vanity,  personal  and  literary,  does  not  pre- 
vent his  according  praise,  liberally,  or  rather  profusely,  to 
others  in  the  upper  regions  of  literary  society.  His  works 
have  a  certain  interest,  derived,  perhaps  from  the  combina- 
tion of  a  taste  for  imaginative  fiction  and  romance,  remark- 
able astuteness,  and  wisdom  of  a  worldly  kind  advantage- 

*  Annuaire  Biographiquc  Descriptif,  p.  6.  Paris  Ed.  1843. 
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ously  exhibited  in  them.  This  was  particularly  the  case 
in  his  earlier  productions,  at  a  time  when  light  and  imagi- 
native literature  in  France  was  much  rarer  than  it  now  is, 
and  possessed  also  less  vigour  than  at  present.  His  works, 
generally,  if  they  made  their  appearance  at  the  present 
time  would  hardly  obtain  the  character  they  have  acquired. 
The  Viscount,  however,  it  must  be  admitted,  is  a  gracefiil 
writer,  with  great  facility  of  expression,  and  an  epigram- 
matic turn,  that  gives  a  terseness  to  his  descriptions  and 
observations.  In  conversation  he  is  amusing,  and  pointed 
in  his  remarks  and  polished  at  the  same  time  in  his  delivery 
and  manner.  He  possesses  an  immense  fund  of  anecdote, 
and  relates  well.  Altogether  the  Viscount  is  looked  upon 
by  those  intimately  acquainted  with  him,  as  a  good  and 
rare  specimen  of  the  accomplished  gentleman  of  the  old 
French  school,  of  amenity,  dignified  by  mental  culture,  and 
enlightened  by  liberal  pursuits. 
From  Vicomte  D'Arlincourt.* 

"  Aix-la-Chapelle,  Oct  22,  1843. 

"  AlMABLE  ET  EXCELLENTE  AmIB, 

"tTai  re<ju  votre  charmante  lcttre  du  16  Octobre,  qui  in  a 
prouv6e  que  la  bont6  et  le  talent  sont  inseparables  chez  vous. 
Combien  je  suis  reconnaissant  des  peines  que  vous  vous  £tes 
donn6es  pour  moi.  Pourquoi  faut  il  que  votre  eloquence  ait  eu 
si  peu  de  prise  aupres  de  celui  que  vous  daignez  appeller  vous 
entendre  ? 

"  Ses  propositions  me  paraissent  rudes.  Soumettre  mon  livre 
k  Pacceptation  ou  au  veto  d'un  libraire,  k  son  eloge,  ou  a  son 
blame,  me  paroit  trop  inconcevable !  II  me  semble  que  je  ne 
saurais  y  r^pondre.  Ce  Monsieur  est  il  apte  k  juger  du  style 
d'un  ecrivain  Francais?  En  comprendrait-il  les  pensfes? 
J^avoue  que  s'il   me  renvoyait  mes  pages  apres  les  avoir  par- 

•  I  doubt  if  in  any  language  more  remarkable  specimens  can  be  produced  of 
literary  ranity,  and  consummate  self-conceit,  than  these  letters  afford. 


LETTERS   OF   VICOMTE   D'ABLINCOURT.  193 

courns,  sans  vouloir  faire  affaire  avec  moi,  cela  me  par6itrait  une 
singulifere  humiliation.  Est-ce  que  je  jteux,  est-ce  que  je  dois 
m'y  exposer?     Qu'en  dit  le  Comte  D'Orsay,  la  vie  de  la  grace  et 

du  goflt?     Qu'en  dites  vous  g6nie  protecteur?     Une  * 

doit  etre  un  oracle. 

"  Avant  tout  je  d6sirerois  savoir  quel  prix  il  donnerait  de  mes 
deux  volumes,  en  admettant  le  cas  qu'tZ  daigne  en  6tre  satisfait 
Je  parle  de  Monseigneur  le  libraire. 

"Puis:  dites  moi  s'il  entend  par  Edition  Anglaise  une  traduc- 
tion ;  je  suppose  que  cela  veut  dire,  une  Edition,  publifee  k  Londres 
en  Fran$ais.     Cependant  il  faut  s'expliquer. 

"  Enfin,  si  je  me  dSterminais  &  envoyer  un  $pecimen,  je  de- 
mande  impirieusement  qu'il  ne  se  compose  plus  que  d'un  tiers  de 
volume.  Ce  sera  bien  assez  pour  juger :  surtout  si  ee  Monsieur 
a  une  intelligence  en  harmonie  avec  ses  pretensions,  et  &  la 
hauteur  de  ses  arrits. 

"Conseillez  moi,  aimable  dame!  Pensez  vous  qu'il  puisse 
£tre  prudent  d'envoyer  courir  un  manuscrit  par  mer  et  par  terre? 
C'est  plus  que  par  monts  et  par  valldes :  de  quelle  fa^on  faudroit  il 
«'y  prendre  pour  qu'il  ne  lui  arrival  pas  mesaventure? 

"  Pardon  de  tant  de  details  ennuyeux :  mais  c'est  &  une  soeur 
que  je  les  addresse,  et  cela  me  rassure  un  peu. 

"  Votre  jolie  nifece  a  t'elle  pens6  au  petit  travail  que  j'attends 
de  son  obligeance,  la  nomenclature  de  vos  charmants  ouvrages? 
Je  lui  demande  aussi  le  titre  des  principales  c&ebritte  litt£raires 
et  artistiques  de  Londres,  et  avec  un  mot  sur  le  m£rite  et  les 
succ£s  de  chacun  d'eux.     Sont-elles  connues  pour  y  songer? 

"  Sur  la  petite  note  qu'elle  m'a  donnfee,  il  y  a  un  nom  que  je 
ne  lis  pas  bien:  c'est  celui  d'un  peintre:  est  ce  bien  Edwin 
Landseer  ?    Je  n'en  suis  pas  stir. 

"Adieu  ch&re  et  belle  Comtesse !  je  vous  adresse  ici  une  lettre 
bien  mat6rielle,  une  lettre  a  fastidieux  details,  mais  votre  g£nie 
repliera  ses  ailes  un  instant  pour  reprendre  apr&s  un  plus  bril- 
lant  essor. 

•  Word  illegible, 
TOL.    II.  0 
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"  Mille  amittes  &  mon  bon  Comte  D'Orsay ;  et  croyez  moi  tons 
deux  pour  la  vie, 

"Voire  tout  d£vou6, 

"Lb  Vicomte  d'Ablikoouri." 
"  P.S. — Toute  reflexion  faite,  s'il  faut  se  resoudre  k  envoyer  un 
specimen,  autant  vaut  un  demi  volume  qu'un  tiers.     C'est  k  quoi 
il  faut  savoir  si  le  prix  qu'il  pourrait  donner  vant  le  sacrifice 
qu'il  exige." 

"Janvier  19, 1844. 

"AlMABLE   SCEUR  EN   APPOLLON, 

"  Voyez  combien  je  compte  sur  vos  bont&  pour  moL  Voici 
une  50  aine  de  prospectus  des  Trois  Yoyageurs  que  mon  &Uteor 
de  France  me  supplie  de  vous  addresser  pour  les  donner  a  Mon- 
sieur Murray,  et  k  ses  confreres  en  librairie  (sans  oublier  Mon- 
sieur Dulau). 

"  Me  pardonnerez  vous  cette  importunity  ?  Oh  oui :  car  vous 
£tes  la  grace  et  l'obligeance  m&ne,  mais  c'est  un  frkre  qui  en 
appelle  k  l'affection  et  au  g&rie. 

"  D'ici  k  peu  de  jours,  cbfere  Milady,  (vous  me  permettes  ce 
doux  nom:  n'est-ce  pas?)  je  vous  enverrai  plusieurs  belles 
feuilles  de  mon  premier  volume  pour  remettre  k  Mr.  Murny 
comme  specimen,  apr&s  les  avoir  lues,  il  vous  dira  qnelles  sont  ies 
ofires?  Je  desire  vivement  qu'elles  soient  avantageuses.  Ar- 
rangez  cela  pour  moi  comme  si  c'etoit  pour  vous,  et  croyez  k  ma 
vive  reconnaissance. 

w  JPai  ici  un  traducteur  (le  gendre  de  M.  Kenyon)  qui  a  du 
vous  ^crire.  II  offre  de  traduire  mon  livre,  et  sous  mes  yeux 
de  mani&re  k  6tre  pr6t  le  jour  m6me  oil  je  parditrais  k  Paris. 

"  Vous  pouvez  dire  k  Mr.  Murray  que  je  retarderai  ma  pub- 
lication, pour  que  la  traduction  Anglaise  soit  en  vente  k  Londres 
lorsque  l'fedition  Franijaise  par6itra  k  Paris.  Mais  il  faut  qui 
Mr.  Murray  m'offire  un  prix  convenable.  Je  compte  ts  cet  igari 
$ur  vos  bons  offices. 

"  II  faudroit  faire  mettre,  s'il  est  possible,  un  extrait  du  Pros- 
pectus dans  quelques  Journaux  Anglais,  notamment  dans  le 
'  Morning  Post'  et  le  '  Courier  de  l'Europe.' 

"  II  faudroit  aussi  en  envoyer  k  Dublin  et  k  Edinbourgh. 
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"Je  vous  en  adresserai  encore  par  PAmbassadeur  de  Sar- 
daigne.  Mais  en  v£rit6  je  suis  honteux  et  confus  de  tous  les 
£goismes  de  cette  lettre.  Je  ne  vous  parle  que  de  moL  Vous 
m'y  avez  autoris6,  et  cependant  je  ne  saurois  me  le  pardonner. 

"Mille  amities  a  mon  cher  Conite  D'Orsay.  Je  regrette  bien 
de  ne  Pavoir  pas  vu  a  Paris  quand  il  y  a  pass6.  J'ai  pris  une 
vive  part  a  la  perte  qu'il  a  faite,  et  au  chagrin  qu'il  a  du  se 
rapporter. 

"  Vous  savez  sans  doute  le  brillant  cadeau  que  m'a  fait  PEm- 
pereur  de  Russie,  apr&s  avoir  lu  PEtoile. 

"Veuillez,  mon  aimable   soeur,  agr6er  les  expressions  bien 
senties  de  ma  tendre  d6vouement,  et  de  ma  profonde  gratitude. 
Votre  tres  humble  et  tres  ob^issant  serviteur, 
"  Le  Vicomte  d'Arlincoubt." 

"  29  May,  1844. 
"  Ce±re  Coutesse. 

'*  Voici  une  petite  nouvelle  qui,  si  Paffaire  vous  sera  agr^able, 
et  pourra  plaire  a  vos  lecteurs  in  the  Book  of  Beauty :  lorsque 
vous  Paurez  traduite,  et  que  vous  Paurez  rev&tue  des  charmes 
de  votre  style,  elle  aura  un  m£rite  de  plaire :  Vous  lui  donnerez 
un  nouveau  charme. 

"  Je  suis  vraiment  heureux  de  trouver  une  occasion  de  vous 
toe  agr^able.  Disposez  de  moi  en  toute  occasion,  et  croyez  & 
mon  dlvouement  inalterable ;  il  vous  est  acquis  pour  la  vie. 

"Mille  remercimens  de  votre  charmant  article  du  Court 
Journal  Mon  livre,  *  Les  Trois  Royaumes?  est,  sans  doute,  en  ce 
moment  public  &  Londres.  II  aura  commence  sa  carri&re,  et, 
prot£g6  par  vous,  il  a  du  faire  son  entree  dans  le  monde  avec  de 
grandes  chances  de  succ£s.  Continuez  lui  votre  secours,  aimable 
soeur!  Soutenez  ses  pas  sur  la  terre  dtrang&re,  et  tenez  moi  au 
courant  de  ses  destinies. 

"  J'attends  inpatiemment  les  journaux  qui  en  rendent  compte 
a  Londres.     Quant  &  ceux  de  Paris,  ils  Pont  combte  d'61oges. 

"  Mes  Trois  Royaumes  obtiennent  ici  en  ce  moment  un  grand 
8ucc6s  de  vogue.  C'est  le  livre  &  la  mode,  et  il  me  donne  ici  de 
vives  jouissances.     Dieu  veuille  qu'il  en  soit  de  m£me  &  Londres ; 

0  2 
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et  &  cet  effort  je  compte  sur  la  brillante  *  qui  a  bien  touIb 

6tre  son  ange  tutelaire. 

"  Adieu,  ma  bonne  sceur ;  dites  au  Comte  D'Orsay  les  chows 
les  plus  affectueuses  pour  moi ;  je  me  recommande  toujours  i  lui, 
et  je  suis  &  tout, 

"  Voire  tendre  et  reconnaissant, 

"  VlCOMTB  D'ABLnJOOUBT." 

"Paris,  ce  12  May,  1844. 
"  Ch£be  et  excellente  Ajoe, 

"  J'ai  enfin  termini  avec  Monsieur  B.,  mais  non  pas  com- 
me  je  Pavois  d£sir£,  pourtant  si  son  Edition  Anglaise  a  de 
succ&s,  et  £il  est  honnete  homme,  mon  traits  pourra  me  rapporter 
quelques  b£n6fices. 

"Voici  ce  qui  a  itk  convenu.  Mr.  B.  paie  tous  les  firai* 
de  traduction,  d'impression  et  de  publication ;  paie  tous  les  frais 
nombreux ;  il  partage  avec  moi  les  bfenfefices  de  la  vente.  Ce 
livre  parditra  &  Londres  en  m&ne  temps  qu'A  Paris, 

"  II  r^sulte  de  cet  arrangement,  que  je  puis  n'avoir  pas  grande 
chose,  mais  qu'il  y  a  chance  de  gain  s'il  y  a  succes. 

"  Or  done,  e'est  un  succ^s  qu'il  faut  obtenir ;  et  qui  mieux 
que  vous,  aimable  sceur,  peut  y  contribuer  ?  Parlez  du  livre ! 
faites  en  parler !  prot£g£  par  vous,  il  aura  de  la  vogue.  # 

"  D&s  que  l'6dition  Francaise  sera  prdte  je  me  h&terai  de  vous 
envoyer  un  joli  petit  exemplaire,  hommage  de  d6vouement  et  de 
reconnaissance. 

"  Mille  tendresscs  k  mon  cher  Comte  D'Orsay,  je  me  recom- 
mande k  lui  aussi  pour  mettre  mes  Trots  Royaumes  k  la  mode. 
Le  Morning  Post,  Le  Courier  de  T  Europe,  et  tous  les  journaux 
qui  vous  admirent  devraient  bien  m'accorder  quelques  lignes  de 
bienveillance  &  votre  sollicitation. 

"  «Taime  &  y  compter ;  car  il  me  sera  bien  doux  de  vous  ex- 
primer  ma  gratitude  et  mon  affection.  Laissez  tomber  quelques 
rayons  de  votre  gloire  sur  mon  humble  ouvrage  en  ce  moment 
&  vos  pieds ;  et  sa  route  sera  brillante,  et  son  p£re  vous  benira. 

•  Word  illegible. 
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"Veuillez,   agreer,    chere    soeur,   les    nouvelles    expressions 
d'amitie"  fidele  de  votre  tout  d6vou6. 

"Le  Vicomte  D'Armncourt. 

"  Oserai-je  vous  prier  de  revoir  Mr.  B.,  et  de  vous  concerter 
avec  lui  pour  le  succes  des  *  Trois  Royaumes.' 


"  12  Fevrier,  1844. 

"AlMABLE   ET  CH^RE   CoMTESSE, 

"  Je  ne  saurois  vous  exprimer  combien  je  suis  touche  de  votre 
bonte\  J^ai  vu  le  '  Court  Journal/  et  je  Fai  lu  avec  une  vive 
reconnaissance.  M.  M.  doit  avoir  pris  maintenant  une  decision ; 
et  grace  a  Finterfit  que  vous  me  portez,  je  ne  doute  pas  qu'elle  ne 
soit  convenable,  On  m'a  dit  qu'il  avait  fait  deja  annoncer  dans 
les  journaux  que  le  livre  par6itra  chez  lui.  On  m'a  aussi  assure 
que  C.  £toit  desole  de  ne  s'en  6tre  pas  rendu  acquereur.  Tout 
cela  promet  une  heureuse  fin  et  c'est  a  vous  que  je  le  devrais, 

"  J*ai  recu  la  jolie  petite  lettre  de  votre  charmante  niece,  et  je 
la  remercie  vivement  Je  corrigerai  les  erreurs  que  vous  me 
signalez.     .     .     . 

"  A  mon  traducteur,  Monsieur  M.,  travaille  toujours  avec 
activity  ?  Je  vous  envoie  par  une  occasion  sure,  huit  feuilles 
qu'il  vient  de  terminer.  Si  Mr.  Murray  s'arrange  avec  vous  il 
pourra  commencer  de  suite  k  imprimer  la  traduction;  car  on 
attend  impatiemment  mes  *  Troia  RoyaumesJ  et  il  seroit  facheux 
de  trop  retarder  la  publication. 

"  Laissez  moi  vous  rep&er  ici  les  expressions  de  ma  gratitude. 
Je  serai  heureux  d'aller  vous  les  porter  moi  mdme  k  Londres,  et 
si  je  puis  ici  vous  6tre  utile,  disposez  de  moi,  comme  le  frere  le 
plus  tendre  et  le  plus  devoue\ 

"  Mille  amities  k  mon  bon  Comte  D'Orsay.  Quel  regret  j'ai 
eu  de  ne  pas  le  voir  a  Paris  pendant  son  court  sejour ;  je  compte 
aussi  sur  vos  soins  et  son  affection. 

"  Croyez  moi  toujours  pour  la  vie, 

"  Tout  a  vous,  de  plume  et  de  coeur, 

"Le  Vicomte  D'Arlincouet." 
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"  Rue  Caumartin,  Paris,  17  th  May. 

"AlMABLE   ET  CH&RE   S(EUB, 

"  Mes  Trois  Voyageurs  vont  parditre  a  Londres  et  a  Paris, 
en  deux,  trois,  ou  quatre  jours,  Soutenez  les !  prot£gez  les ! 
Qu'une  des  palmes  qui  ceignent  votre  front  s'£tende  sur  eax 
comme  un  talisman  de  protection.  Sa  plus  grande  gloire  aura 
k\k  d'etre  sous  votre  6gide, 

"  Les  journaux  vous  les  parleront  sans  doute  de  mon  livre. 
Surtout  s'il  a  un  beau  succ&s.  Je  voudrois  bien  avoir  quelques 
uns  de  vos  articles  pour  le  faire  r6produire  dans  les  Gazettes 
Frax^ais. 

"Les  derni&res  pages  du  2e  volume  sont  toutes  politiques: 
Elles  parlent  de  M.  le  Due  de  B.,  et  vous  comprenez  la  colore 
que  j'aurais  du  y  mettre.  Tachez  d'en  faire  parler,  dans  notre 
opinion,  par  le  Morning  Post,  le  Court  Journal,  &c,  et  toutes 
les  Gazettes  qui  sympathisent  avec  la  cause.  Je  ferois  r^pondre 
ici  leurs  articles  et  leurs  reflexions  politiques,  et  cela  pourroit 
fitre  utile  ici  a  moi  et  aux  notres.  Je  regarde  cela  comme  im- 
portant de  bien  des  choses  et  sous  bien  des  rapports. 

"  J*espfere  vous  envoyer  procbainement  Fexemplaire  Framjais 
qui  vous  estdestinl;  accueillez  le  avec  votre  bont6  accoutumee; 
et  cet  bommage  de  reconnaissance  vous  dira  combien  je  suis 
heureux  et  fi&re  de  votre  illustre  patronage. 

u  Je  n'ai  pas  besoin  de  vous  recommander  mes  int£r6ts  sous  le 
rapport  p6cuniaire.  Je  ne  doute  pas  que  vous  soyez  bonne  a 
cet  egard  comme  en  tout  le  reste ;  esperons  que  Monsieur  R 
montre  de  Thonneur  propre  a  en  agir  noblement  avec  moi; 
nous  pourrons  faire  quelques  autres  affaires  ensemble,  si  je  suis 
content  de  luL 

"  Adieu,  mon  excellente  amie.     Je  vais  attendre  impatiemment 
des  nouvelles  de  Londres ;  le  moment  d^cisif  est  venu. 
"  Croyez  moi,  pour  la  vie,  chire  soeur, 

fi  Votre  reconnoissant  et  d4vou6  serviteur, 

"VlCOMTR   d'AhLIXCOUBT. 

"  Mille  tendresses  a  mon  bon  Comte  D'Orsay ;  je  compte  aussi 
son  son  amiti6,  sur  ses  soins,  sur  son  credit,  et  sur  son  talent }  il  a 
a  la  fois  tant  d'obligeance  et  tant  de  bont£,  &a" 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

CASDIIB  DELATIONS 

Lady  Blessington  made  the  acquaintance  of  this  distin- 
guished writer  in  Naples.  She  speaks  in  high  terms,  in 
her  letters,  of  the  simplicity  and  naivete  of  his  character. 
His  unaffected  manners  and  amiable  disposition  made  a 
strong  impression  on  her  mind.  His  conversation  appeared 
to  her  interesting,  full  of  poetry,  but  devoid  of  all  manifes- 
tations of  morbid  sensitiveness  and  vanity. 

Gasimir  Delavigne  died  at  Lyons,  in  his  fiftieth  year,  in 
December,  1843. 

For  a  considerable  time  he  had  been  in  delicate  health, 
the  result  of  his  unremitting  literary  labours  for  many 
years.  Monsieur  Jules  Janin  published  an  interesting 
memoir  of  this  eminent  poet  and  dramatist  in  the  Debate 
newspaper.  His  dramatic  productions  have  long  kept  pos- 
session of  the  French  stage,  and  still  retain  all  their  original 
popularity.  He  died  without  pain  or  suffering,  in  the  full 
possession  of  all  his  faculties,  and  unconscious,  it  would  ap- 
pear, of  any  immediate  danger.  When  he  breathed  his 
last,  his  wife  was  in  the  act  of  reading  to  him  Scott's  novel 
of  "Guy  Mannering;"  and  living  in  illusions,  the  poet 
died  in  them.  His  son,  a  boy  of  ten  years  of  age,  was 
present  when  he  expired. 
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letters  from  ca8imir  delavigne  to  lady 
ble8sington. 
"  Madame, 
'.'  Je  ne  saurais  trop  vous  remercier  du  present  que  vous  avez 
bien  voulu  me  faire.     Vous  demandez  en  revanche  des  vers  de 
moi ;  apr&s  ceux  que  je  viens  de  lire,  j'ai  quelque  honte  d'en- 
voyer  les  miens;  cependant  je  dois  oWir,  ils  n'auront  d'aatre 
m^rite  que  de  vous  rappeler  trfes  imparfaitement  dans  one  imi- 
tation  fra^aise,  une   des   plus'  sublimes  images  du  '  Giaour.' 
Je  vous  dois   de  nouvaux  remerciments   pour  Fesp&rance  que 
vous  nous  avez  donn6e,  de  vous  revoir  en  France.     C'est  alors 
que  mieux  inspire  dans  ma  patrie  je  pourrai  vous  adresser  k 
vous  m&ne  des  vers  qui  par  le  sujet  seront  moins  indignes  de 
Fhonneur  que  vous  voulez  leur  faire  en  les  pla§ant  pr&s  de  ceux 
de  vos  grands  pontes. 

"  Recevez,  Madame,  l'hommage  de  mon  respect, 

"Casimih  Delavigne. 
"  En  quittant  Napoli,  22  Janvier. 

"  Je  prie  Monsieur  le  Comte  d'Orsay  d'agtfeer  mes  complimens 
les  plus  affectueux." 

"  Contemplez  une  femme  avant  que  le  linceul 
En  tombant  sur  son  front  brise  notre  esp£rance 
Le  jour  de  son  tr£pas,  ce  premier  jour  du  deuil 
04  le  danger  finit  oil  le  nfeant  commence : 
Quelle  triste  douceur !  quel  charme  attendrissant ! 
Que  de  mfelancolie  et  pourtant  que  de  grace, 
Dans  ses  levres  sans  vie  oil  la  p&leur  descend ! 
Comme  votre  ceil  aridc  admire  en  fr&nissank 
Le  calme  de  ses  traits  dont  la  forme  s'6fface, 
La  morne  voluptfe  de  son  sein  palissant  I 
Du  corps  inanim6  l'aspect  glace  votre  ftme. 
Pour  vous  m6me  attendri,  vous  lisez  vos  destins 
Dans  rimmobilit6  de  ses  beaux  yeux  6teints ; 
lis  ont  sMuit,  plcur6,  lanc6  des  traits  de  flamme, 
Et  les  voili  sans  feux,  sans  larmes,  sans  regard ! 
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Pour  qu'il  vous  reste  une  doute  il  est  dfeji  trop  tard ; 

Mais  l'espoir  un  moment  suspendit  votre  crainte, 

Tant  sa  tete  repose  avec  s6r6nit£ ! 

Tant  la  main  de  la  mort  s'est  doucement  empreinte 

Sur  ce  paisible  front  par  elle  respect6, 

Ou  la  vie  fuyant  a  laiss£  la  beauty  !* 

"Casimib  Delations." 

COMTE  ALFRED  DE  VIGNY. 

The  name  of  this  gentleman  stands  high  in  French 
literature.  His  popularity  as  a  poet,  a  novelist,  and 
miscellaneous  writer,  a  few  years  ago,  was  hardly  sur- 
passed by  that  of  any  other  French  author.  His  "  Cinque 
Mars,"  an  historical  novel,  possesses  great  interest  and 
merit. 

His  "  Chatterton  "  also  was  greatly  admired  in  its  day 
and  several  of  his  minor  tales  and  poems  still  maintain  a 
high  place  in  public  opinion. 

I  have  met  this  gentleman  in  the  best  literary  society  in 
Paris  about  ten  years  ago.  His  highly-cultivated  mind, 
elegant  tastes,  polished  manners,  and  amiable  disposition, 
were  not  more  worthy  of  observation  than  his  remarkable 
modesty  and  simplicity  of  character. 

"Alfred  de  Vigny,"  observes  Lady  Blessington,  "is  a 
man  of  fine  feelings  as  well  as  genius ;  but  were  they  ever 
distinct?  I  like  to  think  they  cannot  be,  for  my  theory 
is,  that  the  feelings  are  to  genius  what  the  chords  are  to 
a  musical  instrument — they  must  be  touched  to  produce 
effect" 

FBOM  COUNT  ALFRED  DS  VIONT  *0  LADY  BLESSINGTON. 

18ieme- ,  ]1840,]  Paris. 

"Moi  qui  me  souviens,  milady,  de  vous  avoir  trouv6  un  soir" 

•  These  lines  would  have  served  well  to  describe  the  marrellous  beauty  that  super- 
wed  on  death,  the  revived  loveliness  of  Lady  Blessington,  as  it  hid  been  in  the  bloom 
of  youth,  manifested  in  the  remains  of  that  lady,  a  sW  hours  afsor  her  decease. —R.R.M. 
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si  profond^ment  affect^  de  la  mort  d'une  amie,  je  puis  mcsurer 
toute  la  peine  que  vous  avez  eprouvfee  k  la  perte  de  Lord  Durham. 
J'aimais  toujours  &  me  figurer  que  je  le  retrouvena  &  Gore 
House  &  cotfe  de  vous,  et  je  ne  puis  croire  encore  qu'en  si  pen 
de  temps  il  ait  ht&  enlevfe  &  ses  amis.  Je  ne  crains  point  avec  vous 
de  parler  d'une  chose  dfejA  ancienne,  comme  on  dirait  &  Paris,  car 
je  sais  quel  religieux  souvenir  vous  gardez  k  ceux  qui  ne  sont 
plus,  et  qui  vous  furent  chers. 

"  Je  regrette  dans  Lord  Durham  tout  Pavenir  que  je  me  pro- 
mettois  de  sa  vie  politique,  et  le  d£veloppement  des  id6es  saines 
et  larges,  que,  chez  vous,  il  m'avait  montr6.  Si  je  ne  me  suis 
tromp£  sur  ltd,  l'alliance  de  la  France  lui  semblait  pr£cieuae  k 
plus  d'un  titre,  et  il  connaissait  profond&nent  les  vues  de  la 
Russie.  S'il  tenoit  k  cette  g£n£ration  de  vos  hommes  d'etat  qui 
prirent  part  aux  plus  grandes  luttes,  il  6tait  pourtant  jeune 
d'esprit  et  de  coeur,  et  un  homme  du  pass6  et  d'avenir  k  la  fbis 
est  bien  rare. 

"Vous  pensez  k  voyager  en  Italie,  y  songez  vous  encore, 
Milady;  je  le  voudrois  puisque  Paris  est  sur  le  chemin,  et  je  suis 
assort  par  toute  la  grace  avec  laquelle  vous  m'avez  ouvert  Gore 
House,  que  vous  ne  seriez  point  afflig£e  de  me  voir  vous  porter  en 
France  l'assurance  du  plus  sincere  et  du  plus  durable  d&vouement. 

*  Alfred  de  Vigwt.w 

Letter  signed  Luigi  Chiave,  on  the  death  of  the  Duke 
Torlonia. 

"Rome,  March  14,  1829. 

"  Dear  Ladt  Blessington, 

"  We  are  all  in  the  deepest  affliction  for  the  severe  loss  of  our 
dear  Duke  Torlonia,  when  your  letter  from  Paris  of  the  14th 
ult  reached  me,  -you  will  therefore  excuse  my  delay  in  answer- 
ing the  same,  and  the  slowness  of  my  reply. 

"  The  Duke's  death  is  a  great  loss  to  our  family,  although  he 
had  made  his  will,  providing  for  every  one  of  his  family  very 
magnificently,  and  for  Alexander  in  particular.  The  house  of 
commerce  goes  on  just  the  same  as  before ;  just  now  all  are  very 
busy,  which  causes  to  us  some  distraction ;  but  my  poor  mother, 
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who  has  not  the  same  advantage,  feels  the  loss  still  more,  and 
has  experienced  a  great  blow. 

"lam  sure,  Lady  Blessington,  that  yon  and  all  your  party 
will  sympathise  with  us  in  our  profound  grief,  and  will  take  a 
kind  interest  in  our  situation. 

"  This  has  been  a  dreadful  winter ;  deaths  without  end,  more 
than  the  half  of  the  Roman  society  is  in  mourning,  not  for  the 
Pope,  for  whom  nobody  has  mourned  either  exteriorly  or  in- 
ternally. His  death  puts  an  end  to  all  the  gaieties  of  the 
Carnival,  and  then  the  others  followed,  till  our  own  calamity 
befell  us,  and  everything  was  at  an  end.  There  were  all  the 
appearances  for  a  most  brilliant  Carnival,  and  the  day  on  which 
the  poor  Duke  died  was  to  be  a  bal  masque.  What  a  change  ! 
I  see  that  all  the  world  is  not  equally  unfortunate.  I  rejoice 
with*  Count  D'Orsay  for  the  happy  accouchement  of  his  sister 
the  Duchesse  de  Guiche,  which  I  have  seen  in  the  newspaper, 
as  also  with  you  for  your  sister's  marriage.* 

"  I  reman,  dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"  Ever  yours  sincerely, 

"Luhh  Chi^ve." 

THE  BABOO  DWARKANAUTH  TAJORE. 
This  enlightened  and  opulent  Hindoo  claimed  descent 
from  one  of  the  five  renowned  Brahmins  of  Bengal,  who 
settled  in  that  country  many  centuries  ago.  He  inherited 
vast  estates  in  Cuttach,  and  property  in  houses  and  land 
in  and  adjoining  Calcutta.     At  an  early  age  he  shewed  a 

•  In  1815,  the  authoress  of  the  Diary  of  the  Times  of  George  the  Fourth, 
referring  to  the  society  at  Torlonia's,  in  Rome,  and  his  two  palaces,  the  old  for  his 
bwtlripg  business  and  his  money  bags,  the  new  for  his  festas,  observes,  "  It  would  be 
unjust  not  to  acknowledge  that  the  Due  de  Torlonia,  though  purse-proud  and  a 
parvenu,  is  a  very  useful  and  hospitable  person,  and  his  family  render  themselves 
equally  serviceable  and  agreeable  to  all  strangers  who  visit  Rome,  especially  to  the 
English." — Diary  of  the  Times  of  George  the  Fourth,  vol.  iii  p.  7. 

The  writer  goes  on  to  say,  that  the  wealthy  banker,  whom  Buonaparte  made  a  Duke, 
purchased  the  Princess  of  Wales'  most  valuable  jewels ;  and  that  some  pearls  of  price- 
less value,  which  belonged  to  her  Royal  Highness,  decorated  the  ample  bosom  of  the 
citizen's  wife. 
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strong  predilection  for  European  society  and  manners,  and 
commercial  enterprise.  He  built  indigo  factories,  bought 
and  chartered  ships,  and  obtained  from  Government  a  high 
office,  that  of  the  head  Dewan  of  the  salt  department 
His  munificence  was  unbounded  to  all  the  charitable  and 
scientific  institutions  of  Calcutta.  He  first  visited  Eng- 
land in  1842,  for  a  few  months.  He  proceeded  to  the 
Continent,  studied  the  language  and  institutions  of  that 
country,  and  came  back  to  England.  He  returned  to  his 
own  country  in  the  latter  part  of  1842,  and  again  visited 
England,  but  much  impaired  in  health,  early  in  1846. 

Among  the  many  friendships  he  formed  in  London  with 
distinguished  persons,  that  in  which  he  seemed  to  take 
most  pleasure  was  the  close  intimacy  he  had  contracted 
with  Lady  Blessington  and  the  Count  D'Orsay.  Some 
proofs  were  given  of  the  value  he  set  on  their  acquaintance, 
in  the  shape  of  Cashmere  shawls  and  other  precious  objects 
of  great  value. 

Count  D'Orsay's  portrait  of  his  Hindoo  friend  was  one 
of  the  happiest  efforts  of  his  pencil.  The  Baboo  died  at 
his  residence,  St.  George's  Hotel,  Albemarle  Street,  on  the 
1st  of  August,  1846,  aged  fifty-one.  His  remains  were 
interred  in  Kensal  Green  cemetery,  in  the  unconsecrated 
portion  of  the  ground.  No  religious  service  was  per- 
formed over  the  body.  The  son  of  the  deceased  attended 
the  funeral,  attired  in  an  Indian  costume,  composed  wholly 
of  black  cloth. 

LETTER  FROM  THE  HINDOOSTANEB  PRINCE,    DWABKANAUTH  TAJOKK, 
TO  LADY  BLESSINGTON. 

"  Calcutta,  15th  February,  1844, 

"Ml  DBAB  LADT  Bu»3INGTON, 

"Your  highly  esteemed  favour  of  the  16th  December,  1842, 
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with  the  no  less  esteemed  gift  .which  accompanied  it,  reached 
me  only  on  the  8th  instant,  after  wandering  for  upwards  of  a 
year  in  the  wide  world,  and  visiting  the  Mauritius,  Madras,  &c, 
where  the  ship  was  subjected  to  many  detentions. 

"  An  unlooked-for  gift,  however,  is  never  too  late  to  be  thank- 
fully received ;  and  I  only  regretted  the  circumstance,  because 
my  not  acknowledging  the  favour  within  a  reasonable  period, 
must  have  made  me  appear  very  ungrateful  in  your  eyes.  I 
now  lose  not  a  moment  to  assure  you  that  the  sight  of  your 
hand-writing  was  truly  acceptable,  and,  according  to  our  Eastern 
notions,  as  much  as  half  a  visit. 

"  The  two  Annuals  I  have  perused  with  great  pleasure,  more 
especially  the  contribution  by  yourself,  and  others  of  the  highly- 
gifted  circle,  with  whom  I  have  passed  so  many  pleasant  hours 
at  Gore  House. 

"  You  remind  me  of  my  promise  to  revisit  England,  a  promise 
which  I  can  never  lose  sight  of,  so  long  as  its  many  attractions 
continue ;  and  which  would  have  been  fulfilled  ere  now,  had  I  not 
considered  it  necessary,  in  the  first  instance,  to  make  myself  better 
acquainted  with  such  objects  of  interest  in  my  own  country  as  I 
had  not  before  visited.  This  I  have  now  accomplished,  having 
but  lately  returned  from  an  extensive  tour  in  the  upper  parts  of 
India,  in  the  course  of  which  I  visited  the  Holy  City  of  Benares, 
Agra,  Delhi,  and  many  others,  abounding  with  works  of  art  far 
surpassing  my  most  sanguine  expectations,  and  presenting,  at  the 
same  time,  the  most  romantic  associations,  which  would  be  better 
suited  for  your  poetical  genius  than  my  prosaic  pen. 

"  The  Tai  Mehal  of  Agra,  built  upwards  of  200  years  ago,  by 
the  Emperor,  Sha  Jebaun,  as  a  tomb  for  his  beloved  wife,  Noor 
Mehal  (the  '  light  of  the  harem '),  is  a  work  which  has  no  equal 
in  the  world,  and  is  truly  beyond  description.  No  words,  no 
idea,  no  drawing,  no  model,  nothing  indeed  but  the  Tai  itself  can 
shew  what  the  Tai  really  is.  The  symmetry  of  the  whole,  and 
the  proportions  of  the  component  parts,  the  materials  of  which  it 
is  built,  the  mosaics,  and  the  endless  variety  of  detail  in  the 
friezes,  screens,  pavements,  and  balustrades,  are  all  alike  worthy 
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of  the  highest  admiration,  and  in  so  perfect  a  state,  that  one  can 
scarcely  believe  that  they  were  not  the  work  of  yesterday. 

"  The  pure  white  marble,  of  which  the  tomb  is  built,  is  still  is 
transparent  and  beautiful  as  it  was  at  the  time  of  the  erection,  and 
the  exquisitely-finished  inlaid  work,  composed  of  precious  stones, 
and  representing  the  most  beautiful  flowers,  is  in  no  less  perfect  a 
state  of  preservation. 

"  I  must,  however,  conclude  my  letter,  and  defer  giving  you 
any  further  description  of  the  many  palaces  and  other  works  I 
have  visited,  until  we  again  meet  in  England,  which  I  hope  will 
be  at  no  very  distant  period. 

"  Kindly  present  the  enclosed  letter  to  Count  D'Orsay,  and 
remember  me  to  your  fair  niece,  and  the  other  kind  friends  who 
have  been  inquiring  after  me,  and  believe  me, 
"  My  dear  Lady  Blessington, 

«  Ever  most  sincerely  yours, 

"  DWARKANAUTH  TaJORI.* 

LETTERS    FROM    THE     HINDOSTANEE    PRINCE     HASSUNA     D'GHBS   TO 
LADT  BLESSINGTON. 

"  33,  Albemarle  Street, 1822. 

"  Hassuna  D'Ghies  presente  ses  complimens  respectueux  t 
my  Lord  et  my  Lady  Blessington,  et  leur  t£moigne  ses  regrets 
de  ne  pouvoir  pas  avoir  Phonneur  d'accepter  leur  aimable  invita- 
tion pour  aujourd'hui,  parcequ'il  se  trouve  engag£,  et  leur 
doit  la  m6me  obligation. 

"D'Ghies  les  prie  de  recevoir  de  nouveau  Tassurance  de 
sa  parfaite  consideration. 

"  Mercredi  k  quatre  heures." 

"33,  Albemarle  Street,  4th  July,  1822. 
«  My  Lady, 
"  Having  received  a  small  shawl  from  my  country,  I  take  the 
liberty  of  sending  it  your  Ladyship,  in  hopes  you  will  favour 
me  by  accepting  it ;  though  not  sufficient  for  your  merit,  neither 
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for  my  gratitude,  yet  as  a  mark  of  esteem  for  all  the  civilities 
Fhave  received  from  your  Ladyship. 
"  Receive,  my  Lady,  the  expression  of  my  high  consideration. 
"  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

"Your  obedient  Servant, 

"HassunaD'Ghies.w 


LETTER  FBOM  THB   TURKISH  AMBASSADOR,    NAMIZ  PACHA,    TO  LADT 

BLESSINGTON. 

"Carlton  Hotel,  16th  May,  1835. 
"MyLadt, 

"  Je  regrette  infiniment  de  ne  pouvoir  pas  me  rendre  chez  vous 
pour  prendre  congd.  Depuis  ce  jour  dernier,  que  je  dois  quitter 
l'Angleterre,  une  indisposition  me  tient  dans  la  chambre. 

"  Je  vous  remets  un  livre  sur  la  m&lecine,  et  les  notes  demusique 
que  sa  hautesse  le  sultan  a  compost,  que  je  vous  prie  d'accepter; 
en  attendant,  et  dans  Tespoir  de  revoir  V Angleterre  bientot,  afin  de 
pouvoir  vous  exprimer  de  nouveau,  madame,  toute  Festime  et  la 
sincere  amiti^  que  je  vous  porte,  je  veux  que  vous  m'envoyez 
aussi,  madame,  le  portrait  charmant  qui  m'a  &6  gratuitement 
offert, 

"  Agr&z,  Madame,  l'assurance  de  ma  sincere  amiti£, 

"Namiz.w 


LITTER  FROM  GENERAL  COUNT  d'OR&AY  TO  LADT  BLESSINGTON. 

u  Rue  de  Bourbon,  Paris. 

"  Ch&re  Lady  Blessington,  ma  femme  m'a  dit  qu'un  bureau, 
pareil  h  celui  que  jai  donn4  4  Alfred,  conviendroit  k  Lord 
Blessington :  faites  moi  le  plaisir  de  lui  offrir  celui  ci  de  ma 
part  et  de  le  prier  de  Taccepter  comme  souvenir  de  son  ami : 

"Ce  petit  cadeau  en  passant  par  vos  mains  ne  peut  que 
devenir  plus  agr&ble,  vous  savez  si  bien,  en  votre  amabilit^ 
accoutum^e,  faire  valoir  les  plus  petites  choses,  que  vous 
saurez  mettre  un  nouveau  prix  k  cette  bagatelle,  et  malgr&  les 
raret&  que   ^ossMe  le  cher  Lord,  daignez  le  faire  entendre 
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que  led   souvenirs  de  Pamiti6  ne  doivent  point  etre  appreci^s 
par  la  magnificence. 

"  Hommages  et  amities  sinc£res, 

"A.  Comte  D'Obsay." 

RICHARD  WESTMACOTT,  ESQ. 

The  "  young  sculptor  of  much  promise,"  who  made  the 
acquaintance  of  Lady  Blessington,  at  Naples,  in  1824,  had 
been  studying  in  Rome,  and  had  already  executed  during 
his  residence  there,  several  works  of  great  merit.  The  late 
Lord  Dudley  and  Ward  had  been  one  of  his  earliest  and 
most  zealous  patrons. 

Few  artists  were  held  in  higher  regard  by  Lady  Bles- 
sington  and  Count  D'Orsay  than  this  emineht  sculptor,  and 
accomplished  and  amiable  gentleman.  To  his  professional 
talents,  refined  taste,  and  judgment,  he  added  literary 
abilities  far  above  mediocrity.  He  wrote  prose  and  verse 
with  grace  and  facility,  and  conversed  with  ease  and  effect 
His  high  moral  character  and  worth,  mental  culture,  and 
amiable  disposition,  made  him  an  estimable  member  of 
society,  and  an  especial  favourite  of  Lady  Blessington, 
both  in  Italy  and  at  home. 

LETTER  FROM  RICHABD    WESTMACOTT,  ESQ.,  TO  LADT  BLESSDCGTCW. 

"Mr.  R.  Westmacott  presents  his  compliments  to  Lady 
Blessington,  and  does  himself  the  pleasure  to  enclose  a  copy  of 
the  lines  of  Mrs.  Hemans  he  spoke  of  last  evening. 

"  He  hopes  Lady  Blessington  will  think  as  well  of  them  as 
he  does.  He  is  quite  vain  for  the  share  he  has  had  in  calling 
forth  so  sweet  a  song. 

"  He  takes  advantage  of  being  in  good  company,  to  send  some 
wildish  lines,  written  '  on  the  spot/  as  authors  say,  that  is,  in  a 
storm  literally. 

"  Monday  evening." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

FKOM  JOHN  AULDJO,*  ESQ.,   TO  LADY  BLE8SINOTON. 

"Naples,  September  25,  1835. 
"Mt  Dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"  I  have  been  somewhat  remiss  in  not  answering  your  kind 
letter  sooner,  buj  the  wish  to  see  the  end  of  a  story  of  Bonnucci's 
in  '  The  Omnibus '  (a  weekly  publication),  in  which  you  are  one 
of  the  principal  characters,  has  kept  me  from  writing  to  you,  till 
I  could  tell  you  what  you  do  and  say  at  Pompeii,  in  company 
with  Scott,  Byron,  and  many  other  great  persons  of  this  great 
era.  This  end  has  not  yet  appeared ;  but  I  can  no  longer  delay 
in  thanking  you  for  your  kindness  to  my  humble  self,  and  I  am 
much  afraid  that  it  is  owing  to  your  good  nature,  that  you  have 
read  my  trivial  tour  with  an  eye  closed  to  its  defects,  and  praised 
what  you  ought  to  have  condemned.  Nevertheless,  I  am  ex- 
tremely flattered  by  your  good  opinion,  which,  in  truth,  I  value 
more  than  the  accumulated  encomiums  of  a  thousand  critics : 
could  so  many  of  those  dread  arbiters  of  an  author's  fate  be  found 
to  give  me  a  favouring  word.  Besides,  I  feel  honoured  by  your  * 
promise  of  the  Book  of  Beauty,  which  I  look  forward  to  with 
anticipations  of  no  little  pleasure.  If  you  will  direct  it  to  be  sent 
to  Messrs.  Bingham  and  Richards,  King's  Arms  Yard,  Coleman 
Street,  addressed  to  me,  it  will  be  forwarded  to  me  by  the  very 
first  opportunity. 

"lam  glad  to  find  that  Mrs.  Torre  Holme's  poem  meets  your 
approbation.  I  am  certain  she  will  feel  delighted  with  your  at- 
tention, and  will  be  tempted  to  place  at  your  disposal  many  such 

•   Mr.  Auldjo  was,  I  be1ie?e,  the  first  Englishman  who  ascended  Mont  Blanc. 
VOL  II.  P 
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offerings,  even  of  greater  beauty  than  the  present  one ;  her  address 
is,  Mrs.  Torre  Holme's,  care  of  F.  Mangles,  Esq.,  Down  Farm, 
near  Guildford,  Surrey.  With  regard  to  any  contribution  of  my 
own,  I  am  almost  afraid  to  tempt  my  fate  amongst  the  beautiful 
and  well-wrought  tales  which  your  magic  wand  calls  forth ;  yet 
I  fain  would  answer  the  spell,  and  will  send  you  before  the  end 
of  January— one,  the  scene  of  which  is  in  Naples,  in  the  stormy 
times  of  the  *  conspiracy  of  the  Barons/  and  if  it  should  not  meet 
with  approbation,  you  will  only  have  to  treat  it  with  a  short  pro- 
cess, and  throw  it  into  the  fire.  And  now  let  me  analyse  Signr. 
Bonnucci's  curious  story.  You  are  accused  of  visiting  Pompeii 
by  moonlight,  with  Scott,  Byron,  Madame  Recamier ;  and  the 
author,  Bonnucci,  describes  himself  as  waiting  for  your  arrival, 
sitting  on  the  steps  of  the  Temple  of  Fortune — the  moon  rising 
in  all  its  southern  beauty  and  softness  from  behind  the  mountains 
over  Amalfi  and  Salerno— Vesuvius,  with  the  red  glare  of  an 
eruption  on  its  summit,  strives  to  contend  with  its  silver  rays  for 
possession  of  the  sacred  spot,  and  illumines  one  side  of  the  temples 
and  statues  of  the  Forum  with  its  murky  red,  while  the  other  is 
under  the  dominion  of  the  silver  tint  of  the  glorious  orb.  On 
one  side  the  sky  is  darkly,  deeply  blue :  on  the  other,  thick 
volumes  of  sulphuric  smoke  roll  up  and  shroud  the  face  of  heaven. 
Of  course  he  is  in  a  reverie,  from  which  a  well-dressed  page 
startles  him,  and  announces  the  arrival  of  his  expected  guests; 
he  hurries  towards  the  entrance,  and  meets  you  by  the  Theatre, 
but  he  observes  that  the  Dey  of  Algiers,  with  a  vast  train  of 
Odalisques,  a  beautiful  Sultana,  almehs  and  singers,  was  reposing 
under  the  weeping  willow  of  the  Forum,  and  cannot  be  stirred 
from  his  pipe,  his  dances,  and  his  songs ;  wrapt  up  in  their  en- 
joyment, and,  with  true  Eastern  feeling,  heedless  of  the  treasures 
of  Pompeii  and  the  beauty  of  the  ladies  of  your  society.  He 
leaves  the  Dey  to  his  pleasure,  and  with  you,  under  his  care,  leads 
the  party  through  the  city  of  the  dead.  Walter  Scott  hobbles 
for  a  time,  and  is  then  accommodated  with  a  crutch  ;  he  speaks 
catHvo  Inglese,  because  il  facile  e  gentile  idiorna  gli  era  afmto 
ignota. 
"  He  was  sulky  because  he  was  Zoppo,  like  Byron,  Buhrer 
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(what  will  he  say  to  this  libel  ?),  Chateaubriand  and  Canning. 
However,  poor  Sir  Walter  takes  little  notice  of  anything,  being 
buried  as  it  were  in  his  own  past  dreams,  and  was  as  one  called 
from  the  grave,  and  only  kept  with  them  by  the  enchanting 
smiles  of  the  beautiful  genuis  who  hung  upon  his,  the  delighted 
author's,  arm !  Well,  you  wander  about  till  near  dawn,  but, 
faith !  not  a  word  does  he  repeat  of  what  you  said,  or  indeed  any 
of  the  party.  But  you  do  wander  about  till  near  dawn,  and 
arrive  at  the  Basilica,  where  the  first  rays  of  the  rising  god  of 
day  disclose  a  beautiful  sight — the  whole  bay  of  Naples.  Naples, 
Castelamare,  the  coast  of  Sorrento,  the  plain  all  awakening  into 
life  under  the  warm  influence,  and  all  are  struck  with  the 
amazing  loveliness  of  the  scene.  But  these  first  rays  disclose 
another  sight  still  more  enchanting — a  table  covered  with  the 
rarest  flowers,  and  spread  with  all  the  delicacies  of  the  season, 
from  India,  Persia,  America;  the  dishes  of  gold  and  silver. 
What  fairy  has  done  this?  '  Tis  by  the  munificence  of  the 
Duke  of  Casarano,  who,  as  the  darkness  cleared  away,  was  dis- 
covered at  the  head  of  the  table,  waiting  to  do  the  honours  of  the 
feast.  Your  Ladyship  sits  on  his  right  hand — the  attendants 
hand  round  the  flowers  and  fruits — when  lo !  they  are  found  to 
be  all  Borbetti,  and  you  the  queen  of  beauty,  after  a  long  con- 
versation about  the  ancients  and  the  moderns  too  (but  all  of 
which  instructive  conversation  is  unfortunately  suppressed), 
conclude  by  declaring,  that  Italia  was  ever  the  classic  land  of 
taste,  of  the  arts,  of  politeness,  and  that  the  Duke  of  Casarano 
is  the  great  representative  of  all  three !  Here  the  story  stops, 
and  I  anxiously  look  for  the  next  paper,  when  I  hope  we  shall 
learn  how  you  got  home  after  this  dainty  feast  It  would  be  a 
pity  to  deprive  you  of  the  end  of  so  beautiful  a  tale,  and  I  shall 
take  an  opportunity  of  transmitting  it  to  you  when  it  appears. 
Bat  now  I  suspect  you  will  be  sadly  tired  of  all  this  nonsense ; 
yet  I  trust  you  will  excuse  my  obliging  you  to  wade  through 
this  short  abstract,  instead  of  sending  you  several  sheets,  had  I 
transcribed  the  whole. 

"It  was  with  great  pain  that  I  received  an  invitation  from 
Ellice  to  join  Lord  Durham  and  himself  at  Malta,  and  go  to 
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Constantinople,  Odessa,  and  Moscow ;  but,  unfortunately  for  me, 
Ellice~wrote  so  shortly  before  they  left  London,  and  the  process 
our  letters  undergo  at  various  frontiers,  to  keep  cholera  out  of 
them,  delay  them  so  long  on  the  road,  that  I  only  got  it  in  time 

to  be  disappointed,  for  I  could  not  have  reached  Malta,  by  any  \ 

contrivance,  before  they  got  there ;  and  luckily  decided  on  not  I 
trying  to  do  so,  for  I  since  have  learnt  that  they  did  pass  before 

I  couldjiave  got  to  Messina.  \ 

"  Poor  Sir  William  Gell  is  very  far  from  being  in  a  conva-  i 

lescent  state,  and  I  am  afraid  the  approach  of  winter  will  be  too  j 
much  for  him.     Instead  of  rallying,  as  we  expected,  with  the 

summer,  he  gradually  grows  weaker,  and  ere   long   the  fitful  i 

dream  must  be  over ;  he  is  in  good  spirits,  and  is  very  grateful  I 

for  any  attention.     The  Archbishop,  though  so  much  older,  is  j 

likely  to  live  much  longer  than  his  friend,  and  the  Ricciardis  I 

are   the   great   supporters   of  a  new   singing,  acting,  dancing  j 

society  called  the  FUarmonica.     The  second  son  is   liberated,  I 

but  is  very  little  seen  in  society.  j 

"  John  AuLnja**  \ 

JOHN  WILLIAM  POLIDOftI,  ESQ.,  M.D. 
In  April,  1816,  when  Byron  set  out  on  his  second  tour, 
he  was  accompanied  by  a  young  Italian  physician,  in  the 
capacity  of  his  travelling  medical  attendant.  Polidori  was 
a  young  man  of  considerable  talents,  wild  and  ill  regulated, 
exceedingly  eccentric,  vain,  capricious,  and  irrascible,  but 
of  honourable  principles,  an  outspeaking,  original,  inde- 
pendent thinker.  He  was  the  son  of  a  person  of  high 
character  and  respectability,  who  had  been  in  early  life  a 
secretary  of  the  poet  Alfieri.  Had  his  abilities  been  well 
directed,  and  time  given  for  the  exercise  of  them,  and  the 
cooling  down  of  his  excessive  ardour  and  enthusiasm,  he 
might  have  become  very  eminent  in  his  profession,  or  in 
the  pursuits  of  literature.  He  took  a  pleasure  in  provok- 
ing his  indulgent  patron,   Lord  Byron,  sometimes  even 
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practising  acts  of  rudeness,  which  another  might  not  have 
ventured  to  attempt  with  impunity. 

In  1816,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shelley  were  living  at  Secheron, 
on  the  borders  of  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  with  Lord  Byron, 
and  some  time  after,  when  Byron  removed  to  Diodati,  the 
Shelleys  were  again  guests  of  his  Lordship.  On  each 
occasion,  Polidori  was  an  inmate  of  his  Lordship's  abode. 

While  at  Diodati,  during  a  week  of  rain,  the  party  had 
agreed  to  amuse  themselves  with  reading  German  ghost 
stories,  and  composing  pieces  in  that  style. 

Polidori  commenced  his  tale  of  "The  Vampire,"  and 
repeated,  one  evening,  the  sketch  of  the  story.  Mrs.  Shelley's 
wild  and  powerful  romance  of  "  Frankenstein,"  Moore 
observes,  was  "  the  most  memorable  result  of  this  story- 
telling compact."  But  another  remarkable  result  of  it  was 
the  transformation  of  the  slight  sketch  of  the  story  dashed 
off  at  Diodati,  by  Polidori,  into  a  strange  novel  entitled 
"The  Vampire,"  allowed  to  go  forth,  though  not  avowedly, 
with  all  the  appearances  that  could  be  given  to  it,  to  foster 
the  supposition  that  it  was  the  production  of  Lord  Byron. 

In  1817,  Byron  and  Polidori  parted.  His  lordship 
found  it  impossible  to  bear  any  longer  with  the  annoyances 
he  suffered  from  the  intolerable  vanity  and  extraordinary 
caprices  of  this  eccentric  young  man.*     Besides,  his  lord- 

•  One  of  Polidori' s  escapades  at  Milan  is  referred  to  in  Moore's  Diary,  in  some 
allusions  made  to  Lord  Byron's  occasional  fits  of  ungovernable  choler : 

"  Okeden  mentions  having  seen  Lord  Byron  in  a  state  of  great  excitement  On  one 
occasion  he  made  an  effort  to  restrain  himself  and  succeeded ;  on  the  other,  he  gave 
full  vent  to  his  violence.  The  former  was  at  Copet ;  when,  on  coming  to  dinner,  he 
saw  unexpectedly  among  the  guests  Mrs.  Harvey  (Beckford's  sister),  whom  he  had 
not  seen  since  the  period  of  his  marriage,  and  who  was  the  person  chiefly  consulted  by 
Lady  Byron,  I  believe,  on  the  subject  of  his  proposals  to  her.  He  stopped  short  upon 
seeing  her,  turned  deadly  pale,  and  then  clenching  his  hand,  as  if  with  a  violent  effort 
of  self-restraint,  resumed  his  usual  manner.  The  other  occasion  was  at  Milan,  when 
he  and  Hobhouse  were  ordered  to  quit  the  city  in  twenty-four  hours,  in  consequence  of 
a  scrape  which  Polidori  had  brought  them  into  the  night  before,  at  the  Opera,  by 
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ship  had  quite  enough  to  do  to  manage  his  own  scrapes, 
without  having  to  be  troubled  by  the  police  about  the 
escapades  of  his  physician. 

Polidori  went  to  England  in  1817,  well  recommended  by 
Byron  to  his  friends  in  London.  The  young  doctor's  inten- 
tion then  was  to  go  to  the  Brazils,  to  exercise  his  profession 
under  the  auspices  of  a  Danish  Consul.  This  idea,  how- 
ever, was  relinquished.  Polidori  remained  in  London  for 
a  considerable  time,  published  his  extraordinary  novel,  was 
lionized  for  a  season  or  two,  made  the  acquaintance  of 
many  distinguished  persons — among  others  of  Lady  Bles- 
sington — fell  into  pecuniary  difficulties,  and  eventually 
terminated  his  existence. 

On  the  subject  of  Polidori's  novel,  and  the  false  impres- 
sion made  on  the  public  mind  as  to  the  author  of  it,  Moore 
merely  observes  that,  "  under  the  supposition  of  its  being 
Lord  Byron's,  it  was  received  with  much  enthusiasm  in 
France,"  and  alludes  to  some  French  writers  having  asserted 
that  it  was  this  work  (believed  to  be  his  lordship's)  which 
first  attracted  attention  in  France  to  the  genius  of  Byron: 
and  publishes  a  letter  of  Byron  to  Murray,  dated  Venice, 
May  25th,  1819,  in  which  there  is  the  following  passage: 
44  A  few  days  ago,  I  sent  you  all  I  know  of  the  Vampire. 

desiring  an  officer,  who  tat  before  them,  to  take  off  his  cap,  and  on  his  refusal  to  do  to* 
attempted  to  take  it  off  himsell  The  officer,  upon  this,  coolly  desired  Polidori  to  follow 
him  into  the  street  and  the  other  two  followed,  ripe  for  a  duel.  The  officer,  however, 
assured  them  he  had  no  such  thing  in  his  contemplation ;  that  he  was  the  officer  of  tat 
guard  for  the  night ;  and  that,  as  to  taking  off  his  cap.  it  was  contrary  to  order*,  sad 
he  might  lose  his  commission  by  doing  so.  Another  part  of  his  duty  was  to  carry  of 
Polidori  to  the  guard- house,  which  he  accordingly  did,  and  required  the  attmrisum  sf 
Byron  and  Hobhouse  in  the  morning.  The  consequence  of  all  this  was,  that  the  that 
were  obliged  to  leave  M  ilan  immediately ;  Polidori  baring,  in  addition  to  this  punish- 
ment, '  bad  conduct'  assigned  as  the  reason  of  his  dismissal-  It  was  in  a  few  nunlsi 
after  their  receiving  this  notification,  that  Okeden  found  Lord  B.  storming  about  the 
room,  and  Hobhouse  after  him,  vain'y  endeavouring  to  tranquilliie  his  temper.  Must 
ask  Hobhouse  about  this." 
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He  may  do,  say,  or  write  what  he  pleases,  but  I  wish  he 
would  not  attribute  to  me  his  own  compositions."* 

But  Moore  makes  no  mention  whatever  of  a  very  remark- 
able letter,  which  Lord  Byron  addressed  to  the  Editor  of 
Galignani's  paper,  denying  the  imputed  authorship  of  the 
Vampire.  I  am  not  aware  whether  that  letter  was  pub- 
lished or  not  in  Galignani's  paper,  but  having  obtained  a 
copy  of  it  from  a  Mr.  Armstrong,  an  acquaintance  of  Lord 
Byron's  in  Italy,  who  received  it  from  his  lordship  shortly 
after  it  was  written — it  is  here  inserted;  in  the  former 
edition  of  this  work  it  is  stated  the  letter  was  then  given, 
as  far  as  the  Editor  knew,  for  the  first  time  to  the  public. 
It  has  been  since  ascertained,  however,  that  it  was  inserted 
in  the  Memoir  of  Byron,  prefixed  to  Galignani's  edition  of 
his  Lordship's  Poem — the  memoir  being  ascribed  to  Mr., 
now  Sir  Henry  Bulwer. 

LETTER  FBOM  LORD  BYRON  TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  GALIGNANl's 
MESSENGER. 

"  Venice,  April  27th,  1819. 
"Sir, 
"  In  various  numbers  of  your  Journal,  I  have  seen  mentioned 
a  work  entitled  *  The  Vampire,'  with  the  addition  of  my  name 
as  that  of  the  author.  I  am  not  the  author,  and  never  heard  of 
the  work  in  question  until  now.  In  a  more  recent  paper,  I 
perceive  a  formal  annunciation  of  *  The  Vampire/  with  the  ad- 
dition of  an  account  of  my  residence  km'c  the  Island  of  Mity- 
lene,'  an  island  which  I  have  occasionally  sailed  by,  in  the  course 
of  travelling,  some  years  ago,  through  the  Levant,  and  where  I 
should  have  no  objection  to  reside,  but  where  I  have  never  yet 
resided.  Neither  of  these  performances  are  mine,  and  I  pre- 
sume that  it  is  neither  unjust  nor  ungenerous  to  request  that 
you  will  favour  me  by  contradicting  the  advertisement  to  which 
I  allude.     If  the  book  is  clever,  it  would  be  base  to  deprive  the 

•  Moore' t  Life  of  Byron,  p.  394. 
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real  ahithor,  whoever  he  may  be,  of  his  honours :  and  if  stupid,  I 
desire  the  responsibility  of  nobody's  dullness  but  my  own. 

"  You  will  excuse  the  trouble  I  give  you ;  the  imputation  is 
of  no  great  importance,  and  as  long  as  it  was  confined  to  sur- 
mises and  reports,  I  should  have  received  it,  as  I  have  received 
many  others,  in  silence. 

"  But  the  formality  of  a  public  advertisement  of  a  book  I 
never  wrote,  and  a  residence  where  I  never  resided,  is  a  little 
too  much,  particularly  as  I  have  no  notion  of  the  contents  of  the 
one,  nor  the  incidents  of  the  other.  I  have,  beside,  a  personal 
dislike  to  '  Vampires ;'  and  the  little  acquaintance  I  have  with 
them,  would  by  no  means  induce  me  to  divulge  their  secrets. 

"  You  did  me  a  much  less  injury  by  your  paragraphs  about 
*  my  devotion ,'  and  '  abandonment  of  society  for  the  sake  of  re- 
ligion,' which  appeared  in  your  Messenger  during  last  Lent;— 
all  of  which  are  not  founded  on  fact :  but  you  see  I  do  not  con- 
tradict them,  because  they  are  merely  personal,  whereas  the 
others,  in  some  degree,  concern  the  reader. 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  work  or  works  in  question,  and  have 
the  honour  to  be  (as  the  correspondents  to  magazines  say), 
"  Your  constant  reader, 

"  And  very  obedient,  humble  servant, 

"  Byron." 

LETTER  FROM   DR.    POLIDORI  TO   LADY   BLE8SINGTON. 
"  SlGNORA  CONTESSA, 

"  Chi  ha  avuto  una  volto  la  sorte  di  conoscerla  non  pui  scor- 
darsi  di  lei.  A  fame  prova,  a  me  vengono  adesso  questi  tre 
piccoli  tomi,  i  quali  .spero  ch'ella  non  sdegnera  d'accettare  e 
d'onorarli  d'un  posto  nella  sua  libreria.  Forse  s'ella  gli  trova 
degni  di  suoi  sguardi,  le  potra  venir  fatto  di  menzionarli  in 
qualcuno  di  suoi  scritti,  lo  che  sara  un  favore  distinto,  ch'ella  mi 
farebbe,  ed  io  le  ne  sarei  infinitamente  obbligato. 

€<  Sono,  Signora  Contessa, 

"  Suo  servitore, 

"  E.  Polidorl" 
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Li     CONTBftSA    GUICCIOLI,     NOW    MADAME     LA    MARQUISE    DE 

BOI38Y. 

Ituly  \p  the  daughter  of  the  Comte  Gamba,  descended 
e  of  the  first  families  of  Ravenna.* 
Samba  was  born  at  Ravenna,  in  1802,  She  was 
ited  at  ft  convent,  and  was  removed  from  one  by  her 
father,  to  be  married,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  to  an  old 
man  of  considerable  wealth,  and  very  extensive  landed 
property,  on  the  borders  of  Ancona  and  Bologna — -the 
i^mte  Guiccioli,  a  friend  in  early  life  of  Alfieri.  The 
Comte  was  not  only  old  enough  to  be  the  father  of  this 
young  lady  (who  was  Ms  third  wife),  but  was  even  some 
\ears  older  than  her  father. 

Youth,  beauty,  and  intellect,  united  with  age,  ugliness, 
and  mindlessness,  proved  an  incongruous  combination  of 
jarring  elements :  antipathies,  aversion,  discords,  and  sepa- 
ration, were  the  result  of  this  ill-assorted  union. 

Byron  first  beheld  Madame  Guiccioli  at  Venice,  at  the 
house  of  the  Countess  Albrizzi,  in  the  autumn  of  1818, 
two  days  after  her  marriage  with  the  old  noble,  of  large 

•  "  The  Countess  Guiccioli  descends  from  a  long  line  of  illustrious  ancestors.  Her 
grandmother,  a  celebrated  beauty  in  her  time,  was  daughter  to  the  Marquis  di  Bagno, 
of  Mantua ;  and  her  mother,  who  died  in  childbirth  only  a  year  or  so  alter  the  youog 
Countess's  marriage,  was  a  very  handsome  lady,  and  daughter  of  the  Contessa  Ma- 
eherelli ;  one  of  whose  sisters  married  the  Count  Cobcntzel  of  Vienna,  and  by  another 
sister,  the  family  became  allied  to  the  noble  houses  of  Erdeddi,  Nadasti,  and  Esterhasy." 
— Diiry  in  Italy,  vol.  ii.  p.  53, 
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possessions,  and  small  worth,  then  bordering  on  his  grand 
climacteric:  It  was  not,  however,  till  the  spring  of  1819, 
that  he  became  acquainted  with  the  fair  lady,  at  an  evening 
party  in  the  same  city,  and  the  results  of  that  meeting  were 
daily  meetings — "the  despotism  of  a  strong  passion"  on 
the  part  of  one,  "  a  profound  impression"  on  the  heart  of 
the  other,  an  attachment  that  endured  during  the  life  of 
Byron,  and  that  subsists  to  this  hour,  in  the  guise  of  a  sort 
of  culte  for  the  memory  of  a  man  of  transcendant  talents. 

About  this  period,  in  June,  1819,  Lord  Byron,  after  a 
residence  of  upwards  of  two  years  at  Venice,  began  to  grow 
weary  of  the  gloomy  aspect  of  a  great  city  falling  into 
decay  and  dilapidation :  "  to  see  a  city  die  daily,  as  Venice 
does,  is  a  sad  contemplation,"  said  his  Lordship.  He 
accordingly  abandoned  Venice,  and  betook  himself  to 
Ravenna,  where  he  renewed  his  acquaintance  with  the 
Countess  Guiccioli. 

The  Countess  had  been  obliged  to  quit  Venice  for 
Ravenna,  with  her  husband,  about  the  middle  of  the  pre- 
ceding April.  Soon  after  her  arrival,  her  mother  died,  in 
giving  birth  to  her  fourteenth  child. 

In  July,  1819,  Byron  wrote  from  Ravenna  to  Mr. 
Hoppner,  saying — "  I  greatly  fear  that  the  Guiccioli  is  going 
into  a  consumption,  to  which  her  constitution  leads.  Thus 
it  is  with  every  thing  and  every  body  for  whom  I  feel  any- 
thing like  a  real  attachment, — 4  War,  Death,  or  Discord 
doth  lay  siege  to  them.'  I  never  even  could  keep  alive  a 
dog  that  I  liked,  or  that  liked  me." 

Four  years  previously,  Byron  met  with  some  loss,  which 
he  made  the  subject  of  lines  of  much  beauty  and  pathos, 
that  are  not  to  be  found  in  his  collected  published  works. 
These  lines  throw  some  light  on  the  apparent  indifference 
which  Byron  was  in  the  habit  of  exhibiting,  on  occasions 
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of  separation  by  death,  or  other  causes,  from  those  he 
loved;  and  especially  on  the  occasion  of  his  parting  with 
Madame  Guiccioli,  at  the  period  of  his  embarcation  for 
Greece. 

STANZAS, 

BY    LORD    BYRON. 
I  heard  thy  fate  without  a  tear, 

Thy  loss  with  scarce  a  sigh; 
And  yet  thou  wert  surpassing  dear — 

Too  loved  of  all  to  die. 
I  know  not  what  hath  seared  mine  eye ; 

The  tears  refuse  to  start ; 
But  every  drop  its  lids  deny, 

Falls  dreary  on  my  heart 

2. 
Yes— deep  and  heavy,  one  by  one, 

They  sink  and  turn  to  care ; 
As  caverned  waters  wear  the  stone, 

Yet  dropping  harden  there — 
They  cannot  petrify  more  fast, 

Than  feelings  sunk  remain, 
Which  coldly  fixed,  regard  the  past, 

But  never  melt  again.  * 

•  The  above  lines  were  obtained  from  tbe  late  Mr.  R.  A.  Davenport,  com- 
piler of  a  Dictionary  of  Biography,  and  author  of  several  works.  He  com- 
municated them  to  my  Publisher,  with  a  note,  wherein  he  said : — 

"  These  lines  are  in  Lord  Byron's  own  handwriting.  I  received  them  from 
him,  along  with  another  poem,  in  1815.  I  had  the  seal  and  post-mark,  in 
confirmation  of  my  statement. 

" R,  A.  Davenport." 

I  have  discovered  since  the  publication  of  the  former  edition  of  this  work 
that  the  above  lines  of  Byron  were  printed  in  an  obscure  periodical,  of  which 
Davenport  had  the  management  upwards  of  thirty  years  ago.  In  the 
Atke***n  of  Feb.  17,  1855,  a  letter  was  published  to  the  following  effect : — 

•«  Thornbury,  Feb.  5. 

11 1  can  testify  to  the  fact  that  the  '  pair  of  stanzas'  quoted  in  the  Alhenaum 
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The  Guiccioli  Palace,  at  Ravenna,  in  which  Byron  re- 
sided for  several  months,  is  a  large  building,  with  spacious 
apartments,  and  a  grand  staircase.  Like  the  majority  of 
old  Italian  palaces,  in  towns  and  cities  of  secondary  impor- 
tance, it  has  a  dilapidated,  gloomy  appearance.  Here,  how- 
ever, a  canto  of  Don  Juan  was  written,  and  also  his  finest 
drama,  Sardanapalus. 

The  rooms  which  were  occupied  by  Byron,  had  been  de- 
corated by  him,  and  one  of  the  salons  had  been  painted  in 
fresco  from  pictures  by  one  of  the  old  masters. 

from  Mr.  Madden' s l  Life  of  the  Countess  of  Blessington '  were  sent  by  Lord 
Byron  to  Mr.  Davenport ;  and  admit  that  they  are  not  to  be  found  *  in  Byron's 
collected  published  works' ;  but  in  case  it  should  be  assumed  that  they  now 
appear  for  the  first  time,  I  beg  to  apprise  you  that  a  fac-simUe  of  the  original 
poem  was  given  in  Arlust  Pocket  Magazine  (which  Mr.  Davenport  edited)  in 
1 824.  Mr.  Davenport  was  a  scholar,  a  writer  of  elegant  verse,  and  remark- 
able alike  for  his  literary  ability  and  his  peculiar  habits.  His  death,  which 
happened  in  January,  1852,  at  the  age  of  75,  from  an  overdose  of  opium, 
which  it  was  his  custom  to  use  when  writing,  and  the  state  of  his  house,  are 
evidences  of  his  eccentricity.  About  4  o'clock  on  a  Sunday  morning,  low 
groans  were  heard  from  Brunswick  Cottage,  Park-street,  Camberwell :  and 
the  front  parlour  being  broken  into,  he  was  found  lying  in  the  passage  nearly 
dead,  with  a  bottle  which  had  contained  laudanum  in  his  hand.  A  surgeon 
was  sent  for ;  a  few  minutes  after  whose  arrival  he  expired.  His  rooms  were 
found  to  be  literally  crammed  with  books,  manuscripts,  pictures,  ancient 
coins,  and  antiquities  of  various  kinds.  He  had  lived  in  Brunswick  Cottage 
more  than  eleven  years,  during  which  time  he  had  steadily  declined  the 
profane  interference  of  broom  or  flannel.  Books,  beds,  and  furniture  were 
rapidly  decaying,  and  dust  was  undisputed  monarch  of  all.  The  windows  of 
the  house  (of  which  Mr.  D.  was  the  freeholder)  were  all  broken,  and  the  whole 
place  wore  a  most  dilapidated  appearance.  I  believe  that  the  list  of  Mr. 
Davenport's  works  (compilations  and  others)  would  be  startling.  He  was 
editor  of  '  Lives  of  the  Poets/  in  I  fear  to  say  how  many  volumes,  and  dart 
not  guess  whither  they  have  gone.  He  wrote  Histories  of  America  and 
India ;  contributed,  in  1 825,  to  the  Edinburgh  Pocket  Library,  '  The  Common- 
place Book  of  Epigrams,'  an  admirable  collection,  including  many  spirited 
essays  of  his  own  ;  and  was  busy  for  the  booksellers  to  the  day  of  his  death. 
More  than  one  popular  living  author  first  fluttered  his  maiden  pen  in  the 
pages  of  Arliss,  under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  Davenport. — I  am,  &c 

"  J.  W.  Daist.m 
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The  Guicciolis  proceeded  to  Bologna  in  August,  and 
were  soon  followed  by  Byron. 

The  latter  end  of  that  month  Count  Guiccioli,  accom- 
panied by  his  lady,  left  Bologna  for  his  Ramagnese  estates. 
Byron  fell  into  a  state  of  melancholy,  became  reserved  and 
exceedingly  dejected,  and  solaced  himself,  in  the  absence  of 
the  Countess,  by  going  daily  to  her  house  at  the  former 
usual  hour  of  visiting  her,  entering  her  apartments,  turning 
over  her  books,  and  writing  in  them.  In  one  of  those 
visits,  he  fell  into  a  profound  reverie,  and  was  found 
weeping  bitterly,  brooding  over  the  idea  that  had  taken 
possession  of  his  mind — that  it  was  fatal  to  be  loved  by 
him. 

In  a  copy  of  the  Countess's  "  Corinne,"  on  the  25th  of 
August,  1819,  he  wrote  some  lines  in  the  last  pages,  the 
concluding  passages  of  which  evince  plainly  enough  the 
violence  of  his  unhappy  passion : — u  My  destiny  rests  with 
you,  and  you  are  a  woman  seventeen  years  of  age,  and  two 
out  of  a  convent.  I  wish  you  had  staid  there,  with  all  my 
heart — or,  at  least,  that  I  had  never  met  you  in  your  mar- 
ried state.  But  all  this  is  too  late.  I  love  you,  and 
you  love  me — at  least,  you  say  so,  and  act  as  if  you  did  so, 
which  last  is  a  great  consolation,  at  all  events.  But  I  more 
than  love  you,  and  cannot  cease  to  love  you%  Think  of  me 
sometimes,  when  the  Alps  and  the  ocean  divide  us, — but 
they  never  will,  unless  you  wish  it."  * 

In  September,  the  Countess  and  Lord  Byron  were  for 
some  time  in  the  free  enjoyment  of  each  other's  society  in 
Bologna  (the  Count  being  on  business  elsewhere);  they 
proceeded  together  to  Venice,  and  there,  at  his  lordship's 
villa  of  La  Mira,  they  passed  the  autumn,  and  were  visited 
by  Moore. 

•  Life  of  Byron,  ed.  8vo.  p.  407*. 
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In  his  Journal  (vol.  iii.,  page  971),  Moore  speaks  of 
having  met  Byron  at  Venice,  in  October,  1819.  He 
makes  mention  of  the  Count  Guiccioli  applying  to  Lord 
Byron  for  the  loan  of  £1000,  at  five  per  cent. :  "  that  is, 
to  give  it  to  him,  though  he  talks  of  giving  security,  and 
says  in  any  other  way  it  would  be  an  avilimento  to  him." 

Lady  Blessington  describes  the  personal  appearance  of 
the  Countess  Guiccoli  as  highly  prepossessing,  her  manners 
distinguished,  and  her  conversation  spirituelle  and  interest- 
ing. "  Her  face,"  observes  Lady  B.  "  is  decidedly  hand- 
some, the  features  regular  and  well-proportioned,  her  com- 
plexion delicately  fair,  her  teeth  very  fine,  and  her  hair  of 
that  rich  golden  tint,  which  is  peculiar  to  the  female 
pictures  by  Titian  and  Giorgione.  Her  countenance  is 
very  pleasing;  its  general  character  is  pensive,  but  it  can 
be  lit  up  with  gaiety,  when  its  expression  is  very  agreeable. 
Her  bust  and  arms  are  exquisitely  beautiful,  and  her  whole 
appearance  reminds  one  very  strikingly  of  the  best  portraits 
in  the  Venetian  school." 

This  account,  in  several  particulars,  corresponds  with 
Mr.  Hunt's  earlier  representation  of  her  appearance;  bat 
in  one  respect  it  is  entirely  at  variance  with  the  latter; 
and  from  my  own  observation,  though  at  a  later  period 
than  that  of  either  Lady  Blessington's  or  Mr.  Hunt's  ac- 
quaintance with  Madame  Guiccioli,  I  am  fully  persuaded 
the  description  of  her  appearance — as  that  of  "  a  kind  of 
buxom  parlour  boarder," — is  very  far  from  being  correct 

"  Her  appearance,"  says  Mr.  Hunt,  "  might  have  re- 
minded an  English  spectator  of  Chaucer's  heroine : 
'  Yclothed  was  she,  fresh  for  to  devise, 
Her  yellow  hair  was  braided  in  a  tress 
Behind  her  back — a  yard  long  I  guess — 
And  in  the  garden  (as  the  same  uprist) 
She  walketh  up  and  down,  where  as  she  list' 
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"  And  then,  as  Dryden  has  it — 

'  At  every  turn  she  made  a  little  stand. 
And  thrust  among  the  thorns  her  lily  hand.' 

"  Her  hair,"  observes  Mr.  Hunt,  "  was  what  the  poet  has 
described  as  rather  blond,  with  an  inclination  to  yellow;  a 
very  fair  and  delicate  yellow,  at  all  events,  and  within  the 
limits  of  the  poetical.  She  had  regular  features,  of  the 
order  properly  called  handsome,  in  distinction  to  prettiness 
or  piquancy ;  being  well  proportioned  to  one  another,  large, 
rather  than  otherwise,  but  without  coarseness,  and  more 
harmonious  than  interesting.  Her  nose  was  the  hand- 
somest of  the  kind  I  ever  saw ;  and  I  have  known  her  both 
smile  very  sweetly,  and  look  intelligently,  when  Lord  Byron 
had  said  something  kind  to  her.  I  should  not  say,  how- 
ever, that  she  was  a  very  intelligent  person.  Both  her 
wisdom  and  her  want  of  wisdom  were  on  the  side  of  her 
feelings,  in  which  there  was,  doubtless,  mingled  a  good  deal 
of  the  self-love  natural  to  a  flattered  beauty.  *  *  *  In  a 
word,  Madame  Guiccioli  was  a  kind  of  buxom  parlour- 
boarder,  compressing  herself  artificially  into  dignity  and 
elegance,  and  fancying  she  walked,  in  the  eyes  of  the  whole 
world,  a  heroine  by  the  side  of  a  poet.  When  I  saw  her  at 
Monte  Nero,  near  Leghorn,  she  was  in  a  state  of  excitement 
and  exultation,  and  had  really  something  of  this  look.  At 
that  time  also,  she  looked  no  older  than  she  was;  in  which 
respect  a  rapid  and  very  singular  change  took  place,  to  the 
surprise  of  everybody.  In  the  course  of  a  few  months,  she 
seemed  to  have  lived  so  many  years." 

I  have  seen  Madame  Guiccioli  thirty-three  years  after 
the  period  at  which  Mr.  Hunt  says  this  u  rapid  and  very 
singular  change "  had  taken  place.  And  most  assuredly, 
even  at  this  day,  there  is  nothing  in  the  appearance  of  this 
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fascinating  person  that  would  indicate  that  early  change, 
or  indeed  any  subsequent  one  greater  than  the  hand  of  .time, 
most  leniently  laid  on  that  beautiful  face  and  form,  might 
have  been  expected,  in  his  most  sparing  mood,  to  have  made. 
The  Guiccioli's  loveliness  was  of  a  kind  to  which  Byron's 
lines  on  the  Venus  de  Medicis,  in  the  Florentine  Gallery, 
might  be  well  applied : 

"  We  gaze  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where, 
Dazzled  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Keels  with  its  fulness.  "* 

As  to  the  maudlin  affectation  ascribed  to  her  by  Mr. 
Hunt,  and  anxiety  to  parade  her  attractions  and  the  influence 
of  a  heroine  of  romance,  the  account  is  wholly  at  variance 
with  the  notices  of  other  writers  of  her  habits  and  tastes  at 
different  periods,  not  only  during  the  lifetime  of  Byron, 
but  since  that  event. 

With  respect  to  the  deficiency  of  intelligence,  rather  hinted 
at  by  Mr.  Hunt  than  asserted,  it  may  be  observed,  that  in 
decrying  this  lady,  Lord  Byron's  taste  and  judgment  were  to 
be  depreciated  (morality  was  not  taken  into  account),  and 
altogether  a  disagreeable  impression  of  the  person  who 
was  most  favourably  looked  on  by  the  offending  poet,  was 
to  be  effected. 

Lord  Byron  says  the  education  of  Madame  Guiccioli  had 
been  carefully  attended  to,  and  her  reading  had  been  ex- 
tensive. "Her  conversation  is  lively  without  being  fri- 
volous ;  without  being  learned,  she  has  read  all  the  best 
authors  of  her  own  and  the  French  language.  She  often 
conceals  what  she  knows,  from  the  fear  of  being  thought  to 
know  too  much ;  possibly  because  she  knows  I  am  not  fond 
of  blues.     To  use  an  expression  of  Jeffrey's,  4  If  she  has 

•  Childe  Harold,  c.  ir.  tt  60. 
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blue  stockings,  she  contrives  that  her  petticoats  shall  hide 
them;." 

The  disinterestedness  of  the  Countess  Guiccioli  is  fully 
established  by  the  testimony  of  Hobhouse  and  of  Mr.  Barry, 
the  friend  and  banker  of  Lord  Byron,  and  the  statements 
of  Moore,  in  the  preface  to  the  second  volume  of  the  first 
edition  of  his  "Life,  Letters,  and  Journals  of  Lord  Byron." 
"  When  Byron  went  to  Greece,  he  gave  Mr.  Barry  orders  to 
advance  money  to  Madame  Guiccioli ;  but  that  lady  would 
never  consent  to  receive  any."  He  had  also  stated  to  Mr. 
Barry  that  he  intended  to  bequeath  £10,000  to  her.  "  He 
mentioned  this  circumstance  also  to  Lord  Blessington.  But 
his  intention  had  not  been  carried  into  effect,  and  it  was 
fully  ascertained  that  Madame  Guiccioli  had  discounte- 
nanced the  intention,  and  dissuaded  his  Lordship  from  ful- 
filling it."* 

In  Moore's  diary  of  July,  1824,  we  find,  in  an  account 
of  a  conversation  with  Mrs.  Shelley  regarding  Lord  Byron 
and  his  affairs,  these  words :  u  The  Guiccioli  has  refused  a 
settlement  from  him  (ten  thousand  pounds,  I  think)." 

The  2nd  of  April,  1823,  Byron  wrote  from  Genoa  that 
he  had  just  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  Blessingtons ;  and 
on  the  2nd  of  June  following,  he  wrote  a  farewell  letter  to 
Lady  Blessington,  who  was  then  on  the  eve  of  departing 
from  Naples,  and  on  the  13th  of  the  next  month  he  em- 
barked for  Greece.  Lady  Blessington's  intimacy  with 
Byron  was  only  for  a  period  of  two  months,  and  during 
those  two  months,  I  am  informed  by  the  Countess  Guiccioli 
(now  Marquise  de  Boissy),  that  the  interviews  between 
Lady  Blessington  and  Byron  did  not  exceed  five  or  six ; 
and  that  the  feelings  of  friendship  entertained  by  his  Lord- 
ship were  not  of  that  very  ardent  nature  which  would  have 

•  Moore's  Life,  &c,  of  Byron.     Pref.  to  vol.  ii.  first  edit  p.  xix. 
VOL.    II.  Q 
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prevented  him  from  indulging  in  his  favourite  propensity 
of  giving  expression  to  satirical  observations  on  a  friend 
whom  he  had  written  such  eulogistic  verses  on,  as  he  had 
composed  for  the  Countess  of  Blessington. 

Madame  Guiccioli  at  different  periods  visited  England, 
and  on  each  occasion  found  at  Gore  House  a  hospitable 
mansion,  where  she  was  occasionally  domiciled.  There  was 
great  intimacy  between  Lady  Blessington  and  Madame 
Guiccioli,  and  a  demonstration  of  affection  in  their  corres- 
pondence, that  might  have  denoted  friendship  of  a  very 
cordial  kind  ;  but  I  doubt  if  a  sincere,  ardent,  and  disin- 
terested attachment  existed  between  them.  Madame 
Guiccioli  seemed  to  feel  that  she  was  lionized  by  Lady 
Blessington ;  and  Lady  Blessington  appeared  to  remember 
that  the  Guiccioli  claimed  a  property  in  the  memory  of 
Byron,  which  was  not  altogether  compatible  with  the 
feelings  of  the  author  of  "  Conversations  with  Lord  Byron." 
Lady  Blessington  courted  the  society  of  Madame  Guiccioli, 
it  is  true,  showed  her  great  civility,  and  made  a  great  deal 
of  her  in  the  salons;  but  any  little  peculiarities  of  the 
Italian  lady  were  seized  hold  of  eagerly,  anji  made  the  most 
of  in  society,  and  laughed  at  in  it. 

Like  most  Italian  women,  Madame  Guiccioli  had  very 
little  comprehension  of  badinage  or  irony  in  conversation. 
The  Guiccioli  could  not  understand  anything  like  a  joke; 
she  could  bear  with  any  neglect,  or  even  a  slight,  provided 
it  extended  not  to  Byron's  memory.  Lady  Blessington, 
who  delighted  in  certain  kinds  of  mystification  in  a  sportive 
humour,  mischief  mallikin  of  a  playful  sort,  used  sometimes 
to  take  advantage  of  Madame  Guiccioli's  simplicity  and 
amusing  peculiarities,  her  exaggerated  ideas  of  Italian 
superiority  in  all  matters  of  refinement,  her  invincible  per- 
suasion that  Italians  exceeded  all  other  Europeans  in  genius, 
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virtue,  and  patriotism,  to  enter  into  arguments  at  variance 
with  her  notions^  and  to  propound  strong  opinions  unfavour- 
able to  the  people,  culture,  and  climate  of  Italy. 

At  the  commencement  of  1820,  Count  Guiccioli  having 
arrived  in  Venice,  after  some  negotiations,  menaces  of  legal 
proceedings  with  a  view  to  a  divorce,  and  a  formal  agree- 
ment, by  which  it  was  covenanted  that  all  communication 
with  Lord  Byron  should  cease  on  the  part  of  the  Countess 
— the  lady  consented  to  accompany  her  lord  to  Ravenna, 
The  covenant  was  not  long  kept;  letters  soon  passed 
between  the  Countess  and  Byron,  with  complaints  of  cold- 
ness on  one  side,  protestations  on  the  other,  and  intimation 
of  intended  departure  from  Italy,  and  farewells  for  ever. 

The  intended  departure  was  soon  relinquished;  early  in 
January  Byron  was  again  established  at  Ravenna.  And 
in  July  of  the  same  year  (1820),  a  formal  separation  was 
pronounced  in  Rome  between  the  Count  and  Countess 
Guiccioli,  the  lady  and  her  friends  having  demanded  it. 
The  Countess  was  ordered  to  go  back  to  her  father's  house, 
and  a  maintenance  was  decreed  from  her  husband's  pro- 
perty. * 

The  allowance  made  to  her  was  22,000  crowns  a  year, 
her  husband's  income  being  120,000  crowns  a  year. 

Byron  says,  on  this  occasion  he  offered  any  settlement, 
but  it  was  refused.  The  "  Dama"  went  to  reside  at  a  villa 
of  Count  Gamba,  fifteen  miles  distant  from  Ravenna,  and 
there  she  was  occasionally  visited  by  Byron. 

In  July,  1821,  the  old  Count  Gamba,  and  his  son,  Count 
Pietro  Gamba,  the  father  and  brother  of  Madame  Guiccioli, 
as  suspected  chiefs  of  the  Carbonari,  were  ordered  to  quit 
Ravenna,  where  the  Countess  was  then  residing.  The  two 
Gambas  proceeded  to  Florence,  and  there  were  joined  by 
the  Countess.     In  the  following  month  of  August,  she  was 

Q  2 
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established  at  Pisa,  in  the  Casa  Lanfranchi,  an  ancient 
palace,  which  had  been  just  taken  by  Byron.  In  the  latter 
part  of  September  1822,  Lord  Byron  and  the  Countess 
removed  to  Genoa,  and  took  the  Villa  Salnzzo  at  Albtro, 
one  of  the  suburbs  of  the  city. 

On  the  13th  July,  1823,  his  Lordship  embarked  for 
Greece.  On  the  morning  of  that  day,  Madame  Guiccioli 
parted  with  him,  never  more  to  behold  him. 

Of  that  parting,  no  particulars  are  to  be  found  in  the 
"  Memoirs,"  by  Moore,  the  "  Conversations,"  by  Lady  Bles- 
sington,  or,  indeed,  in  any  other  account  of  Byron  and  his 
affairs  in  Italy. 

Byron  had  lashed  his  imagination  into  a  sort  of  romantic 
frenzy  and  enthusiasm,  on  the  subject  of  the  struggle  of  the 
Greeks  for  their  liberation  from  Turkish  tyranny.     He  had 
a  generous  feeling  of  devotion  to  the  interests  of  liberty  in 
all  lands.     But  at  this  particular  juncture  he  was  becoming 
tired  of  Italy,  and  had  just  witnessed  the  hopelessness  of 
an  attempt  there  for  freedom,  and  the  ruin  which  that  un- 
successful attempt  had  brought  on  many  of  his  Italian  ac- 
quaintances and  the  allies  of  his  political  opinions.     A  few 
months  before,  he  had  spoken  of  quitting  Italy  for  England, 
and  bidding  farewell  for  ever  to  one  who  had  been  the  de- 
light of  his  existence  there:  but  then,  when  the  time  for  de- 
parture came,  his  courage  failed,  he  could  not  separate  from 
44  La  dame  de  ses  pens&es."     It  was  the  same,  in  some 
respects,  on  this  occasion ;  he  talked  for  a  long  time  to  her 
of  this  romantic  expedition,  he  descanted  on  its  pleasure, 
its  perils,  and  excitement,  and  sometimes  half  seriously, 
half  ironically,  of  its  glories.     He  persuaded  her  to  allow 
her  brother,  Count  Gamba,  to  accompany  him  to  Greece; 
he  told  her  he  was  resolved,  in  a  few  months  to  return  to 
Italy,  ritornare  a  V Italia  (to  her,  as  it  was  interpreted,  for 
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what  was  Italy  then  to  Byron  without  her  ?) ;  but  Madame 
Guiccioli  says,  "  Notwithstanding  all  this,  every  person  who 
was  near  him  at  the  time,  can  bear  witness  to  the  struggle 
which  his  mind  underwent  (however  much  he  endeavoured 
to  hide  it),  as  the  period  fixed  for  his  departure  ap- 
proached."* 

In  the  evening  of  the  13th  of  July,  when  all  the  prepa- 
rations were  made,  and  the  persons  of  his  suite  who  were 
at  the  Salluzzi,  and  were  to  accompany  him,  had  been 
sent  on,  Byron,  who  had  been  busily  engaged  in  su- 
perintending those  preparations,  with  manifest  effort 
endeavouring  to  appear  composed,  indifferent,  wholly 
wrapt  up  in  Greece  and  liberty,  and  affecting  to  be 
jaunty  in  his  air  and  lively  in  his  conversation,  took 
his  last  leave  of  the  person  who,  for  him,  had  aban- 
doned every  thing  in  this  life  that  should  be  held  dear 
to  woman. 

His  Lordship  embarked  the  evening  before  the  intended 
departure;  he  and  his  whole  party  slept  on  board  the 
Hercules,  the  vessel  chartered  for  the  expedition.  Byron's 
latest  dream  of  love  had  been  dreamed  out;  and  that  last 
vision  of  his  life's  romance  past  and  gone,  nothing  now  re- 
mained for  him  but  a  vague,  undefined  object,  looked  at 
through  a  refracting  medium  that  tinged  its  imperfect  out- 
lines with  bright  hues,  and  invested  them  with  glorious 
shapes  and  poetical  illusions. 

In  that  work,  which  Byron  told  Mr.  Murray,  in  July, 

1821,  "at  the  particular  request  of  the  Contessa  G , 

he  had  promised  not  to  continue — Don  Juan,"  there  are 
some  farewell  lines  of  the  Donna  Julia,  which  might  have 
been  appropriately  addressed  to  the  author  of  that  poem  by 

*  Moore's  Life  of  Byron,  p.  590. 
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the  Donna  Teresa  Guiccioli,  on  the  occasion  of  his  depar- 
ture from  Genoa. 

"  My  breast  has  been  all  weakness,  is  so  yet, 

But  still  I  think  I  can  collect  my  mind : 
My  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirits  set, 

As  roll  the  waves  before  the  settled  wind. 
My  heart  is  feminine,  nor  can  forget — 

To  all  except  one  image  madly  blind  ; 
So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole, 

As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  to  my  fix'd  soul."* 

Byron,  at  the  time  of  his  departure  from  Genoa,  was  in' 
his  thirty-sixth,  and  Madame  Guiccioli  in  her  twenty- 
second  year. 

The  Hercules  cleared  the  port  at  day-break  on  the  14th 
of  July,  but  the  vessel  lay  becalmed  all  day  in  sight  of 
Genoa.  At  night-fall  a  storm  set  in,  and  after  encounter- 
ing considerable  danger,  the  captain  had  to  put  back  to 
port,  and  anchored  there  about  six  o'clock  in  the  morning 
of  the  15th. 

Lord  Byron  came  on  shore  dejected,  and  appearing 
thoughtful.  On  re-landing  he  set  offfor  Albaro,  expecting 
to  find  the  Guiccioli  still  at  Saluzzi.  On  the  way,  he  said 
to  his  companion,  "  Where  shall  we  be  in  a  year?"  He 
arrived  in  the  chill  grey  morning,  at  an  early  hour,  at  his 
former  residence.  But  there  was  no  light  step  of  one 
rushing  forth  to  meet  him  as  he  approached : 

"  He  entered  the  house — his  home  no  more, 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home,  and  felt 

The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome :  there  he  long  had  dwelt, 

There  his  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er.n 

All  was  Still  and  silent  in  the  Saluzzi ;  a  care-taker  of  the 

•  Don  Juan,  canto  i.  st.  197. 
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deserted  house  met  his  lordship  at  the  threshold,  and  said, 
44  La  Senora  k  partita." 

Madame  Guiccioli  had  taken  her  departure  that  morning. 
A  painter  should  have  been  there,  ensconced  in  some  nook, 
— one  of  a  divining  spirit,  as  well  as  of  a  afcilful  hand. 
Byron  wandered  for  some  time  through  the  desolate-looking 
apartments,  the  rooms  she  inhabited,  the  grounds  that  were 
her  customary  walks;  and,  like  that  Lambro  of  whom  he 
had  written  five  years  previously — "  a  man  of  a  strange 
temperament9' — he  felt  there  was  in  the  aspect  of  a  place 
that  had  recently  been  an  abode  that  had  enjoyments,  and 
joyous  loving  inmates,  and  all  at  once  had  become  a  soli- 
tude,— 

"  A  thing  to  human  feeling  the  most  trying, 
And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome, 
Than  even  the  mental  agony  of  dying." 

Byron  returned  early  in  the  day  to  Genoa,  and  there  he 
passed  some  hours  with  his  friend  Mr.  Barry,  walking  about 
some  gardens  near  the  city,  and  conversing  in  a  way  that 
shewed  his  thoughts  had  taken  a  gloomy  turn. 

In  the  evening  of  that  day  he  embarked,  and  finally  lost 
sight  of  Genoa,  and  soon  of  Italy. 

During  Byron's  life  it  was — "  La  nobile  e  bellissima  sua 
fisonomia,  il  suono  della  sua  voce,  le  sue  maniere,  i  mille 
incantiche  lo  circondavano,  che  lo  rendevano  un  essere 
cosi  dififerente,  cosl  superiore  a  tutti  quelli  che  ella  aveva 
sino  allora  veduto,"  which  had  nourished  the  passion  of  the 
Countess  Guiccioli.  But  the  fidelity  of  her  attachment  to 
the  memory  of  that  highly-gifted  being,  at  the  expiration  of 
thirty  years,  even  still  survives.  It  has  assumed  a  settled 
aspect  of  veneration,  that  with  a  pale  but  steady  light 
shines  not  ineffectually  over  the  remains  of  the  greatly 
loved  and  honoured  dead. 
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This  kind  of  culte  reminds  one  of  the  sepulchral  lamps 
of  the  ancients,  that  are  said  to  have  burned  continually  in 
charnels,  giving  out  a  faint  unfading  light,  yet  receiving 
no  aliment  or  support  from  without  the  precincts  of  the 
tomb. 

"  The  Pilgrim  of  Eternity,  whose  fame 
Over  his  living  head  like  heaven  is  bent, 
An  early  but  enduring  monument, 
Came  veiling  all  the  lightning  of  his  song  in  sorrow,"* 

on  the  18th  of  April,  1824,  was  drawing  to  the  end  of  life 
at  Missolonghi.  In  the  latter  part  of  that  day,  few  of  his 
words  could  be  distinguished,  and  these  were  names— 
"  Ada,"  "  Hobhouse,"  "  Kinnaird."  Later,  in  an  interval 
of  reason,  he  was  heard  to  say — "Poor  Greece!"  "Poor 
town ! "  "  My  poor  servants ! "  "  My  hour  is  come ;  I  do 
not  care  ior  death,  but  why  did  I  not  go  home  beiore  I 
came  here?"  At  another  time  he  said — "  There  are  things 
which  make  this  world  dear  to  me — for  the  rest,  I  am  con- 
tent to  die."  He  again  spoke  of  Greece,  saying — "  I  have 
given  her  my  time,  my  means,  my  health,  and  now  I  give 
her  my  life — what  could  I  do  more !"  It  was  about  six 
o'clock  on  the  evening  of  Thursday,  when  he  said — "  Now 
I  shall  go  to  sleep ;"  and  then  turning  round,  fell  into  that 
slumber  from  which  he  never  awoke.f 

At  half-past  six  the  following  day,  the  19th,  after  lying 
nearly  twenty-four  hours,  almost  bereft  of  sense  or  motion, 
he  breathed  his  last.  A  great  intelligence  passed  away  into 
the  world  of  spirits. 

It  remained  for  a  clerical  corporation  to  determine — that 
the  world,  into  which  his  spirit  had  passed,  was  one  of  wrath 

•  Elegy  on  the  death  of  Keats,  by  Shelley.      f  Moore's  Notices,  &c  rol  yL  p.  211 
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and  woe.  They  would  not  suffer  the  place  in  which  the 
ashes  of  Castlereagh — and  of  hundreds  of  impious,  pro- 
fane, and  unprincipled  persons,  of  many  mercenary,  some 
sanguinary,  and  several  very  vile  and  worthless  minions  of 
power,  were  laid,  to  be  contaminated  with  the  .remains  of 
Byron :  but  then  Byron  was  a  liberal,  and  for  the  punish- 
ment of  adverse  politics,  hypocrisy  put  on  the  garb  of  piety 
on  this  as  well  as  many  other  occasions,  and  party  had  its 
paltry  revenge,  while  poor  religion  had  the  name  of  a  vin- 
dication of  her  cause. 

Johnson  speaks  of  a  Dean  of  Westminster,  whose  abhor- 
ence  of  Milton  was  so  intensely  orthodox,  that  the  name  of 
the  Bard,  in  his  opinion,  was  too  detestable  to  be  read  on 
the  walls  of  a  building  dedicated  to  devotion.* 

On  the  arrival  in  England  of  the  remains  of  Byron  from 
Greece,  application  was  made  by  the  executors,  in  their  in- 
dividual capacity,  to  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  Westminster, 
for  permission  to  have  his  remains  interred  in  the  Abbey ; 
"  bat  such  an  ansver  was  received,  as  left  little  doubt  of 
any  more  regular  application,  "f 

It  was  then  decided  on  having  his  remains  interred  in 
the  family  vault  at  Hucknall,  near  Newstead.  But  some 
of  "  the  nearest"  friends  of  the  deceased  Poet,  were  not  con- 
tent that  his  imperfections  should  be  buried  with  his 
ashes. 

The  remains  of  Byron  were  removed  from  the  house  of 
Sir  George  Knatchbull,  in  Great  George  Street,  on  the  12th 
of  July,  1824,  and  on  the  16th,  in  the  small  village  church 
of  Hucknall,  the  last  duties  were  paid  to  the  remains  of 
Byron.  They  were  laid  in  the  family  vault,  close  to  those 
of  his  mother. 

•  Life  of  Milton.  f  Notices  of  Life  of  Lord  Byron,  voL  vi.  p  222. 
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On  a  tablet  of  white  marble,  in  the  chancel  of  the  church, 
there  is  the  following  inscription: 

In  the  vault  beneath, 

Where  many  of  his  Ancestors,  and  his  Mother,  are  buried, 

Lie  the  remains  of 

GEOBGE  GORDON  NOEL  BYRON, 

Lord  Byron  of  Rochdale, 

In  the  County  of  Lancaster, 

.     The  Author  of  «  Childe  Harolde's  Pilgrimage." 

He  was  born  in  London,  on  the 

22nd  of  January,  1788, 

And  died  at  Missolonghi,  in  Western  Greece,  on  the 

19th  of  April,  1824, 

Engaged  in  the  glorious  attempt  to  restore  that  Country  to  her 

ancient  freedom  and  renown. 

His  Sister,  the  Honourable  Augusta  Maria  Leigh,  placed  this 

tribute  to  his  Memory. 

About  eight  years  ago,  Madame  Guiccioli  married  an 
elderly  French  noble,  the  Marquis  de  Boissy. 

Her  first  marriage  had  been  with  a  very  old  Italian 
Nobleman. 

Wycherly,  the  comedian,  married  a  girl  of  eighteen,  when 
he  was  verging  on  eighty.  Shortly  after,  Providence  was 
pleased,  in  its  mercy  to  call  the  old  man  to  another  and  a 
better  world.  But  ere  he  took  his  final  departure  from 
this,  he  summoned  his  young  wife  to  his  bedside,  and  an- 
nounced to  her  that  he  was  dying;  whereupon  she  wept 
bitterly.  Wycherly  lifted  himself  up  in  the  bed,  and 
gazing  with  tender  emotion  on  his  young  weeping  wife, 
said,  "  I  have  a  solemn  promise  to  extract  from  you  before 
I  quit  you  for  ever.  Will  you  assure  me,  my  wishes  will 
be  attended  to  however  great  the  sacrifice  you  may  be 
called  on  to  make  ?"     Horrid  ideas  of  Suttees,  of  poor 
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Indian  widows  being  called  on  to  expire  on  funereal  pyres, 
with  the  bodies  of  their  deceased  lords  and  masters,  flashed 
across  the  brain  of  the  poor  woman. 

With  a  convulsive  effort,  and  desperate  resolution,  old 
Wycherly's  young  wife  gasped  out  an  assurance  that  his  com- 
mands, however  dreadful  they  might  be,  should  be  obeyed. 
Then  Wycherly,  with  a  ghastly  smile,  said,  in  a  low  and 
solemn  voice — "  My  beloved  wife,  the  parting  request  I  have 
to  make  of  you  is — that  when  I  am  gone — (here  the 
young  woman  sobbed  and  cried  vehemently) — when  I  am 
in  my  cold  grave — (Mrs.  Wycherly  tore  her  hair) — when  I 
am  laid  low — (the  disconsolate  wife  became  distracted) — 
when  I  am  no  longer  a  heavy  burden  on  you — (4  Oh,  for 
Heaven's  sake !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wycherly,  4  what  am  I  to 
do?) — I  command  you,  my  dear  young  wife — (said  the  old 
dying  comedian) — on  pain  of  incurring  malediction,  never 
to  marry  an  old  man  again."  Mrs.  Wycherly  breathed 
more  freely,  dried  her  eyes,  promised  that  she  never  would; 
and  that  faithful  woman  kept  her  word  for  life. 

The  Marquis  de  Boissy  (Hilaire  E.  0.  Rouilte)  is  one  of 
the  new  nobility  of  France,  who  owe  their  coronets  to  their 
own  merits  or  successes.  The  Marquis  is  a  large  landed 
proprietor,  who  recommended  himself  to  the  notice  of  the 
late  Marshal  Soult  by  his  industrial  efforts,  and  long-con- 
tinued endeavours  to  improve  the  condition  of  the  humbler 
classes  in  the  district  of  Viezzon  k  Lignieres,  in  which  his 
property  is  situated — the  chateau  and  territory  of  Castelnau, 
near  Charost,  six  leagues  from  Bourges. 

The  Marquis,  in  the  time  of  Louis  Phillipe,  se  montrait 
assez  souvent  h  la  tribune  de  la  chambre  de  Paris.  He 
was  wont  to  appear  there  a  little — irop  souvent,  for  the 
tranquillity  of  his  friend  and  patron,  Marshal  Soult. 

His  merits  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  be  appreciated 
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by  the  present  ruler  of  France — he  has  been  honoured  with 
the  title  and  functions  of  a  Senator. 

Madame  la  Marquise  is  still  a  most  fascinating  woman, 
conscious  of  her  power  to  please,  and  calculated  to  succeed 
in  her  efforts,  as  well  as  by  the  external  attraits  of  ap- 
pearance and  deportment.  Brilliant  intellectual  powers 
she  has  no  claim  to;  but  she  has  considerable  conver- 
sational talents,  and  a  large  share  of  keen  observation  and 
insight  into  character,  and  of  cleverness  and  naivete, 
mingled  with  simplicity.  She  is  well  versed  in  Italian  and 
French  literature,  has  read  much,  and  to  some  purpose. 
She  writes  fluently,  and  though  not  very  correctly  in 
English  and  French,  expresses  herself  fully  and  forcibly, 
gracefully,  and  with  facility. 

When  reference  is  made  to  Byron,  and  her  intimate  rela- 
tions with  him,  she  seems  half  proud,  half  ashamed  of  her 
liaison,  and  the  conflicting  feelings  come  strangely  into 
contact  in  her  conversation.  But  one  feeling  predominates 
over  every  other,  in  relation  to  her  former  friend  and 
admirer;  one  of  unalterable  fidelity,  and  unchangeable 
constancy  in  her  attachment  to  him,  and  devotion  to  his 
memory. 

LETTERS  FROM  LADY  BLESSINGTON   TO   LA   CONTESSA   GU1CCIOLL 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Italy. 

"  Seamore  Place,  London,  Aug.  19,  1833. 

"  My  dear  Madame  Guiccioli, 

"  I  have  learned  with  deep  regret  the  affliction  that  has  fallen 
on  your  domestic  circle,  an  affliction  which  few  are  so  calculated 
to  feel  in  all  its  bitterness  as  yoursel£  While  I  was  accusing  you 
of  forgetting  your  friends  in  England,  which  would  be  indeed 
ungrateful,  as  they  do  not  cease  to  remember  you  with  affection, 
you  were  in  grief,  and  absorbed  too  much  by  the  recollection  o/ 
what  you  had  lost  to  be  blamed  for  forgetting  the  friends  who 
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still  remain.  Alas!  ch&re  amie,  it  is  not  until  we  have  lost 
those  we  loved,  that  we  feel  all  their  value.  Memory  feeds  on 
grief,  and  calls  up  looks  and  voices,  that  we  can  see  or  hear  no 
more  on  earth,  but  that  brought  back  by  memory,  have  power 
to  make  us  forget  for  a  few  moments  the  painful  present,  in  the 
happier  past 

"  I  do  not  seek  to  offer  you  vain  consolation,  because  I  too  well 
know  its  inefficiency,  and  you  have  been  too  highly  tried  in 
affliction,  not  to  have  learned  its  bitter  lesson — submission. 

"  I  hope  we  shall  see  you  in  England  next  year ;  you  have  left 
behind  you  too  agreeable  an  impression,  for  those  who  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  knowing  you,  not  to  desire  to  see  you  here  again ; 
and  among  your  friends  no  one  more  anxiously  desires  it  than 
myself.  London  has  been  very  fiill,  but  not  very  gay  this  season. 
Our  Opera  has  been  brilliant,  and  offered  a  galaxy  of  talent,  such 
as  we  never  had  before.  Pasta,  Malibran,  Tamburini,  Rubini, 
Donzelli,  and  a  host  of  minor  stars,  with  a  corps  de  ballet,  with 
Taglioni  at  their  head,  who  more  than  redeemed  their  want  of 
excellency.  I  did  not  miss  a  single  night,  and  was  amply  repaid, 
by  the  pleasure  I  received. 

"  You  are  so  kind  as  to  wish  me  to  tell  you  of  myself,  and 
therefore  I  must  play  the  egotist  My  health  has  been  good,  and 
I  have  written  a  political  novel,  which  appeared  in  June,  with 
the  reception  of  which  I  have  had  every  reason  to  be  satisfied, 
and  for  which  I  got  a  good  sum. 

"I  am  now  coming  forth  with  a  very  beautiful  work,  called 
'  The  Book  of  Beauty ;'  I  say  beautiful,  as  it  is  to  be  embellished 
with  fine  engravings  from  beautiful  female  portraits,  illustrated 
by  tales  in  prose  and  verse,  to  which  many  of  my  literary  friends 
have  kindly  contributed.  You  see,  my  dear  Countess,  that  I 
have  not  been  idle  since  I  saw  you ;"  but  the  truth  is,  I  like  occu- 
pation, and  find  it  the  best  cure  for  banishing  painful  retrospec- 
tions. 

"  Mr.  Bulwer  set  off  yesterday  for  Italy,  and  will  visit  Rome 
and  Naples.  I  saw  Mr.  Moore  three  days  ago,  and  he  inquired 
very  kindly  for  you,  and  I  saw  Campbell  lately,  who  does  not 
forget  you.     I  wish  you  would  send  me  a  little  Italian  tale,  in 
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prose  or  verse,  for  my  book.  I  know  you  could  if  you  would, 
but  I  fear  you  are  too  idle.  I  trust  you  go  on  with  the  Memoirs 
you  promised  to  write.  It  would  amuse  and  instruct  you,  and 
would  be  highly  gratifying  to  the  world.  Pray  write  to  me 
often,  and  your  letters  shall  be  punctually  answered. 

"  Believe  me,  my  dear  Countess  Guiccioli, 

"  Your  sincere  and  affectionate  friend, 

"  M.  Blessingtox." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  London. 

"  Seamore  Place,  July  — ,  1835. 
"  As  I  have  neither  seen  nor  heard  from  you  since  Wed- 
nesday, I  conclude  that  you  have  abandoned  the  project  of  accom- 
panying me  to  Anglesea  Villa.  I  regret  this  very  much,  as  you 
would  have  liked  the  country,  which  is  very  beautiful,  and  the 
air  and  sea  breezes  would  have  prepared  you  for  the  longer 
journey  you  intend  taking. 

"  M.  Blessikotok." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  London. 

"  October  — ,  1835. 
"  I  shall  grow  superstitious,  my  dearest  friend,  for  I  really 
had  a  presentiment  that  you  were  either  in  sickness  or  in  sorrow, 
and,  alas !  I  find  that  you  are  in  both.  I  wish  I  was  near  you, 
for  I  understand  your  heart  as  well  as  I  do  my  own,  and  I  think 
I  could  lighten  your  sufferings  by  sharing  them.  I  have  great 
faith  in  the  power  of  sympathy,  and  it  is  in  moments  of  affliction 
that  the  presence  of  a  true  friend  can  be  of  use.  I  shall  be  more 
triste,  knowing  that  you  are  unhappy  and  alone,  than  if  I  was 
near  you.  Be  assured  that  I  feel  for  you  a  friendship  as  warm 
as  it  is  sincere,  and  that  few  people  can  love  you  as  well,  because 
few  can  appreciate  you  as  truly  as  I  da 

"  My  carriage  shall  be  at  your  door  to-morrow  at  seven  o'clock, 
to  bring  you  to  dine  with  me ;  but  if  you  wish  to  take  the  air,  or 
have  any  visits  to  pay,  it  shall  be  at  your  service  at  any  hour 
you  like.  We  felt  so  solitary  after  you  left  us,  and  missed  so 
much  your  fair  face  and  sweet  voice,  that  we  were  not  sorry  that 
letters  of  business  recalled  us  to  London. 
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"Count  D'Orsay  charges  me  with  miUe  amities  de  sa part 
Adieu  until  to-morrow,  ch&re  et  belle  amie.  God  bless  you, 
prays 

"  Your  affectionate  and  devoted  friend, 

"  M.  Blessington." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  London. 

"November,  1835. 

"  Well  can  I  share  your  feelings  at  the  fatal  event  that  has 
taken  place.  I,  too,  lost  two  brothers,  dear  to  me  as  the  life 
blood  that  warms  my  heart,  and  though  years,  long  years,  have 
passed  since  then,  I  remember  the  blow,  as  if  it  only  yesterday 
fell  on  me. 

"  When  such  an  affliction  befalls  us,  we  are  apt  to  forget,  that 
those  we  mourn  have  only  preceded  us  to  the  tomb  by  at  most  a 
few  years.  We  shall  soon  follow  them,  and  be  united  never  more 
to  part,  and  this  thought  should  console  us.  Think  how  quickly 
passes  even  the  longest  life,  and  be  comforted  with  the  certainty 
of  our  reunion  where  there  are  no  more  partings,  and  no  more 
tears.    Heaven  bless  you, 

"  My  dearest  friend. 

"  M.  BLBSSINGTON.,, 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"  October  9,  1835. 

"  I  am  truly  grieved,  my  dearest  friend,  to  hear  that  you  have 
been  so  ill.  I  thought  that  your  silence  boded  no  good,  but  I 
tried  to  think  it  proceeded  from  the  occupation  and  consequent 
fatigue  of  sight-seeing,  which  to  a  person  with  so  much  imagina- 
tion, and  so  impressionable  as  you  are,  never  fails  to  be  as  ex- 
hausting as  it  is  exciting.  How  fortunate  that  you  found  a 
skilful  doctor !  I  shall  henceforth  venerate  his  name,  and  laud 
his  practice,  though  I  trust  you  will  no  more  have  occasion  to  try 
its  efficacy. 

"  Your  tour  has  been  a  very  interesting  one,  and  you  had  need 
of  such  an  excitement  to  lessen  the  tristesse  that  had  taken  pos- 
session of  you  since  the  melancholy  intelligence  from  Italy.    There ' 
is  but  one  source  of  consolation,  my  dear  friend,  under  such 
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afflictions,  and  I  have  been  often  during  the  last  six  years  com- 
pelled to  seek  its  aid,  and  this  is  the  recollection  that  the  friends 
torn  from  us  by  death  (that  ruthless  destroyer  of  the  dearest 
ties),  only  precede  us  at  most  by  a  few  fleeting  years,  to  that  only 
sure  rendezvous  where  we  shall  all  meet  Alas!  such  is  our 
weakness,  that  we  mourn  as  if  they  were  only  condemned  to  die, 
and  that  we  were  not  to  follow  them.  The  brevity  of  life  proves 
the  best  consolation  for  the  pains  that  fall  to  ourselves  while  in  it 
But  why  dwell  on  the  subject  to  you,  who,  like  myself,  have 
tasted  deeply  of  the  cup  of  affliction,  and  who  are  accustomed  to 
its  bitterness  ? 

S€  I  hope  to  see  you  again  very  soon  after  your  arrival,  with 
the  roses  of  health  again  blooming  on  your  cheeks.  Count 
D'Orsay  charges  me  with  his  kindest  regards  for  you ;  we  often 
think  and  talk  of  the  pleasant  hours  passed  in  your  society  at 
Anglesea,  when  your  charming  voice,  and  agreeable  conversation, 
gave  wings  to  them.  I  have  delivered  your  message,  in  a  most 
triumphant  tone,  as  to  'The  Life  of  Napoleon,'  by  Lockhart  It 
is  delightful  to  conquer  an  opponent  so  obstinate  as  our  friend, 
and  the  victory  is  yours. 

"  M.  Blessdcotox." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  London. 

"  Gore  House,  July  4th,  1836. 

"  It  gave  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  from  you  again,  for  I  had 
begun  to  think  you  had  forgotten  me,  a  supposition  calculated  to 
give  pain  to  one  who  feels,  as  I  do,  a  lively  affection  for  you. 

"  The  paper  will  have  informed  you  of  the  result  of  a  singular 
trial.  The  evidence,  though  enough  to  shew  imprudence,  could 
not  satisfy  any  jury  of  actual  guilt ;  but  the  proceedings  were  of 
a  nature  to  inflict  great  pain  on  any  delicate-minded  woman's  feel- 
ings, and  to  furnish  a  theme  of  scandal  to  the  censorious. 
Nothing  can  be  lhore  calculated  to  strike  at  the  root  of  morals, 
than  the  vile  system  in  England  of  bringing  forward  discharged 
servants,  often  of  bad  character,  to  give  evidence  against  their 
mistresses.  Such  would  be,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  refused  be- 
lief, and  in  this  case  it  was  so ;  but  the  misfortune  is,  that  though 
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the  good  and  virtuous  part  of  society  disbelieve,  the  bad  and  vicious 
do  not,  and  as  they  are  the  largest  party,  a  poor  woman's  honour 
never  comes  purely  out  of  such  trials,  or  from  such  commenta- 
tors. 

"  I  see  a  good  deal  of  your  friend,  Mr.  Trelawney,  and  like 
him  very  much ;  he  is  original,  clever,  and  brave :  and  of  how 
few  men  can  one  say  so  much.  Comte  D'Orsay  charges  me  with 
his  very  kindest  regards  to  you. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"  Gore  House,  October  24th,  1837. 

"  It  gave  me  very  great  pleasure,  my  very  dear  friend,  to  see 
your  writing  again.  It  appeared  a  long,  long  time  since  you  left 
me,  and  I  anxiously  looked  for  the  assurance  that  you  had  got 
through  your  voyage  and  journey  safely,  and  with  as  little  incon- 
venience as  might  be  hoped.  I  have  missed  you  continually, 
and  thought  of  you  often.  You  are  so  warm-hearted  and  affec- 
tionate, that  were  you  less  aimable  by  many  degrees  than  you 
are,  it  would  be  very  difficult,  after  having  enjoyed  your  so- 
ciety for  a  few  weeks,  to  resign  it  without  deep  regret.  But 
I  console  myself  with  the  hope  that  you  will  come  to  me  next 
year  again,  when  we  shall  renew  our  sober  conversations  by  the 
fire-side,  like  two  philosophers,  who  have  acquired  wisdom  by 
the  only  true  road  to  that  science — suffering. 

"  You  ask  me  about  my  health,  but,  alas !  I  can  give  you  no 
satisfactory  account  of  it.  I  went  to  Margate  the  Tuesday  after 
you  left  me,  and  remained  their  eight  days,  when,  finding  the  sea 
air  too  cold  for  me,  I  returned  home,  and  though  not  better  in 
health,  find  it  less  irksome  to  be  ill  at  home  than  at  an  inn. 

"  I  send  you  the  ring  engraved.  It  has  your  cypher  on  the 
centre,  and  a  Marguerite  and  a  pensde  on  the  sides,  to  remind  you 
of  one  who  thinks  often  and  affectionately  of  you.  Comte 
D'Orsay  charges  me  with  mille  choses  aimables  to  you ;  you  have, 
malgri  all  discussions,  secured  a  very  warm  and  sincere  friend  in 
him. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

VOL.  II.  R 
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To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"  Gore  House,  January  1st,  183a 

"  I  cannot  allow  the  first  day  of  the  new  year  to  pass  over, 
without  offering  you  my  best  wishes  that  may  bring  you  health 
and  happiness,  and  without  thanking  you  for  both  your  kind 
letters.  Be  assured  that,  although  I  have  not  sooner  thanked  you 
for  "them,  my  silence  has  not  proceeded  from  want  of  regard,  but 
has  been  compelled  by  the  pressure  of  literary  labour,  joined  to 
a  delicacy  of  health,  that  still  renders  me  a  sad  invalid  It  gave 
me  great  pleasure  to  learn  that  you  were  looking  so  well,  and 
are  so  comfortably  settled  in  your  new  abode.  My  little  Isa- 
bella was  enchanted  with  your  sweet  cadeau,  and  has  done  great 
honour  to  it ;  how  aimable,  and  how  like  you  it  was,  to  have 
thought  of  her. 

"  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  little  service  at  Venice,  if  you  have  any 
correspondent  there.  It  is,  to  have  inquiries  made,  or  a  few  lines 
inserted  in  the  newspapers  there,  stating  that  if  any  one  will  de- 
liver up  the  letters  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague  to  Signor 
Algarotti,  written  many  years  ago,  they  will  be  bought  at  a  rea- 
sonable price.  My  publisher  has  asked  me  to  do  him  this  ser- 
vice, and  you  are  the  only  friend  I  could  think  of,  likely  to  assist 
me  in  the  affair.  The  letters  were,  some  years  ago,  in  the  pos- 
session of  an  inn-keeper  at  Venice. 

"  My  niece  and  her  family  have  been  staying  with  me  during 
the  last  month.  She  is  kind  and  gentle,  and  you  would,  I  am 
sure,  like  her.  Comte  D'Orsay  charges  me  with  his  kindest  regards 
to  you ;  we  often  think  of  you,  and  always  with  sincere  affection. 

"  I  have  no  faith  in  the  predictions  of  Madame  Le  Norman, 
but  if  only  half  the  good  fortune  she  fortells  you  arrives,  I  will 
be  ready  to  become  one  of  her  most  zealous  converts.  If  the 
good  and  estimable  were  favourites  of  Fortune,  you  would  possess 
every  advantage. 

"  Adieu,  ma  ch&re  amie. 

"  M.  BLE8SnfGT05." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"  Gore  House,  June  26th,  1838. 
"  It  gave  me  great  pleasure  indeed  to  hear  from  you  again,  but 
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pain  to  learn  that  you  were  going  southward,  instead  of,  as  I 
hoped,  turning  your  steps  towards  England,  when  I  should 
have  been  so  delighted  to  see  you.  I  regret  to  find  that  your 
excellent  father  is  not  well,  and  shall  be  glad  to  hear  better 
accounts  of  him.  The  poor  Duchesse  D'Abrantes !  Her  death, 
and  the  circumstances  that  preceded  it,  were  very  melancholy. 
You  have  not  told  me  whether  you  heard  from  Venice,  relative 
to  Lady  M.  Wortley  Montague's  letters,  or  if  there  is  any  chance 
of  their  being  recovered. 

"  London  is  at  present  insupportable.  The  streets  and  Park 
crowded  to  suffocation,  and  all  the  people  gone  mad.  Pray  let 
me  hear  from  you  from  Aix,  and  do  not  forget  that  you  have 
friends  in  England  who  think  often  and  fondly  of  you.  It  was 
only  to-day  that  Lord  Fitzharris  sent  me  your  letter,  arid  I  am  so 
hurried,  that  I  can  scarcely  find  time  to  write  you  these  few 
lines. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Boulogne. 

"Gore  House,  August  15th,  1839. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  accompany  my  niece,  who  is  in  very  delicate 
health,  to  the  sea-side,  for  a  month,  and  this  contretemps  will 
deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  receiving  you  before  the  20th  of 
September.  I  am  more  annoyed  at  this  necessity  of  leaving  home 
than  I  can  express,  as  it  prevents  me  from  seeing  you  as  soon  as 
I  could  wish ;  but  I  trust  that  it  is  only  a  pleasure  delayed,  and 
that  you  will  come  to  me  as  soon  after  the  20th  of  September  as 
you  can,  and  remain  with  me  as  long  as  you  can  make  it  con* 
venient  I  cannot  express  to  you  with  what  pleasure  I  anticipate 
your  visit  I  had  been  ordered  sea-bathing  for  my  own  health, 
but  did  not  intend  to  adopt  the  measure,  as  I  would  willingly 
give  up  any  plan  that  only  concerned  myself,  to  have  the  gratifi- 
cation of  seeing  you  a  month  sooner ;  but  the  health  of  my  niece 
requires  my  presence  and  care,  and  I  cannot  refuse  accompanying 
htr. 

"  Your  friend  Alfred  charges  me  with  his  kindest  regards  to 
you.    He  is  now  an  inmate  at  Gore  House,  having  sold  his  own 

R  2 
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residence ;  and  this  is  not  only  a  great  protection,  bat  a  great 
addition  to  my  comfort 

"  M.  BLB8SHI GTOK." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"Gore  House,  December  16,  1839. 

"  My  deabest  Friend, 

"I  have  not  yet  been   able  to  reconcile  myself  to  your 
absence,  or  to  forget  our  sad  farewell.     Parting  is  not  to  me, 
what  Shakespeare  calls  it,  *  a  sweet  sorrow,'  but  a  bitter  one, 
for  I  look  on  every  one,  which  has  not  a  definite  period  fixed  for 
its  termination,  as  partaking,  in  some  sort,  of  the  bitterness  of 
death,  and  taking  leave  of  those  I  love,  afflicts  me  beyond  the 
power  of  controlling  my  emotions.     I  wept  your  departure,  until 
sleep  weighed  my  heavy  eyelids  down,  and  the  first  thought  on 
waking  was,  the  painful  one,  that  the  sea  divided  us.     No  one 
can  live  for  weeks  under  the  same  roof  with  you,  without  feeling 
the  loss  of  your  presence,  as  one  regrets  the  last  fine  days  of 
autumn ;  and  this  regret  I  experience  every  day.     You  have  so 
much  of  the  warmth  and  sunshine  of  your  own  bright  land,  that 
dear  Italy,  which  I  so  much  love,  that  I  miss  you  as  much  as  I 
did  it,  when  I  returned  to  England. 

"  I  enclose  you  Marguerite's  verses  on  you.  She  is  a  young 
poetess,  but  truly  feels  what  she  writes,  so  that  her  lines  have 
the  merit  of  truth,  if  they  have  no  othef ,  and  this  is  more  than 
can  be  said  of  better  poets.  She  begs  of  me  to  thank  you  for 
remembering  her,  and  bids  me  say  that  she  needed  no  flowers  to 
remind  her  of  one  who  possesses  all  the  brightness  and  sweetness 
that  belong  to  them. 

"  Alfred  charges  me  with  his  affectionate  and  cordial  regards 
to  you.  He  is  not  given  to  make  professions,  even  when  he  most 
feels ;  but  I  do  assure  you,  that  you  have  in  him  a  true  friend. 
Have  you  heard  that  the  Parisian  papers  announced  his  arrival 
at  Paris  ?     And  did  you  read  the  article  on  him  in  the  Charivari? 

It  was  very  droll     The  Prince  N requested  me  to  offer  you 

his  kindest  wishes,  and  Mons.  Thessily  never  comes  to  Gore 
House  without  asking  for  you,  and  praying  to  be  recalled  to  your 
memory. 
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"  Mr.  Reeve,  too,  and  Mr.  Choriey,  speak  of  you  with  en- 
thusiasm.    In  short,  no  day  passes  in  which  you  are  not  fondly 

remembered.     You  have  not  told  me  if  the  Mr. is  at  Paris. 

I  hope  he  is,  for  it  will  be  some  consolation  for  your  absence, 
to  know  that  you  have  near  you  those  who  can  truly  appreciate 
you. 

"  The  Viscount  de  F must  have  been  charmed  at  your 

return  for  I  am  sure  he  envied  me  the  happiness  of  your  society 
here.  I  feel  disposed  to  like  all  who  love  you,  and  although  this 
will  lead  to  an  extensive  friendship,  I  nevertheless  cannot  feel 
indifferent  towards  your  Mends.  Remember  me  most  kindly 
to  my  friend  Henry  Bulwer,  and  let  me  hear  from  you  soon. 
Alfred  and  Marguerite  desire  their  most  affectionate  regards  to 
you. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli. 

"Gore  House,  May  15,  1840. 
"Ma  tb£s  ch£re  amie, 

"  I  fear  that  this  letter  will  not  find  you  at  Paris,  and  I  wish 
so  much  that  before  you  set  out  for  Italy,  you  should  receive  the 
renewed  impression  of  my  unimpaired  affection,  and  my  vows 
that,  ultimately,  the  late  event  in  Italy  may  tend  to  lead  to  that 
happiness,  which  no  one  merits  more  than  you  do.  I  had  seen 
the  account  in  the  newspaper,  and  since  I  read  it,  have  not  ceased 
to  think  of  you,  and  the  influence  it  may  have  on  your  happiness. 

"  Let  me  hear  from  you,  ma  chkre  chfore  amie,  as  soon  as  you 
reach  Ravenna,  for  I  shall  be  most  anxious  to  be  assured  that  all 
is  going  on  as  you  wish.  I  will  send  this  letter  under  cover  to 
Mr.  Henry  Bulwer,  with  a  request  to  forward  it  to  Ravenna,  in 
case  you  should  have  left  Paris.  Remember  me  most  kindly  to 
your  brother,  and  tell  your  good  father,  that  though  we  have 
never  met,  I  have  learned  to  esteem  him. 

"  Voire  ami  Alfred,  et  croyez  moi,  il  est  veritable  ami  pour  vous, 
begs  me  to  offer  you  his  affectionate  regards,  as  does  Marguerite, 
and  praying  to  Heaven  to  guard  and  bless  you, 

"  Votre  d£vou£e, 

"  M.  Blessington." 
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"P.S.  I  do  not  believe  that  there  is  the  least  liktlihood  of 
Prince  Montfort's  daughter  marrying  Prince  Louis ;  about  the 
oth^r  person  I  know  not,  but  will  inquire. 

"  Monsieur  Kinliff  has  left  London,  and  is  now  attached  to  the 
embassy  at  Paris,  where  he  will  be  greatly  disappointed  not  to 
find  you.  We  regret  him  very  much,  for  he  is  good  as  well  as 
agr  jcable,  and  has  many  good  qualities,  among  which  is  a  due 
appreciation  of  you.     Adieu,  encore  adieu." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"Gore  House,  April  14,  1841. 
"  Ma  ch£re,  bonne  et  belle  amis, 

"  Mr.  Hamilton  Brown  sent  me  your  letter  about  a  month  ago, 
and  long  as  it  had  been  retarded,  its  receipt  afforded  me  great 
pleasure. 

"  I  know  you  so  well,  and  love  you  so  truly,  that  I  never  could 
doubt  your  affection,  even  though  months  passed  without  your 
giving  me  any  assurance  of  it  by  letter ;  for  I  judge  your  heart 
by  my  own,  and  that  tells  me  I  may  safely  confide  in  the  stability 
of  your  attachment  I  have  thought  of  you  fondly  during  the 
winter,  and  pictured  you,  to  my  mind's  eye,  surrounded  by  a 
family  circle  who  must  love  you  dearly,  because  they  know  how 
you  deserve  to  be  loved. 

"  I  keep  your  little  box  of  cagea  always  on  my  table  next  my 
chair  in  the  library,  and  its  odour  breathes  of  your  dear  country 
and  dearer  self,  and  brings  back  to  me  our  long  cauteries  by  the 
fire  side.  I  trembled  on  reading  the  danger  to  which  you  were 
<  xposed  during  the  terrible  voyage  to  France.  Little  did  I 
imagine  that  the  storm  which  I  heard  raging  with  such  fury, 
menaced  the  safety  of  one  so  dear  to  me.  Absence  and  distance 
from  those  we  love,  always  so  painful  and  difficult  to  be  borne, 
becomes  doubly  so,  when  we  reflect  on  the  dangers  to  which  they 
may  be  exposed.  It  grieves  me  to  think  that  you  will  return  to 
Italy  without  our  meeting.  How  glad  it  would  make  me  if  you 
could  pay  me  a  visit  before  you  depart. 

"  I  have  suffered  so  heavily  from  the  old  malady  in  the  trachea 
during  the  winter  and  spring,  that  even  my  doctors  do  not  think 
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it  would  be  prudent  for  me  to  remain  in  England  another  winter. 
I  should  like  to  take  up  my  abode  somewhere  near  you  if  you 
were  likely  to  remain  in  Italy ;  but,  I  fear,  you  will  settle  in 
Paris. 

"  You  were  wise  not  to  waste  years  in  a  law-suit,  for  well  has 
it  been  said,  that  he  who  commences  a  suit,  resembles  him  who 
plants  a  palm  tree,  which  he  will  not  live  to  see  flourish.  Tour 
friend  Alfred,  and  you  have  not  a  truer  friend,  charges  me  with 
a  thousand  kind  regards  to  you.  Marguerite  sends  her  affection- 
ate wishes. 

"  M.  Blessihgton." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"  Gore  House,  June  7,  1841. 

"  How  I  grieve  to  find  that  you  are  leaving  France  without 
being  able  to  pay  me  even  a  short  visit  I  write  now  merely  to 
request  you  will  keep  me  du  courant  of  your  movements,  that  in 
case  I  should  be  able  to  leave  England,  I  may  know  where  you 
are.  May  all  happiness  attend  you.  If  only  half  what  you 
merit  falls  to*your  share,  you  will  be  happier  than  most  people. 

"  Marguerite  desires  to  be  affectionately  remembered  to  you, 
and  so  does  Alfred,  who  entertains  for  you  a  sincere  and  warm 
attachment  Heaven  bless  you,  ma  chkre  belle  amie,  and  be  as- 
sured you  have  not  a  more  affectionate  or  devoted  friend  than 

"M.  Blessington." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"  Gore  House,  January  8,  1845. 

"  As  I  see  by  the  newspapers  that  you  are  returned  to  Paris, 
I  write  to  scold  you  for  your  long  silence,  and  for  leaving  me  to 
learn  your  movements  only  by  the  journalists  t  I  have  also  a  piece 
of  intelligence  to  convey,  which  I  am  sure  will  give  you  pleasure. 
You  have,  I  dare  say,  heard  that  your  friend  Count  D'Orsay  has 
'within  the  last  two  years  taken  to  painting,  and  such  has  been 
the  rapidity  of  his  progress,  that  he  has  left  many  competitors,  * 
who  have  been  for  fifteen  years  painters,  far  behind. 

"  Dissatisfied  with  all  the  portraits  that  have  been  painted  of 
Lord  Byron,  none  of  which  render  justice  to  the  intellectual 
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beauty  of  his  noble  head,  Count  D'Orsay,  at  my  request,  has 
made  a  portrait  of  our  great  poet,  and  it  has  been  pronounced  by 
Sir  John  Cam  Hobhouse,  and  all  who  remember  Lord  Byron,  to 
be  the  best  likeness  of  him  ever  painted !  The  picture  possesses 
all  the  noble  intelligence  and  fine  character  of  the  poet's  face,  and 
will,  I  am  sure,  delight  you  when  you  see  it  We  have  had  h 
engraved,  and  when  the  plate  is  finished,  a  print  will  be  sent  to 
you.  It  will  be  interesting,  chire  et  aimable  amie,  to  have  a  por- 
trait of  our  great  poet,  from  a  painting  by  one  who  so  truly  es- 
teems you :  for  you  have  not  a  truer  friend  than  Count  D'Orsay, 
unless  it  be  me.  How  I  wish  you  were  here  to  see  the  picture ! 
It  is  an  age  since  we  met,  and  I  assure  you  we  all  feel  this  long 
separation  as  a  great  privation.  I  shall  be  greatly  disappointed  if 
you  are  not  as  delighted  with  the  engraving  as  I  am,  for  to 
me  it  seems  the  very  image  of  Byron. 

"M.  Blessingtoji." 

To  Madame  Guiccioli,  in  Paris. 

"Gore  House,  July  16th,  1845. 

"Ma  ch£re  et  aimable  amis, 

"  Your  approval  of  the  engraving  has  given  us  all  the  greatest 
pleasure ;  I  only  wish  you  could  see  the  picture,  for  that  is  in- 
finitely more  like  than  the  engraving.*  The  portrait  has  all  the 
refined  and  intellectual  look  of  our  great  poet;  colour  does  so 
much  for  likeness.  I  really  think  you  would  be  delighted  to 
see  the  oil  picture,  which  is  a  half-length,  as  large  as  life. 

"  And  so  you  are  again  returning  to  Italy,  without  finding: 
time  to  come  to  England,  to  see  the  friends  so  anxious  once  more 
to  embrace  you.  Think  how  long  a  time  it  is  since  we  met,  and 
how  delighted  I  should  be  again  to  welcome  you  beneath  my 
roof.  You  know,  or  ought  to  know,  ch&re  amie,  that  your 
presence  will  always  be  welcome  here,  and  whenever  you  have 
any  time  to  spare,  you  should  devote  it  to  me. 

"  I  saw  your  Italian  friend  only  once,  but  the  fault  was  not 
mine.  I  invited  him  to  return,  but  have  not  seen  him  since,  nor 
has  he  left  his  address. 

•  The  portrait  of  Loid  Byron,  by  Count  D'Onay. 
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"  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you  often,  and  tell  me  all  that  concerns 
you  and  those  dear  to  you.  I  hope  you  will  find  your  father 
better.  Comte  D'Orsay  sends  his  most  cordial  regards,  Mar- 
guerite her  tender  amities.  Heaven  bless  you,  chbre,  belle,  et 
axmable  amie,  prays 

"  M.  Blessington." 

LETTEBS  FROM  LA  CONTESSA  GUICCIOLI  TO  LADY 
BLESSINGTON. 

(No  date.) 
"Mt  deab  Lady  Blessington, 

"  I  am  just  coming  back  from  Harrow,  where  I  have  enjoyed 
many  melancholy  pleasures,  and  dined  with  Mrs.  Drury's  * 
family,  and  spent  all  the  day,  from  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  till 
ten  in  the  evening,  amidst  them. 

"  Indeed,  it  has  been  a  fatiguing,  melancholy,  but  very  in- 
teresting day  for  me. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"  Believe  me  always, 
"  Yours  very  affectionately, 
"  Wednesday  night"  "  T.  Guiccioli." 

"  Saturday. 

"  I  send  you  back  the  lines  of  Mr.  Barry,  which  I  have  read 
with  great  pleasure. 

"  Fletcher's  letter  to  Mr.  Hobhouse  is  a  very  curious  thing, 
and  it  has  amused  me  a  great  deal. 

"  You  ask  me  for  some  documents,  for  some  extracts  of  Lord 
Byron,  and  letters  to  me  from  Greece,  to  prove  how  his  divcme- 
ment  to  me  continued  to  be  the  same  till  his  death. 

"But  what  shall  I  answer  you  on  this  subject?  Perhaps  you 
will  blame  me,  but  I  cannot  conceal  from  you  that  I  have  the 
greatest  dislike  to  publish  now  any  of  Lord  Byron's  letters  to  me. 
One  day  or  other  they  will  be  published,  but  the  moment  is  not 
come  yet  And  also,  don't  you  think,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
that  if  I  were  to  give  you  extracts  and  names,  don't  you  think 
that  the  malicious  part,  at  least,  of  your  readers  would  say  you 
•  The  family  of  the  Rev.  H.  Drury,  of  Harrow,  the  tutor  of  Lord  Byron. 


250  LETTERS  FROM   MADAME   GUICCIOLI 

were  influenced  by  your  friendship  towards  me,  or  by  my  en- 
treaties to  speak  in  honourable  terms  of  Lord  Byron's  affection 
for  me  ?  This  is  so  much  my  own  opinion  that  I  am  convinced 
the  world  would  give  much  more  credit  to  everything  honourable 
you  will  say  about  Lord  Byron,  not  only  without  my  own  extracts, 
&c,  but  still  more,  also,  had  you  published  it  when  you  had  no 
acquaintance  with,  or  friendship  for  me.  But  upon  all  that,  I 
will  speak  about  with  you,  the  first  time  I  shall  have  the  pleasure 
to  see  you*  And  if  you  like  to  see  all  Lord  Byron's  letters  to 
me,  at  every  part  of  our  acquaintance,  I  will  shew  them  to  you 
with  pleasure. 

"  Good  evening,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  and  many  thanks 
for  all  your  kindness  towards  me. 

"  Believe  me  always, 

"  Your  friend, 

"  T.  Guiccioll" 

«  Thursday. 

"I  am  just  returned  from  Mrs.  Leigh,  Lord  Byron's  sister. 
We  passed  three  hours  together,  always  speaking  of  him.  You 
may  then  imagine,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  in  what  way  my 
feelings  must  be  in  this  moment.  Mrs.  Leigh  is  the  most 
good-natured,  amiable  person  in  the  world;  and  besides,  poor 
Lord  Byron  was  so  fond  of  her,  that  she  is  a  very  interesting 
person  for  me. 

"  I  am  quite  well,  though  not  able  to  accustom  myself  to  the 
dreadful  noise  of  Piccadilly,  and  to  the  English  songs,  so  that  I 
have  taken  the  resolution  to  go  next  week  to  an  hotel. 

"T.  Guiccioll" 

(No  date.) 

" ..Je  vous  renvoye  le  Romanc  de  Mr.  Bulwer,  et  lea 

deux  numeros  du  "  Monthly."  Je  trouve  des  idees  si  juste*  et  si 
bien  exprimies  dans  les  extraits  de  votre  Journal,  que  je  n'auras 
pas  desW  mieux.  Seulement  les  passages  relatifs  k  cette  dame, 
et  vos  reflexions  sur  elle,  peuvent  inspirer  une  sympathie  poor 
elle  qu'elle  ne  merite  pas,  vu  qu'elle  a  6t&  la  cause,  volonttire  «i 
obstince,  de  tons  les  malheurs  de  Lord  B. 
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"  Je  trouve  aussi  que  quelques  ones  de  vos  reflexions  sur  le 
genre  de  vie  que  B.  menoit  a  Venise  sont  unpeu  trop  se>eres  et 
exagerent  la  veritd.  Comme  il  aimoit  a  se  calomnier,  il  etoitbien 
lui  la  cause  principale  des  fausses  opinions  qu'on  entretenait  de  lui. 

"  T.  Guiccioli," 

"Brighton,  August  27th,  1832. 

"  I  received  a  note  from  you  before  my  departure  from  Lon- 
don, which  being  a  reply  to  the  last  of  mine  to  you,  I  did  not 
answer.  I  found  your  remarks  on  my  critique  true  and  reason- 
able, and  for  some  of  them,  at  least,  I  could  have  scarce  any 
other  thing  to  reply,  but  that  you  are  right  Yes,  you  are  right, 
my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  when  you  say,  that  on  account  of  my 
sensitiveness  towards  Lord  Byron,  (which  has  its  source  not  only 
in  my  exalted  sense  of  his  perfections,  but  in  all  the  results  of 
my  experience  of  the  world),  I  cannot  be  satisfied  with  any  of 
his  biographers.  But  if  I  ever  shall  give  my  own  impressions  of 
him  to  the  public  (which  I  look  upon  as  a  duty  it  remains  for  me 
to  perform  towards  his  memory,  one  day  or  other),  I  fear,  my 
dear  Lady  Blessington,  that  instead  of  being  received  by  the 
public  with  the  interest  you  say,  they  would  find  I  have  seen 
Lord  Byron  through  a  medium  of  affection,  and  would  laugh, 
perhaps,  at  what  I  feel  so  deeply  in  my  heart 

ss  I  am  now  living  quite  an  English  life,  a  quiet,  serious  life, 
speaking  all  day  the  language  of  English  people ;  but  I  must 
confess,  for  an  Italian,  this  kind  of  life  is  a  little  too  formal,  too 
cold,  has  too  much  restraint  in  it  on  the  feelings,  and  makes  me 
feel  a  kind  of  oppression  upon  my  breast  I  Lei  as  if  I  could 
not  breathe  freely,  and  jet  1  have  before  my  eyes  the  calm, 
wide,  sublime  ocean!  I  don't  find  here  the  beauties  of  the 
Mediterranean  shores,  the  Bay  of  Naples,  with  its  smiling  islands, 
and  its  brilliant  sky,  but  perhaps  there  is  in  this  unlimited  ocean 
a  degree  more  of  sublimity.  It  appears  to  me  that  it  is  calcu- 
lated to  inspire  one  with  Ariosto's  musings — that  other  Byron's 

poetry "  Believe  me  always, 

"  My  dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"  Your  affectionate  and  obliged  friend, 
"  T  GuicaoLL" 
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"  Wednesday  morning. 

"0I  have  tickets  sent  me  for  the  House  of  Lords  to-morrow,  so 
I  pray  you  not  to-take  any  more  trouble  about  it  But  if  you, 
instead,  find  me  one  for  my  brother,  I  should  be  very  much  obliged 
to  you. 

"  Perhaps,  by  the  means  of  Sir  Francis  Burdett,  you  could 
obtain  me  this  favour. 

"  I  read,  in  the  ticket,  that  ladies  must  go  in  full  dress.  Will 
you  have  the  goodness  to  explain  to  me  what  means  precisely 
this  full  dress — short  or  long  sleeves  ?  and  if,  on  entering,  the 
bonnet  is  worn  on  the  head,  or  a  simple  morning  hat. 

"Excuse,  with  your  usual  kindness,  my  importunity,  and 
believe  me,  with  the  most  sincere  affection, 

"  Yours  affectionately, 

"T.  GuiCCIOLL* 

"  Ravenne,  ce  4  Juillet,  1833. 
"  Je  suis  arrived  k  Gines  et  k  Florence,  oil  j'ai  passe*  lea 
derniers  jours  du  Carnaval.  Je  me  suis  ensuite  rendu  k  Ra- 
venne, mais  en  remettant  le  pied  dans  ma  maison  paternelle  oh 
je  me  promettais  tant  de  joie  en  revoyant  mes  Parens  apres  une 
si  longue  absence,  je  les  ai  trouv^s  dans  la  plus  grande  con- 
sternation. Ma  plus  petite  soeur,  une  jeune  fille  de  13  ana, 
etait  k  sea  derniers  moments.  Elle  etait  tomb^e  malade  quelques 
mois  auparavant  dans  le  couvent  oil  elle  etoit  en  pension ;  on 
Pavait  soigne*  de  toute  maniere,  on  l'avait  fait  transporter  k 
Ravenne,  espcrant  dans  le  changement  de  Pair;  mais  tout  a 
it&  inutile.  Elle  est  morte  de  consumption  apres  une  longue 
agonie  quelques  jours  apres  mon  arrived  Elle  £toit  une  jeune 
fille  charmante,  remplie  de  talens  doux,  d'une  beaute  non  com- 
mune, et  je  l'aimais  tendrement  Vous  pouvez  done  vous  ima- 
giner,  ma  chere  Lady  Blessington,  comme  sa  perte  a  du  m'tffli- 
ger.  Pour  elle  je  ne  devrais  pas  m'affliger  pourtant,  car  les 
£preuves  de  la  vie  lui  ont  £t£  ^pargn^es.  Mes  autres  soeurs  senmt 
toutes  mariees  dans  le  courant  de  Fanned.  Le  manage  de  la 
premiere  a  eu  lieu  dans  le  commencement  de  mai.  Apres  les 
ceremonies  du  manage,  qui  6toit  heureux  sous  tons  les  rapports 
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et  nous  avons  tons  rejouis,  elle  est  parti  de  Ravenne  pour  se 
rendre  k  la  residence  de  son  £poux.  La  fatigue  du  voyage, 
1'emotion  d'une  c^remonie  si  imposante,  ont  6branle*  son  ame  et 
son  corps,  au  point  qu'elle  est  tomWe  malade,  et  nous,  et 
son  £poux,  qui  Fadore,  nous  l'avons  eu  deux  mois  entre  la  vie 
et  la  mort  a  18  ans.  Ce  n'est  que  depuis  trois  jours  que  les  mi- 
decins  ont  declare*  sa  vie  hors  de  danger.  Mes  autres  sceurs  se 
marieront  dans  le  courant  de  l'annee.  Mes  parens  voudraient 
que  je  fiisse  pr£sente  a  tous  ces  manages.  C'est  a  cause  de  cela 
particul&rement  que  je  me  trouve  force'e  a  remettre  a  une  epoque 
plus  &oignee  la  realisation  de  mes  plus  cheries  esp&ances  de 
visiter  une  fois  encore  TAngleterre.  Je  me  porte  tr&s  bien  et 
entourde  de  Paffection  de  mes  parens,  je  ne  m'apercois  pas  des 
ennuis  en  ce  sejour.  Je  vous  remercie  bien  de  la  lettre  que  vous 
m'avez  envoy^e. 

"  Veoillez,  je  vous  prie,  me  rappeller  a  Madame  votre  soeur  et 
au  Comte  D'Orsay:  m'^crire  quelquefois,  et  me  gardez  une 
place  dans  votre  affection. 

"  Votre  deroue'e  et  sincere  amie, 

"  T.  Guiccioli." 


"London,  June  11,  1834. 
"  Mr.  Campbell  cannot  go  to  Richmond  on  Monday,  so  we 
will  defer  the  party :  he  is  always  very  amiable,  very  kind  with 
me,  and  he  is  almost  decided  to  be  my  cicerone,  while  I  am  in 
London.     Good  morning,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington. 

"  T.  Guicciou." 


"  Hotel  Jaunay,  Leicester  Square, 
"  Londres,  Mai  31,  1835. 
"  Mon  frere  done  me  quitte  Jeudi  prochain,  et  vous  pouvez 
vous  imaginer,  ma  chere  Lady  Blessington,  comme  je  dois  dtre 
sensible  a  une  separation  faite  dans  de  telles  circonstances. 

"  Je  n'ajouterai  pas  davantage  pour  ne  pas  vous  ennuyer  avec 
les  details  des  tourmens  que  je  souffre :  mais  j'ai  voulu  pourtant 
vous  faire  connaitre  ma  position,  afin  que  vous  m'excuserez  de 
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n'Stre  pas  venu  encore  chercher  de  vos  nouvelles,  que  j'esp^r* 
bonnes  sous  tous  les  rapports. 

"  Adieu,  ma  chexe  Lady  Blessington, 

"  T.  Guiccioll" 

"July  5,  1835. 
"Mi  dear  Ladt  Blessington, 
"  My  brother  told  me  that  the  Count  wished  me  to  send  the 
little  miniature  of  B ;  that  I  can't  do,  having  sent  this  minia- 
ture, together  with  some  papers  very  valuable  to  me,  to  Paris  a 
week  ago,  by  a  good  opportunity.  But  if  that  was  not  the  case, 
I  would  not  have  given  him  the  miniature  (and  I  am  sure  he  will 
not  be  angry  with  me  for  that),  unless  you  would  have  given  the 
permission,  as  you  wished  me  not  to  give  it  to  any  body  to  take 
a  copy. 

"  Pray  present  my  compliments,  and  my  adieus,  to  the  Count 
for  me ;  preserve  me  a  place  in  your  remembrance  and  affection, 
and  give  me  your  commissions  for  Italy,  if  you  have  any.    Once 
more,  God  bless  you,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington,  and 
"  Believe  me,  very  sincerely, 

"  Your  obedient  and  affectionate, 

"  T.  Guiccioll" 

"  106,  Rue  St  Lazare,  Paris,  Juin  21,  1836. 

"  II  y  a  un  &gn  que  vous  ne  disiozplus  rien  par  exrit,  et  cependant 
de  mon  cot£  au  moins  je  suis  bien  souvent  avec  vous,  en  idee,  et 
avec  mon  coeur.  Je  m'imagine  parfois  de  vous  voir  toute  con- 
tente,  vous  promener  dans  le  jardin  de  votre  charmante  maison, 
ou  vous  recevez  tant  d'amis  et  de  personnes  distinguees  dont  vous 
faites  les  delices,  et  y  mediter  plus  tranquillement  que  dans 
1'autre,  trop  au  centre  du  grand  bruit,  du  grand  monde,  des 
ouvrages  nouveauxque  le  public  doit  toujours  attendre  avec  im- 
patience, et  accueillir  avec  enthusiasms 

"  J'en  suis  re^ellement  curieuse.  Le  cholera  m'emptehe  de  me 
rendre  en  Italie,  et  un  peu  aussi  la  crainte  qu'on  ne  veuille  pas 
me  laisser  partir.  J'y  irais  doucement  Tanner  prochaine.  Ma 
soeur  est  mariee,  et  tris  heureuse,  et  tout  va  bien  dans  ma  famille: 
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mais  j'ai  perdu  tout  espoir  de  faire  passer  les  Alpes  k  mon  frere, 
car  mon  pere,  depuis  notre  malheur,  il  ne  peut  plus  souflrir  qu'il 
s'eloigne  de  lui  pour  un  jour.  Adieu,  ma  chere  Lady  Blessing- 
ton,  ecrivez  moi  et  veuillez  croire  a  mon  amiti£, 

st  Sincere  et  inalterable, 

"  T.  Guiccioli." 

"  Boulogne  Sur  Mer,  ce  17  Aout,  1837. 

"  Je  viens  de  recevoir  votre  lettre  si  bonne  et  si  aimable,  et 
j'ai  beau  me  dire  qu'en  acceptant  rhospitalite"  que  vous  m'offrez 
de  si  bon  coeur,  j'abuse  de  votre  bonte*,  que  peut-dtre  il  me  per- 
mettroit  de  jouir  souvent  de  votre  compagnie,  sans  cependant 
vous  fctre  k  charge.  Tous  les  efforts  de  ma  raison  sont  ^touffe*s 
par  le  souvenir  des  jours  heureux  que  j'ai  passe*  k  Anglesea 
Villa  aupres  de  vous,  et  par  le  desir  d'en  passer  encore  de 
pareils. 

"  En  acceptant  done,  comme  je  fais,  votre  offre,  je  fais  cepen- 
dant un  petit  trait6  avec  ma  discretion ;  je  placerais  ma  femme 
de  chambre  (que  j'amene  avec  moi  e*tant  sous  tous  les  rapports  le 
ph6nix  de  son  £tat)  dans  un  logement  tout  pres  de  votre  Hotel: 
ou  eUe  pourra  encore  tres  bien  s'occuper  de  moi. 

u  Un  passage  de  votre  lettre  me  fait  aussi  de  la  peine  et  aug- 
mente  mes  indecisions.  Vous  me  dites — '  faites  moi  connaitre  si 
vous  viendrez  chez  moi,  afin  que  je  puisse  renoncer  k  tout  autre 
engagement  pour  vous  recevoir.' 

"  Ma  chfere  Lady  Blessington,  je  desire  bien  de  passer  quelques 
jours  avec  avous,  et  tres  vivement,  car  j'ai  pour  vous  les  sentiments 
de  la  plus  sincere  amitie^  et  votre  esprit  et  votre  ame  elev^s  et  sen- 
sibles,  donnent  k  votre  society  un  charme  au  dela  de  toute  expres- 
sion pour  moi;  mais  si  pour  me  laisser  jouir  de  ces  a  vantages, 
vous  voulez  renoncer  a  d'autres  engagements,  alors  je  ne 
pourrai  plus  accepter  votre  offre.  Ce  serait  de  ma  part  de 
F^goisme. 

"  Je  crois  partir  d'ici  avec  le  Paquebot  k  vapeur  de  Dimanche 
nuit  II  part  d'ici  k  minuit,  et  il  arrive  Lundi  d'onze  h^ures  a 
midi  a  Londres. 

"T,  Guiccioli." 
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"Paris,  7  August,*  1839. 
"  44,  Rue  Basse  des  Remparts. 
"Ma  chere  amie, 
"  Votre  Journal  de  Voyage  en  Italie  est  d&icieux.  Je  l'ai  lu  d'un 
bout  a  l'autre  sans  presque  quitter  mon  fauteuil.     La  modestie 
du  titre  de  ce  charmant  ouvrage  doit  confondre  tous  ceux  qui  se 
font  une  occupation  d'^crire  leurs   impressions  de  voyage,  ne 
savent  y  mettre  une  centifeme  partie  de  la  finesse,  de  la  grace, 

de  la  profondeur  d'observation  que  vous,  grande  dame 

*  vous  avez  su  y  mettre. 

'•  Quant  a  ce  qui  me  regarde  personnellement  je  dois  vous 
remercier,  ma  chfere  amie,  car  vous  m'avez  donn£  la  une  page  que 
je  me  sens  loin  de  marker. 

"  Je  n'irais  pas  en  Italie  cette  ann£e ;  l'objet  principal  de  mon 
voyage  aurait  6tA  d'aller  tenir  compagnie  a  mon  pire,  et  soulager 
un  peu  la  douleur  de  mon  fr&re,  qui  se  trouve  a  la  veille  de  perdre 
sa  jeune  Spouse,  car  lui  mdme  inherit  qu'il  a  perdu  toute  esp^r- 
ance  et  toute  illusion,  et  qu'elle  ne  peut  plus  survivre  que 
quelques  semaines  encore. 

"  Adieu,  ma  chfere  Lady  Blessington.  Mille  choses  au  cher 
Comte,  et  croyez  moi  comme  je  vous  aime. 

"  Votre  amie  sincere, 

"T.  Guiccioll" 

«  Paris,  ce  22  Mars,  1839. 
"  C'est  aVfec  un  bien  grand  plaisir  que  je  profite  de  retour  de 
Mr.  Moore  a  Londres,  pour  venir  vous  rapporter  les  expressions 
de  mon  amiti&  II  y  a  bien  long  temps  que  je  suis  sans  lettres  de 
vous,  je  ne  pense  pas  dire  que  je  sois  priv^e  de  vos  nouvelles,  car 
vous  6tes  en  possession  d'une  place  sociale  trop  remarquabU  pour 
qu'on  puisse  se  passer  de  vous  mettre  a  contribution,  pour  donner 
de  Pint6r6t  aux  conversations,  et  aux  Merits  de  tous  les  pays 
civilises.  Je  sais  done  trfes  bien  de  vos  nouvelles ;  assez  de  ces 
manifestations  de  vie  ext^rieure  que  vous  abandonnez  au  public, 
mais  cela  ne  peut  pas  contenter  ceux  qui  vous  aiment,  et  qui  out 
6t£  admis  dans  le  sanctuaire  de  votre  vie  intime.  Ce  qui  me 
manque  et  que  je  voudrais,  e'est  le  mot  address^  a  moi  qui 

*   Four  words  illegible. 
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m'assure  de  votre  bien  6tre,  et  me  rfep^te  ce  dont  je  ne  doute  pas, 
mais  qui  fait  tout  le  bien  k  s'entendre  dire  encore  et  encore,  le 
mot  amitu*.  Vous  devriez  done  vous  imposer  la  t&che  de  me 
l'&rire ;  sur  toutefois  que  je  ne  vous  garderais  pas  rancune  si  vous 
ne  le  faites  pas,  ni  m6me  pour  ne  m'avoir  pas  accus£  reception  de 
la  lettre  que  je  vous  ai  £crite  de  la  campagne  de  mon  p&re  dans 
le  mois  de  Septembre  dernier. 

"  Je  vous  informais  dans  cette  lettre  desrecherchesjusqu'alors 
inutiles  faites  k  Venise  pour  trouver  la  correspondence  de  Lady 
M.  W.  Montague  avec  le  Compte  Algarotti,  mais  pour  ne  pas 
augmenter  le  volume  de  ma  lettre  je  ne  vous  envoyais  pas  le 
Journal  de  Venise  qui  contenait  Pannonce.  Je  le  fais  pourtant 
aujourd'hui,  non  pas  que  je  pense  que  vous  puissiez  avoir  besoin 
de  cette  preuve  pour  6tre  persuadSe  qu'on  s'est  occup^  de  cette 
recherche,  mais  parceque  je  dfesire  que  vous  en  ayez  un  t6moig- 
nage  de  plus  pour  vous  justifier  aupr£s  de  la  personne  qui  s'6toit 
addressee  k  vous  pour  cette  recherche. 

"  J*ajouterai  encore  que  Particle  corrigfe  ensuite  et  augment^ 
par  moi  est  rest^  pendant  tout  un  mois  dans  le  Journal,  et  que 
rien  n'a  6t£  oppos&  k  Mr.  Brunetti,  Secretaire  du  Comte 
Guiccioli. 

"  Veuillez  done,  ma  chire.  Lady  Blessington,  me  charger  en 
d&Lommagement  de  cette  infructueuse  recherche  d'une  com- 
mission ou  je  puisse  6tre  plus  heureuse.  Je  n'ai  pas  non  plus 
oubli£  Bianca  Cappello,  mais  le  succ^s  a  oublie  ma  porte.  J'en 
suis  encore  m£me  pour  cette  recherche  au  desir  et  au  regret 

"  Je  ne  vous  donne  pas  des  nouvelles  de  Paris.  Que  pour- 
rais-je  ajouter  que  vous  ne  sachiez  d£j&  sur  ce  drame  politique 
qui  se  d^veloppe,  et  tient  en  haleine  tout  le  monde,  pr&eutant  k 
Pentr^e  des  scenes  £tranges  et  grosses  d'avenir  et  de  turpitudes. 
Ce  qui  se  passe  k  cette  heure,  est  plutot  le  triomphe  des  mauvais 
principes  sur  les  bons,  triomphe  qui  s'appuie  plutfit  sur  des  pas- 
sions que  sur  des  convictions. 

"  (Dependant  il  faut  attendre  pour  juger  acteurs  et  drame.  On 
dit  qu'i  cause  de  ces  preoccupations  politiques,  Phiver  a  it6  moins 
brillant  pour  la  partie  de  la  soci&4  tr&s  active  au  plaisir.  Mais 
VOL.   II.  8 
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pour  moi,  je  ne  m'en  suis  gufere  aper^ue,  la  part  que  j'en  demand* 
pour  moi  est  si  mod£r£e,  qu'eUe  ne  me  manque  jamais. 

"Et  voub,  ma  chfere  Lady  Blessington,  comment  gouvernex 
vous  votre  sant£  ?  Comment  plutdt  pouvez  vous  bien  la  gou vomer, 
lachant  la  bride  comme  vous  faites  a  toutes  les  exigences,  k  toute 
l'activit^  de  votre  intelligence?  Les  beaux  fruits  que  le  monde 
recueille  avec  tant  d'avidit&  et  de  plaisir  ne  substrairont-Qs  pas 
trop  la  substance  de  la  vie  ? 

"Quand  vous  verrais-je  done?  II  me  semble  d^ja  toute  one 
vie  d'absence  qui  me  s£pare  de  ce  plaisir,  et  sans  la  n4cessit£  ou 
pour  un  nouveau  malheur  je  vais  me  retrouver  peut-6tre  re* 
tourner  cet  6t6  en  Italie — je  crois  bien  que  je  serais  venue  vous 
voir.  H61as,  ma  ch&re  Lady  Blessington,  ce  malheur  qui  menace 
ma  famille  est  bien  grand,  e'est  la  perte  de  ma  jeune  belle-sorar, 
qui  se  meurt  de  la  m&ne  terrible  maladie  qu'a  d£ja  mis  le  deuil 
tant  de  fois  dans  ma  famille,  la  consomption.  Au  commence- 
ment de  llriver  a  l'occasion  de  mon  depart,  elle  m'a  accompagn£e 
jusqu'a  Boulogne,  et  la,  une  toux  sans  aucun  caract&re  grave  s'est 
d6clar&  On  l'a  trait6  comme  un  rhume  ordinaire,  et  main- 
tenant  elle  est  aux  portes  du  tombeau,  k  19  ans.  Mon  frireest 
d£sol4,  car  il  l'aimait  tendrement,  et  elle  le  m£ritait  sous  tons  les 
rapports.  C'est  lorsque  cet  4v&nement  si  lugubre  aura  lieu  que 
j'irais  rejoindre  de  nouveau  mes  parens,  pour  tacher  de  mettre  un 
peu  de  bourne  sur  leurs  douleurs. 

"  Veuillez  bien,  je  vous  prie,  me  rappeler  au  bon  souvenir  du 
cher  Comte  D'Orsay,  et  dites  lui  aussi  que  je  serais  bien  heureose 
de  nos  luttes,  et  de  croiser  encore  nos  lances,  ne  fat-ce  que 
pour  la  beaut£  du  fait  et  pour  accomplir  des  belles  emprises, 
comme  dit  le  dilettanti  de  la  chevalerie.  Et  vous,  ma  chfee 
Lady  Blessington,  veuilles  croire  k  Pamitte  la  plus  d^voule, 

"  T.  GinCdOU." 

"  Ravenna,  18  Octobre,  184a 
"Comme  vous  voyez,  ma  ch&re  amie,  par  la  date  de  cette 
lettre,  je  me  trouve  au  milieu  de  ma  famille  k  la  campagne.    Jy 
suis  depuis  presque  deux  mois,  mais  j'en  partirai  bientdt,  et  tprfca 
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avoir  passe  deux  autres  mois  entre  Florence  et  Rome  jai  le 
projet  de  me  rendre  k  Paris  pour  y  finir  mon  hiver.  C'est  14  oi 
j'espfcre  du  moins  recevoir  de  vos  nouvelles.  Si  Florence  ou 
Rome  ou  quelque  autre  partie  de  l'ltalie  pouvait  produire 
quelque  chose  qui  vous  fiit  agr£able,  je  n'ai  pas  besoin  de  vous 
dire  comme  je  serais  heureuse  de  re9evoir  vos  ordres,  et  si  vous 
vouliez  me  procurer  le  plaisir  d'une  de  vos  lettres,  mon  adresse 
est  ^galement  Rome,  ou  Florence,  mais  Ravenne  plus  surgment 
encore,  poste-restante,  car  mes  parens  sauraient  oil  me  la  faire 
parvenir. 

€€  Adieu,  ma  tr&s  ch&re  amie,  mille  amities  au  Comte  D'Orsay, 
et  k  vos  charmantes  nieces,  et  croyez  k  tout  mon  d6vouement, 

"  T.  Guiccioli." 

LETTER  FROM  MADAME  LA  MARQUISE  DE   BOISSY  (LATE 
COUNTESS   GUICCIOLl). 

"23,  Rued'Anjou, 
"  Paris  ce  20  Juin,  1848.# 

"Ma  ch±re  Amie, 

M  Votre  lettre  et  les  nouvelles  que  m'ont  apportS  de  vous 
mes  amies  les  Sampieri,  m'ont  fait  un  bien  grand  plaisir.  Vous 
les  avez  combte  de  ces  politesses  dont  personne  ne  connait  autant 
que  vous  le  secret  enchanteur,  car  personne  ne  poss&ie  plus  que 
vous  tant,  ce  qui  en  fait  le  charme,  le  co3ur,  la  gr&ce,  Tesprit 
Enfin  ils  emportent  avec  eux  votre  souvenir,  et  le  souvenir  de 
Unit  ce,etde  tons  ceux>  qui  vous  entourent,  comme  la  realisation 
de  ce  qu'ils  ne  croyaient  peut-6tre  qu'un  ideal.  Agr^ez  mes 
remerciments  pour  toutes  vos  bont^s  pour  eux. 

Vous  recevrez  en  mfone  temps  que  cette  lettre  un  num6ro 
d*un  Journal  qui  a  un  grand  succ&s  pour  son  courage  et  son 
bou  sens.  Dans  ce  journal  vous  y  trouverez  une  lettre  de  M. 
de  Boissy,  qui  vous  expliquera  comment,  et  pourquoi  nous  n'irons 
pas  en  Italie  avec  la  mission  diplomatique  qu'il  avoit  accept6e. 
Je  suis  certaine  que  Tesprit  de  la  lettre  et  la  noble  franchise  de 
la  redaction  vous  plairont,  et  obtiendront  aussi  Papprobation  du 
cher  Comte,  auquel  vous  direz  1000  choses  affectueuses  de  ma 
pert    Quelque  grand  que  ftit  le  d^sir  d'aller  remplir  cette  mis- 

*  This  letter  was  written  within  a  few  days  of  let  grandes  joumiet  de  Juin. 
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sion  en  Italie,  pour  Eloigner  de  ce  terrain  volcanique  oil  do 
explosions  terribles  nous  menacent  tous  les  jours;  il  £tait  ce- 
pendant  impossible  a  un  homme  d'honneur  de  l'accepter  dans  les 
conditions  actuelles,  lorsqu'  on  voit  ^videmment  que  c'est  une 
propaganda  rdpublicaine  qu'on  impose  k  la  diplomatic.  Poor  k 
moment  nous  resterons  done  en  France,  et  m&me  k  Paris,  s 
attendre  les  £v£nemens  qui  ne  peuvent  manquer  d'arriver,  et 
bien  graves,  h61as,  je  le  crains,  car  Fhorizon  est  bien  charg6,  Hen 
trouble !  L'&at  actuel,  le  gouvernement  et  le  minist&re  (si  de  ce 
nom  regulier  on  peut  appeler  cette  agglomeration  d'hommes, 
d'el^ments  discordants,  h^t&ogeneux,  incroyables,  anarchiques, 
qui  sont  a  la  t£te  des  affaires  de  la  France  dans  ce  moment),  toot 
cela  n'a  aucune  condition  de  vie.  Si  pourtant  on  laisse  vivre 
cet  embryon  monstreux  c'est  par  crainte  de  pire,  c'est  parceqoe 
les  partis  sont  nombreux,  point  organises,  point  dessines,  c'est 
parceque  l'assemblee  n'a  pas  le  courage  de  sa  mission,  c'est  ptr- 
ceque  le  spectre  hideux  de  Blanqui  et  Compagnie  est  la  toujoors 
devant  leurs  yeux  pour  les  empficher  de  monter  k  la  tribune,  on 
pour  refouler  leurs  paroles  dans  leurs  gosiers  lorsque  leur  con- 
science porterait  la  v£rit£  k  leurs  l&vres.  C'est  qu'une  assemblee 
qui  a  besoin  d'une  arm6e  permanente  pour  se  d&fendre,  et  qui  re*- 
semble  (moins  la  forme)  a  une  forteresse  prise  d'assaut,  ne  pest 
pas  6tre  indSpendante.  Ajoutez  a  cela  que  les  chefs  des  Socb- 
listes,  Communistes,  les  Prudhons,  les  Leroux,  les  Louis  BIadcs, 
(qui  devraient  trouver  leurs  places  dans  des  maisons  de  Santo, 
car  £videmment  leur  esprit  est  malade),  si^gent  pourtant  k  Fas- 
sembtee,  et  que  le  Socialisme  en  germe,  en  tendance  est  la  meoe 
dans  le  pouvoir  ex^cutif  et  dans  les  Miniatures ;  de  sorte  que, 
on  a  tout  lieu  de  craindre  qua,  tout  acte  de  courage  de  Fas- 
semblee  on  ne  crie  a  la  reaction,  et  qu'on  ne  lache  l'anmie  Socialist 
en  blouse  dans  les  rues.  Pensez  k  tout  cela,  ma  ch&re  amie,  et  dfe 
lors  ne  vous  £tonnez  pas  que  cela  dure  encore.  Mais  cependant, 
la  crise  ne  peut  pas  6tre  bien  61oign6e.  La  nomination  do 
Prince  Louis  Bonaparte*  a  1' Assemble,  a  &t&  pour  le  gouverne- 
ment une  surprise  dont  il  est  furieux.  II  n'y  a  pas  d  effort  qu^Q 
ne  fera,  pour  la  faire  ^chouer  de  nouveau,  mais  je  ne  pense  pas 

♦  Illegible. 
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qu*il  y  r^ussira.  Je  puis  vous  assurer  que  le  parti  du  Prince 
Louis  est  trfes  fort  et  il  le  serait  bien  plus,  si  les  honngtes  gens 
qui  voudraient  Pordre  partout  ne  s'en  d^fiaient  pas  un  peu,  le 
voyant  port6  par  le  parti  qu'on  appelle  la  rdpublique  rouge,  et 
m£me  par  les  communistes.  Mais  toutefois  son  parti  est  tr&s 
fort,  et  dans  les  Provinces,  et  les  campagnes  surtout,  ce  nom  de 
Bonaparte  et  d'Empire  exerce  un  prestige  immense.  La  consti- 
tution a  i\&  lu  hier  k  P  Assemble  pour  la  discuter  et  voter. 
On  propose  un  Pr&ident,  et  d^ji  on  nomme  le  Prince  Louis. 

"  Si  le  Prince  Louis  pent  sauver  cette  pauvre  France,  sous 
quelque  nom  que  ce  soit,  il  sera  le  bien  venu.  Lamartine  a  eu 
un  moment  la  destin^e  de  la  France  dans  ses  mains,  mais  son 
association  avec  Ledru  Rollin  et  Louis  Blanc  Fa  perdu ;  il  espfere 
cependant  de  rassurer  la  popularity.  Je  vous  raconte  des  faits, 
mais  quant  k  Taire  des  presages,  je  n'en  ai  pas  la  t^m£rit£,  apr&s 
ce  que  nous  avons'vu,  et  ce  que  nous  verrons  peut-etre. 

"  Heureux  vous  autres  qui  savez  et  pourrez  avec  une  poign^e 
de  constables  Eloigner  tous  les  dangers,  et  jouir  d'une  prosp6rit^ 
qui  s'accroit  encore  avec  les  d£bris%de  notre  naufrage. 

"Heureuse  aussi  ma  belle  patrie  jusqu'&  present!  "Son  h&- 
roisme  Pa  veng^  en  forcant  le  respect  de  ceux  qui  voulaient 
bien  Paimer  sans  la  respecter.  A  Rome,  on  a  ouvert  les  Chambres; 
mon  fWre  Hyppolite  a  6t&  flu  d^put^  k  Punanimit£  par  sa  pro- 
vince. II  inherit  de  Rome  oil  il  est  avec  sa  famille.  Le  Mar- 
quis Guiccioli  est  dans  la  Chambre  haute  ainsi  que  beaucoup 
d'autres  de  mes  parents  et  amis  dans  Pune  ou  Pautre  chambre. 
Jusqu'&  present  tout  s'y  passe  bien ;  mais  comme  je  vous  Pai 
dit,  on  organise  une  puissante  propagande  arm6e  et  non  arm£e, 
qui  pourra,  si  on  r&issit  k  la  jeter  sur  notre  chfere  Italie,  la  ruiner  !  ! 

u  On  me  dit  que  Londres  est  bien  brillant,  bien  magnifique, 
cette  ann^e.     Pauvre  France ! 

"  JPaurais  it&  bien  heureuse  de  passer  Phiver  en  Italie  avec 
vous;  mais  qui  sait? 

"  Mille  amities  au  cher  Comte,  de  la  part  aussi  de  mon  mart : 
et  mon  souvenir  affectueux  k  votre  nifece  charmante,  Mile.  Mar- 
guerite. "  Aimez  moi  comme  je  vous  aime. 

"  Votre  amie  d^voufee, 

"MlSB.    DB   BoiSSY," 
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In  the  letter  of  Madame  la  Marquise  de  Boissy,  where 
reference  is  made  to  the  expected  employment  of  the  Mar- 
quis in  a  diplomatic  position  in  Italy,  there  are  passages 
which  it  would  be  impossible  to  comprehend,  without 
noticing  some  portions  of  rather  a  remarkable  letter  of  tte 
Marquis,  published  in  "  1/  Assemble  Nationale,"  du  Mardi, 
Juin  20,  1848. 

A.  M.  BASTIDE,  MDUSTRE   DBS   AFFAIRES  BTRANG&BES. 

"Paris,  le  Juin  10,  1848. 

Monsieur  le  Ministre, 

"Voici  quelles  sont  les  paroles,  que  Monsieur  LamartiDe 
m'addressoit,  il  y  a  de  hier  samedi  8  jours.  'Vous  st« 
6t&  sur  le  tapis  k  la  stance  du  gouvernement ;  je  vous  en  p*£- 
viens.  Bastide  ne  veut  pas  de  vous ;  il  vous  trouve  tarop  aristo- 
crate,  pas  assez  republican*,  il  croit  que  vous  voulez  la  regence.' 
J'ai  repondu :  *  Reellement !  Est-ce  qu'il  m'a  jamais  era  d£- 
mocrate  a  la  facon  de  quelques  uns  de  nos  d&nocrates  de  run* 
seaux,  et  rfepublicain  dit  de  la  veille  ?  D  a  raison,  et  qu'ave* 
vous  repondu  ? '  '  «Pai  repondu,'  me  dit  M.  de  Lamartine, '  quand 
j'ai  nomm£  Boissy,  j'ai  cru  nommer  nn  homme  de  coeur  et  din* 
telligence ;  je  l'ai  connu  et  le  maintiens  pour  teL  Quant  k  &re 
r^publicain,  il  l'^tait  autant  que  nous  avant  la  r6publique.  An 
reste,  comme  e'est  sur  vous  que  p&se  la  responsabilit^  du  choix 
ou  du  maintien  des  agents  diplomatiques,  je  ne  vous  impose  point 
Boissy,  mais  je  vous  declare  que  je  consid&rai  comme  une 
injure  personnelle  sa  revocation.9 

"  Plus  tard  les  id^es  de  M.  de  Lamartine  se  modifi&rent,  quant 
au  lieu ;  il  me  dit, '  il  faut  que  vous  alliez  k  Florence ;  e'est  pedt 
de  nom,  petit  en  apparence,  mais  e'est  pour  le  moment  le  point 
important ;  il  nous  faut  Ik,  pr&s  du  theatre  de  le  guerre,  prfes  des 
legations,  k  cheval  entre  Rome  et  Turin,  sur  les  lieux  o4  se 
prdpareront  et  se  d^cideront  les  grands  6venemens,  un  homme 
actif  comme  vous  l'fetes,  qui  connaisse  bien  le  pays,  qui  y  soit 
connu,  qui  y  soit  aime;  allez  a  Florence  pour  deux  ou  trob 
mois,  pnis  je  vous  donnerai  Rome  ou  Naples  ou  Turin.' 

La  difference  radicale  qui  existe  entre  la  politique  d'alors  de 
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M.  de  Lamartine  et  celle  suivie  adjourd'hui,  politique  se  r^vfele 
tout  enttere  dans  l'esprit  qui  preside  an  choix  de  certains  agens 
diplomatiques.  Qu'il  me  suffise  de  dire  en  pea  de  mots, 
Monsieur  le  Ministre,  que  quand  j'acceptai  une  mission  en  Italie, 
il  ne  s'agissait  nullement  d'aller  y  faire  de  la  propaganda,  de 
vouloir  r£publicaniser  de  force  l'ltalie  enti^re;  mais  au  contraire, 
de  la  laisser  maitresse  d'elle  m&me,  en  ltd  conseillant  toutefois  la 
federation  apr&s  qu'elle  serait  parvenue,  seule  si  elle  le  pouvait, 
avec  notre  secours,  si  elle  en  avait  besoin  et  le  reclamait,  a 
s'affranchir  de  l'etranger. 

"  Soyez-en  certain,  l'ltalie  vraie  (j'appelle  ainsi  l'immense  ma- 
jority de  ces  hommes  dont  le  patriotisme  &lair£  la  haute 
intelligence  ont  pr6par£  l'affranchissement  et  la  r£g6n6ration  de 
l'ltalie),  Fltalie  vraie  ne  rfive  point  un  remani&ment  g6n&ral  de 
territoires;  elle  veut  des  changemens  importans,  des  r&fbrmes 
profondes  et  non  pas  comme  le  disait  M.  Guizot,  et  comme  le 
disent  aujourd'hui  certains  de  vos  agens  perturbateurs,  par  6tat, 
par  habitude,  par  n£cessit6,  elle  ne  veut  pas  passer  a  l'£tat  de 
r^publique  unique,  a  l'&at  de  r^publiques  diverses.  Ce  qu'elle 
veut,  ce  qu'elle  a  raison  de  vouloir,  ce  qu'elle  aura,  c'est  la 
federation  des  divers  Etats.  Ce  que  doit  vouloir  la  France,  ce 
que  sa  politique  doit  favoriser,  c'est  la  federation  des  divers  Etats 
de  l'ltalie  et  non  leur  fusion  en  un  seul,  quelle  que  soit  d'ailleurs 
sa  forme  de  gouvernement 

"  M.  de  Boissy,  Ancien  Pair  de  France." 

In  the  preceding  letter,  there  are  some  observations  well 
deserving  of  attention,  as  to  the  impracticability  of  all 
attempts  to  combine  the  several  States  of  Italy  in  one 
great  Italian  republic,  and  the  practicability  of  the  con- 
federation of  the  several  principal  Italian  States  in  separate 
federal  republics;  the  writer  believing  the  fusion  of  so 
many  heterogeneous  elements,  each  with  its  separate  nation- 
ality, peculiar  interests,  particular  circumstances,  and 
distinct  character  and  traditions,  an  impossibility. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

L.    E.   L. 

"  When  the  lamp  is  shattered, 

The  light  in  the  dust  lies  dead ; 
When  the  cloud  is  scattered, 

The  rainbow's  glory  is  shed. 
When  the  lute  is  broken, 

Sweet  tones  are  remembered  not ; 
When  the  lips  have  spoken, 

Loved  accents  are  soon  forgot 

Shellet." 

Peculiar  circumstances  enable  me  to  give  some  details  re- 
specting the  brief  career  and  death  of  Miss  Landon,  at  Cape 
Coast  Castle,  perhaps  more  to  be  relied  on  than  any  previous 
accounts  that  have  been  given  to  the  public  by  the  friends 
of  Mr.  Maclean,  or  those  who  have  been  influenced  by  them. 
Letitia  Elizabeth  Landon  was  born  at  Chelsea  in  1802, 
Domestic  occurrences  had  unfortunately  led  to  a  separation 
of  L.  E.  L.  from  her  family  at  an  early  period,  and  her 
residence  with  comparative  strangers,  who  eventually, 
however,  became  her  warmest  friends.  Miss  Landon  pos- 
sessed qualities  eminently  calculated  to  gain  esteem  and 
affectionate  regard — great  warmth  of  feeling — a  peculiar 
charm  of  manner  and  address — an  affectionate,  loving 
nature — a  simplicity  of  mind,  wholly  free  from  affectation 
— a  guileless  character,  child-like  in  many  of  its  traits- 
devoid  of  all  suspicion  of  evil  intentions  and  designs,  and 
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yet  not  free  from  impulsive  tendencies  and  some  degree  of 
wilfulness.  These  very  qualities,  united  with  an  intensely 
acute  sensitiveness,  and  almost  morbid  sensibility,  which 
made  her  keenly  alive  to  injuries,  and  slights,  and  misre- 
presentations, were  made  instrumental  to  the  designs  of 
malevolent  people,  who  inflicted  wrongs  and  insults  on  her, 
and  persecuted  her  for  years  with  calumnies  and  slanders, 
rendering  a  great  part  of  her  brief,  but  most  unhappy 
career,  one  continued  scene  of  unmerited  annoyances  and 
sufferings. 

The  extent  to  which  these  vexations  went,  would  almost 
seem  incredible;  but  facts  have  come  to  my  own  immediate 
knowledge,  which  leave  the  matter  beyond  all  possibility  of 
doubt.  Her  anonymous  and  mysterious  tormentors  for  years 
together,  before  her  unhappy  marriage,  worried  her  almost 
continually  with  anonymous  letters,  filled  with  accusations, 
menaces,  and  invective. 

Her  peace  of  mind  was  more  than  disturbed  by  those  dia- 
bolical efforts  to  annoy  her — it  was  destroyed  by  them ;  and 
when  labouring  under  recent  inflictions  of  outrages  of  this 
sort — all  her  energies,  bodily  and  mental,  were  disordered 
and  impaired  by  them;  the  first  paroxysms  of  suffering 
were  usually  followed  by  syncopes,  spasms,  tremors,  and 
convulsive  attacks,  approaching  to  epileptic  seizures.  And 
when  the  violence  of  this  nervous  agitation  would  cease, 
then  would  come  intervals  of  the  most  profound  dejection 
of  spirits.  If  the  wretches  whose  machinations  produced 
those  lamentable  results  only  witnessed  them  on  a  single 
occasion,  nothing  could  be  wanting  to  the  triumph  of  their 
artifices,  save  the  unhappy  marriage  to  which  this  poor 
lady  was  driven  by  their  successful  wickedness,  and  the 
catastrope  that  might  be  expected  for  the  sequel  of  such  a 
union. 
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Man j  traces  of  that  deep-seated  melancholy,  drearinM 
of  mind,  and  weariness  of  life,  too,  are  to  be  found  in  tht 
writings  of  Miss  Landon;  and  even  in  some  of  the  earliest, 
as  well  as  in  the  latest  of  them. 

Tn  1838,  u  Flowers  of  Loveliness,"  with  poetical  illustra- 
tions, were  edited  bj  L.  £.  L. ;  and  one  of  the  most 
exquisite  of  her  small  poems,  full  of  poetic  feeling,  bat 
indicative  of  profound  melancholy,  appeared  in  that  volume. 
In  this  poem,  entitled  uThe  Clematis"  there  are  some 
stanzas  well  worthy  of  being  recalled : — 

"  Saint  Mary's  shrine  is  now  laid  lowly, 
Shiver'd  its  wondrous  rain-bow  panes, 
Silent  its  hymns — that  pale  flower  solely 
Of  all  its  former  pride  remains. 

Hush'd  is  the  ancient  anthem,  keeping 

The  vigil  of  the  silent  night; 
Gone  is  the  censer's  silver  sweeping, 

Dim  is  the  sacred  taper's  light 


Still  is  the  quiet  cloister  wanted, 
For  those  who  look  with  weary  eye, 

On  life,  hath  long  been  disenchanted, 
Who  have  one  only  wish,  to  die. 

How  oft  the  heart  of  woman  yearning 
For  love  it  dreams  but  never  meets, 
From  the  world,  worn  and  weary  turning, 
•    Could  shelter  in  these  dim  retreats. 

Then  were  that  solemn  quiet  given, 
That  life's  harsh,  feverish  dreams  deny ; 

Then  might  the  last  prayer  rise  to  heaven, 
My  God !  I  prithee  let  me  die ! " 

The  annual  from  which  these  lines  are  extracted  was 
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published  in  December,  1838.  The  writer  of  them  was  in 
the  grave  before  they*  were  in  print.  Her  death  took  place 
on  the  15th  of  October,  1838. 

Miss  Landon  had  the  necessity  forced  on  her,  at  a  very 
early  age,  of  pursuing  literature  for  a  livelihood,  (and  for 
the  support,  too,  for  many  years,  of  an  aged  mother): — a 
necessity,  for  a  woman,  of  which  it  is  impossible  to  exagge- 
rate the  miseries.  No  amount  of  emolument  acquired,  or 
fame  achieved  by  a  young  literary  woman,  ever  compensated 
for  the  penalties  of  the  struggle  of  female  talent,  the  gifts 
and  graces  of  a  woman's  intellect,  in  the  arena  of  "  the 
trade"  in  the  press,  in  the  public  gaze,  in  literary  circles,, 
in  cliques  of  critics,  and  coteries  of  patronizing  people  of 
fashion. 

The  popularity  of  Miss  Landon  suffered  no  abatement  by 
the  frequency  of  her  appearance  before  the  public.  It 
appeared  rather  to  augment  than  to  decline  in  the  latest 
years  of  her  literary  career  in  London.  She  had  the  power 
of  seizing  hold  of  the  public  esteem;  an  affectionate  in- 
terest was  felt  in  her;  her  very  name  inspired  kindly 
feelings  and  expectations  of  meeting  amiable  sentiments 
associated  with  beautiful  imagery  in  her  productions. . 

The  chief  characteristics  of  the  poetry  of  L.  E.  L.  consist 
in  imaginative  power,  tenderness  and  geniality  of  feeling, 
and  harmony  of  versification. 

The  principal  productions  of  Miss  Landon,  before  her 
departure  for  England,  besides  her  poetical  contributions 
to  the  leading  periodicals  of  the  day,  appeared  under  the 
signature  of  L.  E.  L.* 

•  A  volume  of  poetry,  the  first  published  by  Miss  Landon,  appeared  in  1820,  en- 
titled  "The  fate  of  Adelaide,  a  Swiss  romantic  tale,"  and  the  Improrisatrice,  and 
other  poems,"  were  published  in  1824;  "The  Troubadour,"  to  which  were  added 
poetical  and  historical  sketches,  in  1825 ;  "The  Golden  Violet  and  other  poems,"  in 
1826;  "  The  Venetian  Bracelet,"  "The  Lost  Pleiad,"  &c.,in  1820;  her  first  novel, 


268  MEMOIR    OF   L.    E.    L. 

A  few  months  before  her  ill-fated  union  with  Mr. 
Maclean  I  was  in  her  company  at  the  house  of  Colonel 
Stanhope  in  London.  She  was  there,  the  "  admired  of  all 
admirers;"  the  great  object  of  attraction,  surrounded  bj 
many  of  the  most  eminent  literary  men  and  artists  of  the 
day. 

Few  persons,  with  so  few  pretensions  to  beauty  as  she  bad 
at  that  period,  could  inspire  the  same  warm  interest,  and 
make  one  feel  there  was  such  a  power  of  fascination  about 
her,  that  was  irresistible,  in  spite  of  plainness  of  looks  and 
diminutiveness  of  form.  Her  features,  when  not  lit  up  by 
.conversation,  had  a  pensive  cast  of  expression  in  them. 
They  were  not  sombre,  but  there  were  dark  illuminations 
in  them,  like  the  effects,  rich  and  beautiful,  of  the  lights 
transmitted  through  stained  glass  windows — tints  of 
thought  that  shewed 

"  Twixt  light  and  shade  the  transitory  strife." 

Mr.  J.  S.  Heraud  must  have  had  some  such  impressions 
of  her  appearance  when  the  following  appropriate  and 
beautiful  lines  were  written,  which  appeared  in  the 
"English  Bijou  Almanac,"  for  1838. 

"  Sappho  of  a  polished  age, 

Loves  and  graces  sweetly  sing, 
Chasten'd  splendours  o'er  thy  page, 

Like  moonlight  on  a  fairy's  wing. 
Feelings  soft  as  morning's  dews, 

Breathings  gentle  as  the  May's, 
Verses  soft  as  violet's  hues, 

Once  sported  in  thy  happy  days. 

Romance  and  Reality,"  in  18S0 ;  "  Franoeaca  Carrara,"  in  three  Tola.,  followed1  b 
1854;  "The  Vow  of  the  Peacock,  and  other  poems,"  in  1835.  A  rolumeaf  akstcsei, 
entitled  "  Traita  and  Trials  of  Early  Life,"  in  1836  j  "  Ethel  Churchill."  a  novel  in 
three  Tola,,  in  1837 ;  "  Duty  and  Inclination,"  a  norel  in  three  vola,  in  1838. 

After  her  death,  in  1842,  a  norel  appeared  with  her  name,  entitled  M  Lady  Amee 
Granard,"  but  the  very  early  part  only  of  the  work  waa  written  by  her. 
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Sad  is  now  thy  plaintive  strain, 

Melancholy  is  thy  mood- 
Bring  us  back  thy  youth  again, 

For  cheerfulness  befits  the  good. 
Yet  if  thou  be  sad — 'tis  well 

If  we  weep— 'tis  not  in  vain ! 
Sighs  attuned  to  Sappho's  shell, 

Allure  us  into  love  with  pain." 

Sad,  indeed,  had  been  the  plaintive  strain,  and  melancholy 
the  mood  of  poor  L.  E.  L.,  at  the  period  when  those  lines 
were  written,  and  even  for  some  years  previous  to  that  time. 

Her  unknown  tormentors  had  been  already  too  successful 
for  real  cheerfulness  and  gaiety  ever  more  to  come  back  to' 
her  bosom.  They  had  prevented  her  union  with  one  of  the 
most  eminent  of  living  sculptors. 

Proposals  of  marriage,  too,  had  been  made  to  her  by  one 
whom  she  could  have  loved,  who  was  worthy  of  her,  a  man 
of  exalted  intellect  and  honour,  as  well  as  of  a  kindly 
nature;  who  was  capable  of  appreciating  her  genius  and 
warm-hearted  kindness  of  disposition :  but  the  terrors  of 
the  persecution  she  had  been  long  subject  to,  and  feelings 
of  extreme  sensitiveness  on  a  subject  that,  she  imagined, 
might  possibly  admit  of  the  shadow  of  a  doubt,  in  the 
mind  of  one  by  whom  she  was  held  dear,  as  to  her  entire 
frankness  in  dealing  with  it,  led  her  to  break  off  the  pro- 
posed marriage,  though  one  in  every  respect  most  desired 
and  desirable. 

In  the  mean  time  her  annoyances  continued — the  diffi- 
culties of  her  literary  position  augmented — her  health  and 
spirits  had  begun  to  suffer  from  the  arduous  mental  occupa- 
tion she  had  long  been  engaged  in ;  and  at  this  juncture, 
about  October,  1836,  a  gentleman  from  the  west  coast  of 
Africa — styled  the  Governor  of  Cape  Coast  Castle,  Captain 
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Maclean — was  frequently  met  by  her  in  London  society; 
and  the  result  of  that  acquaintance  was  an  offer  of 
marriage,  which  was  accepted  by  her  in  an  evil  hour,  and 
in  a  frame  of  mind  that  rendered  any  resolution,  however 
desperate,  in  regard  to  change  of  scene  and  country,  a 
course  rather  for  adoption  than  deliberation. 

When  the  time  came  for  fulfilling  his  engagement,  in 
the  summer  of  1837,  Captain  Maclean  manifested  no 
anxiety  or  impatience  for  its  accomplishment  He  had 
proceeded  to  the  Gold  Coast,  remained  there  for  some  time 
but  he  returned  at  length ;  his  business  habits,  and  peculiar 
turn  of  mind,  admitted  of  no  waste  of  time  or  words  in 
trivial  attentions  or  puerile  dalliance. 

The  marriage  of  Mr.  Maclean  with  the  ill-fated  L.  £.  L. 
took  place  the  7th  of  June,  1838;  and  on  the  15th  of 
October  following,  she  was  laid  in  her  dismal  grave,  in  the 
court-yard  of  Cape  Coast  Castle. 

In  a  recent  work  entitled  "  Recollections  of  Literary 
Characters  and  Celebrated  Places,"  by  Mrs.  Thomson, 
there  is  a  biographical  sketch  of  L.  E.  L.,  the  author's 
reminiscences  of  her,  and  an  account  of  her  decease,  wherein 
some  matters  are  stated  in  regard  to  the  immediate  causes 
of  Mrs.  Maclean's  death,  for  the  first  time  said  to  be  pre- 
sented to  the  public.  Referring  to  the  marriage  of  Miss 
Landon  with  Mr.  Maclean,  the  author  says :  u  The  common 
surmise  is,  that  L.  E.  L.  married  the  Governor  of  Cape 
Coast,  to  be  married,  to  fly  from  slander,  to  have  a 
home  and  a  sanction.  No — these  were  not  her  reasons, 
for  she  was  truly  and  ardently  attached  to  one  whom  the 
declared  was  the  only  man  she  ever  loved.  She  confided 
in  him,  she  pined  in  his  absence,  she  sacrificed  for  him  the 
friends,  the  country,  the  society,  to  which  she  had  been 
accustomed.     But  she  made  one  false  step/' 
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The  false  step  alluded  to  was  L.  E.  L.'s  acceptance  of  a 
suitor,  who  after  being  so  accepted,  without  any  assignable 
cause  or  explanation,  had  ceased  to  hold  any  intercourse 
with  her,  and  had  betaken  himself  to  Scotland,  without 
any  intimation  of  his  departure  from  London,  and  thus 
left  his  betrothed  in  a  state  bordering  on  despair. 

The  mystery  of  the  sudden  breaking  off  of  the  marriage, 
however,  terminated  in  Mr.  Maclean's  return  from  Scot- 
land, the  renewal  of  his  engagement,  a  joyful  wedding  with 
a  man  who  had  seemed  to  Mrs.  Thomson,  at  the  time  of 
the  marriage,  "  like  one  who  had  buried  all  joy  in  Africa, 
or  whose  feelings  had  been  frozen  up  during  his  last  inaus- 
picious visit  to  Scotland." 

The  marriage,  which  was  attended  by  Sir  E.  B.  Lytton, 
the  kind  and  constant  friend  of  Miss  Landon,  and  which 
had  been  made  a  mystery  of,  according  to  Mrs.  Thomson's 
account,  for  about  a  month  after  its  celebration,  was  some- 
thing more  than  a  false  step,  it  was  a  fatal  one.  Mrs. 
Thomson's  impressions  of  this  marriage  being  the  result  of 
strong  feelings  of  attachment,  the  ardent  affection  of  first 
fond  love  on  the  part  of  the  lady,  are  very  erroneous.  Mrs. 
Thomson  has  no  doubt  stated  correctly  what  she  heard  from 
Miss  Landon  on  this  subject :  but  I  know  that  pride  has 
its  anomalies  as  well  as  other  passions,  and  does  not  bear, 
in  great  extremities,  to  be  too  literally  interpreted;  and  it 
is  difficult  to  conceive  any  greater  extremity  than  the  sacri- 
fice which  Miss  Landon  made  of  her  happiness,  in  abandon- 
ing friends,  country,  and  pursuits  for  the  hand  and  name  of 
Captain  Maclean,  a  dreary  home,  and,  as  she  anticipated, 
an  early  grave  on  the  coast  of  Africa. 

The  wretched  town  of  Cape  Coast,  to  the  eastward  of 
the  fort,  contains  some  4000  inhabitants,  natives  of  the 
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country,  a  few  European  traders,  and  a  tolerable  pro- 
portion of  half-caste  people,  among  whom  many  specimens 
of  the  genus,  "  Betsy  Austin,"  neither  Crab  nor  Creole, 
but  true  u  Barbadian  born,M  are  to  be  found. 

Cape  Coast  Castle  is  a  large,  ill-constructed,  dismal- 
looking  fort,  with  a  few  rooms,  of  a  barrack-looking  fashion, 
for  the  residence  of  the  Chief  Magistrate,  now  Governor  of 
the  Gold  Coast. 

Mr.  Maclean,  in  early  life,  having  joined  the  Royal 
African  Corps  after  the  peace,  and  attained  the  rank  of 
Lieutenant,  at  the  termination  of  the  Ashantee  war,  when 
it  was  determined  to  retain  the  Gold  Coast  settlements,  was 
appointed  President  of  the  Council  of  Government  of  thoee 
dependencies;  and  for  some  years  displayed  a  great  deal  of 
activity,  on  some  occasions  a  little  too  much  energy,  (on 
one  occasion  at  Accra,  in  particular,)  in  dealing  with  the 
native  tribes  of  the  Gold  Coast. 

Mr.  Maclean  was  a  good  mathematician,  all  his  tastes 
were  for  the  cultivation  of  the  exact  sciences.  His  favourite 
pursuits  were  geometrical  and  algebraic  calculations,  baro- 
metrical and  thermometrical  observations. 

He  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  contemptuously  of  light 
literature,  and  yet  he  had  occasional  fits  of  novel  reading; 
he  affected  scorn,  and  even  loathing  for  poetry  and  poets, 
but  I  think  he  did  not  feel  as  much  contempt  for  he  former 
as  he  expressed. 

He  had  become,  by  long  privation  of  the  humanising 
influence  of  the  society  of  educated  women  previously  to 
his  marriage,  selfish,  coarse-minded,  cynical — a  colonial 
sybarite,  with  an  impaired  liver,  a  bad  digestion,  and  all 
the  unpleasing  peculiarities  of  a  valetudinarian. 

Yet  he  could  be  a  very  agreeable  man  in  male  convivial 
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society ;  and  periodical  bouts  of  revelry,  not  of  hours',  but 
even  of  days'  continuance,  were  by  no  means  uncongenial 
to  him  in  his  days  of  single  blessedness. 

But  with  them  passed  away  all  enjoyments,  except 
with  theodolites,  quadrants,  sextants,  barometers,  and  ther- 
mometers. 

Mrs.  Maclean's  husband  had  unfortunately  no  sympathy 
with  her  poetic  tastes  and  literary  pursuits.  He  did  not 
conceal  from  her  his  contempt  for  verse-making.  On  one 
occasion  in  particular,  he  expressed  his  opinion  on  the  loss 
of  time  and  the  supposed  neglect  of  household  duties  they 
occasioned,  in  a  manner  which  gave  her  very  great  pain, 
and  of  which  she  complained  to  the  only  person  in  Cape 
Coast  Castle  whom  she  thought  entitled  to  her  confi- 
dence. 

Mr.  Maclean  had  some  opinions  in  common  with  Monk 
Lewis.  That  gentleman  was  a  very  ascetic  critic  when 
dealing  with  the  literary  productions  of  female  writers.  In 
one  of  Lewis's  letters,  published  in  the  "  Diary  and  Times 
of  George  the  Fourth,"  alluding  to  a  rumour  that  Miss 
F— — r  wrote  novels,  he  says,  "  I  wish  she  would  let  such 
idle  nonsense  alone :  for  however  great  a  respect  I  may  en- 
tertain for  her  talents  (which  I  do),  I  tremble  lest  she 
should  fail  in  this  bookmaking :  and  as  a  rule,  I  have  an 
aversion,  a  pity  and  contempt  for  all  female  scribblers.  The 
needle,  not  the  pen,  is  the  instrument  they  should  handle, 
and  the  only  one  they  ever  used  dexterously.  I  must  ex- 
cept however,  the  love  letters,  which  are  full  of  pleasing 
conceits;  but  this  is  the  only  subject  they  should  ever 
attempt  to  write  about.  Madame  de  Stael  even,  I  will  not 
except  from  this  general  rule :  she  has  done  a  plaguey  deal 
of  mischief,  and  no  good,  by  meddling  in  literary  matters, 
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and  I  wish  to  heaven  she  would  renounce  pen,  ink,  and 
paper,  for  evermore."* 

Mrs.  Maclean  could  not  renounce  the  inspirations  of 
poetry,  at  the  bidding  of  her  lord :  the  exercise  only  of 
her  genuis  could  be  banned  or  sneered  down,  and  thus  pat 
a  stop  to  by  him. 

Proclus  makes  mention  of  the  gifts  of  one  in  whom  was 
"  the  very  form,  substance,  and  image  of  poetry  in  all  its 
brightness."!  And  the  felicity  of  that  gifted  being  we  are 
told  was  consummated:  "When  feeling  the  mighty  in- 
fluence of  enthusiasm,  and  fully  subdued  by  the  power  of 
the  muses,  he  called  forth  into  action  all  the  primal,  original, 
and  divine  energies  of  poetry." 

What  was  the  condition  of  poor  L.  E.  L.  when  she  felt 
those  poetic  influences  within  her,  those  divine  energies  and 
powers  of  enthusiasm,  without  the  privilege  of  commu- 
nicating them  to  others,  and  calling  into  action  the  inspira- 
tions of  her  genuis,  or  when  she  had  to  dread  the  coldness 
of  contempt,  or  the  hasty  expression  of  reproof  for  those 
pursuits  which  had  gained  her  honour  and  renown  at  home 
and  a  high  place  in  the  literary  world,  pursuits  which  alone 
could  be  the  solace  of  her  weary  life  in  a  dismal  fort  on  the 
coast  of  Africa? 

Every  one  is  aware  that  this  gifted  creature  died  by 
poison;  that  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  taking  prussic 
acid  for  the  relief  of  spasms;  that  she  had  taken  an  undue 
quantity  of  that  drug  on  the  morning  of  her  decease,  bat 
whether  intentionally  or  accidentally,  there  was  no  evidence 
given  on  the  Coroner's  inquest,  to  enable  an  English  public 
to  determine. 

In  the  account  of  the  Inquest  sent  home  by  the  friends  of 

•  Diary  and  Timet  of  George  the  Fourth,  ?oL  iv.  p.  I 17. 
f  Prodi  Comment,  in  Platonia,  p.  403  Edit,  fol  Basil,  1534. 
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Mr.  Maclean,  that  was  published  in  the  newspapers  in  this 
country  shortly  after  the  arrival  of  the  intelligence  of 
that  lamentable  event,  the  following  report  is  given  of  the 
evidence  of  a  Mrs.  Bayley,  an  English  woman  who  had 
been  in  attendance  on  Mrs.  Maclean,  on  the  voyage  out  to 
Africa,  and  at  Cape  Coast  Castle  up  to  the  period  of  her 
death. 

u  At  an  inquisition  held  at  Cape  Coast  Castle,  the  15th 
day  of  October,  1838,  before  me,  James  Swansey,  Esq.,  one 
of  her  Majesty's  justices  of  the  peace,  and  others,  upon  view 
of  the  body  of  Letitia  Elizabeth  Maclean — Emily  Bayley, 
being  duly  sworn,  deposeth  and  saith — That  between  the 
hours  of  eight  and  nine  of  the  morning  of  the  15th  instant, 
the  deponent  having  received  a  note,  addressed  to  Mrs. 
Maclean,  from  Mr.  Swansey,  went  to  her  room  for  the  pur- 
pose of  delivering  the  same  to  her,  and  found  some  difficulty 
in  opening  the  door,  in  consequence  of  Mrs.  Maclean  having 
fallen  against  it. 

44  That  deponent,  on  entering  the  room,  discovered  Mrs. 
Maclean  lying  on  the  floor  with  an  empty  bottle  in  her 
hand  (which  bottle  being  produced,  was  labelled  4Acid 
hydrocianicum  delatum,  pharm.  Lon.,  1836;  medium  dose 
five  minims),  and  quite  senseless;  that  on  seeing  this, 
deponent  went  for  her  husband  to  call  Mr.  Maclean.  She 
believed  that  Mrs.  Maclean  must  have  been  attempting  to 
open  the  door  to  call  for  assistance,  when  she  fell.  That 
her  mistress  was  subject  to  to  be  attacked  by  spasms,  and 
was  in  the  habit  of  taking  a  drop  or  two  of  tie  medicine 
in  the  bottle  in  water :  but  had  not  herself  seen  her  do  so 
more  than  two  or  three  times.  She  (Mrs.  Maclean)  had 
the  spasms  rather  badly  the  previous  evening,  and  wished 
to  take  a  little  of  the  medicine  contained  in  the  bottle  to 
give  her  relief. 

t  2 
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"  She  did  not  complain  much  this  morning.  Deponent 
was  not  present  when  her  mistress  was  taken  ill;  but  had 
seen  her  about  half-an-hour  before,  when  she  appeared  well, 
and  made  her  a  present,  as  the  deponent  was  about  leaving 
the  coast  for  England.  That  Mrs.  Maclean  then  told  depo- 
nent to  retire,  and  she  would  send  for  her,  when  she  wished 
to  dress.  Deponent  had  not  seen  her  write  this  morning, 
but  she  was  so  employed  the  previous  evening,  when  she 
delivered  to  deponent  two  letters  for  friends  in  England, 
and  was  affected  at  the  thought  of  deponent  leaving  her. 
That  when  deponent  saw  her  last,  she  was  in  her  usual 
spirits.  The  bottle  found  in  Mrs.  Maclean's  hand  was  un- 
corked, and  she  (deponent)  afterward  corked  it,  and  put  it 
aside.  She  could  state  nothing  more  which  could  throw 
any  light  on  the  subject." 

Mr.  Maclean  and  some  other  witnesses  were  examined, 
but  nothing  of  any  importance  was  elicited,  no  post  mortem 
examination  was  made. 

"  The  verdict  was,  that  the  death  of  Mrs.  Maclean  was 
caused  by  her  having  incautiously  taken  an  over-dose  of 
prussic  acid,  which  it  appeared  she  had  been  in  the  habit 
of  using  as  a  remedy." 

Mr.  Cruickshank,  a  merchant  of  Cape  Coast  and  a 
friend  of  Mr.  Maclean,  has  recently  published  some  infor- 
mation purporting  to  be  more  reliable  than  any  that  has 
yet  been  given  to  the  public,  on  the  subject  of  the  sudden 
and  mysterious  death  of  Mrs.  Maclean.  As  an  account 
given  by  a  friend  of  Mr.  Maclean,  this  statement  is  so  far 
worthy  of  attention;  but  as  to  the  opinions  of  Mr.  Cruick- 
shank of  Mrs.  Maclean's  felicity  and  content,  they  are  of 
very  little  value. 

On  the  firsVoccasion  of  Mr.  Cruickshank  visiting  Mrs. 
Maclean,  he  found  that  her  husband  was  confined  to  his 
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room  by  illness  and  was  conducted  there  by  Mrs. 
Maclean. 

Mr.  Cruickshank  says:  "  I  took  a  seat  by  the  side  of  his 
bed,  upon  which  Mrs.  Maclean  sat  down,  arranging  the 
clothes  about  her  husband  in  the  most  affectionate  manner, 
and  receiving  ample  compensation  for  her  attentions  by  a 
very  sweet  and  expressive  smile  of  thankfulness.  We  thus 
sat  and  chatted  together  for  some  hours,  Mrs.  Maclean 
laughingly  recounting  her  experiences  of  roughing  it  in 
Africa,  and  commenting,  with  the  greatest  good  humour 
and  delight,  upon  what  struck  her  as  the  oddities  in  such 
a  state  of  society.  She  pointed  to  a  temporary  bed,  which 
had  been  made  for  her  upon  the  floor,  and  said  Mr.  Maclean's 
sufferings  had  been  so  great  for  some  nights,  that  the  little 
sleep  which  she  had  got  had  been  taken  there.  I  declined 
to  occupy  an  apartment  in  the  castle,  but  promised  to  call 
daily  during  my  stay  in  Cape  Coast,  to  pass  a  few  hours 
with  them. 

u  As  the  day  drew  near  for  my  departure,  she  occupied 
herself  more  and  more  in  writing  to  her  friends  in  England. 
It  had  been  arranged  that  the  vessel  should  sail  on  the 
forenoon  of  the  16th  of  October,  and  I  agreed  to  dine  and 
spend  the  evening  of  the  15th  with  the  governor  and  his 
lady.  It  was  in  every  respect  a  night  to  be  remembered. 
*  *  At  eleven  o'clock  I  rose  to  leave.  It  was  a  fine 
and  clear  night,  and  she  strolled  into  the  gallery,  where  we 
walked  for  half  an  hour.  Mr.  Maclean  joined  us  for  a 
few  minutes,  but,  not  liking  the  night  air,  in  his  weak 
state,  he  returned  to  the  parlour.  She  was  much  struck 
with  the  beauty  of  the  heavens  in  those  latitudes  at  night, 
and  said,  that  it  was  when  looking  at  the  moon  and  the 
stars  that  her  thoughts  oftenest  reverted  to  home.  She 
pleased  herself  with  thinking  that  the  eyes  of  some  beloved 
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friend  might  be  turned  in  the  same  direction,  and  that  she 
had  thus  established  a  medium  of  communication  for  all 
that  her  heart  wished  to  express.  '  But  you  must  not,9 
she  said,  4  think  me  a  foolish,  moon-struck  lady.  I  some* 
times  think  of  these  things  oftener  than  I  should,  and  your 
departure  for  England  has  called  up  a  world  of  delightful 

associations.     You  will  tell  Mr.  F ,  however,  that  I 

am  not  tired  yet.  He  told  me  I  should  return  by  the  vessel 
that  brought  me  out;  but  I  knew  he  would  be  mistaken.9 
We  joined  the  Governor  in  the  parlour.  I  bade  them  good 
night,  promising  to  call  in  the  morning,  to  bid  them  adieu. 
I  never  saw  her  in  life  again." 

At  breakfast  next  day  Mr.  Cruickshank  was  alarmed  by 
a  summons — "  You  are  wanted  at  the  castle ;  Mr.  Maclean 
is  dead,"  said  the  messenger.  Hurrying  to  the  castle,  lie 
found  that  it  was  not  Mr.  but  Mrs.  Maclean — whom  be 
had  left  the  previous  night  so  well — who  was  no  more. 
ct  Never,"  he  says,  "  shall  I  forget  the  horror-stricken  ex- 
pression of  Mr.  Maclean's  countenance." 

44  We  entered  the  room  where  all  that  was  mortal  of  poor 
L.  E.  L.  was  stretched  upon  the  bed.  Dr.  Cobbold  rose 
up  from  a  close  examination  of  her  face,  and  told  us  all  was 
over;  she  was  beyond  recovery.  My  heart  would  not 
believe  it.  It  seemed  impossible  that  she,  from  whom  I 
had  parted  not  many  hours  ago  so  full  of  life  and  energy, 
could  be  so  suddenly  struck  down.  T  seized  her  hand,  and 
gazed  upon  her  face.  The  expression  was  calm  and  mean- 
ingless.    Her  eyes  were  open,  fixed,  and  protruding. 

44  All  that  could  be  elicited,  upon  the  strictest  investiga- 
tion, was  simply  this : — It  appeared  that  she  had  risen, 
and  left  her  husband's  bed-room  about  seven  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  and  proceeded  to  her  own  dressing-room,  which 
was  up  a  short  flight  of  stairs,  and  entered  by  a  separate 
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door  from  that  leading  to  the  bed-room.  Before  proceed- 
ing to  dress,  she  had  occupied  an  hour  and  a  half  in  writing 
letters.  She  then  called  her  servant,  Mrs.  Bayley,  and 
sent  her  to  a  store-room  to  fetch  some  pomatum.  Mrs. 
Bayley  was  absent  only  a  few  minutes.  When  she  returned, 
she  found  difficulty  in  opening  the  door,  on  account  of  a 
weight  which  appeared  to  be  pressing  against  it.  This  she 
discovered  to  be  the  body  of  her  mistress.  She  pushed  it 
aside,  and  found  that  she  was  senseless.  She  immediately 
called  Mr.  Maclean.  Dr.  Cobbold  was  sent  for ;  but  from 
the  first  moment  of  the  discovery  of  the  body  on  the  floor, 
there  had  not  appeared  any  symptom  of  life.  Mrs.  Bayley 
further  asserted,  that  she  found  a  small  phial  in  the  hand 
of  the  deceased,  which  she  removed  and  placed  upon  the 
toilet-table.  Mrs.  Maclean  had  appeared  well  when  she 
sent  her  to  fetch  the  pomatum.  She  had  observed  in  her 
no  appearance  of  unhappiness.  Mr.  Maclean  stated,  that 
his  wife  had  left  him  about  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
and  that  he  had  never  seen  her  again  in  life.  When  he 
was  called  to  her  dressing-room,  he  found  her  dead  upon 
the  floor.  After  some  time,  he  observed  a  small  phial  upon 
the  toilet-table,  and  asked  Mrs.  Bayley  where  it  had  come 
from.  She  told  him  that  she  had  found  it  in  Mrs.  Maclean's 
hand.  This  phial  had  contained  Scheele's  preparation  of 
prussic  acid.  His  wife  had  been  in  the  habit  of  using  it 
for  severe  fits  or  spasms,  to  which  she  was  subject.  She 
had  made  use  of  it  once  on  the  passage  from  England,  to 
his  knowledge.  He  was  greatly  averse  to  her  having  such 
a  dangerous  medicine,  and  wished  to  throw  it  overboard. 
She  entreated  him  not  to  do  so,  as  she  must  die  without  it. 
There  had  been  no  quarrel  nor  unkindness  between  him 
and  his  wife.  Dr.  Cobbold,  who  had  been  requested  to 
make  a  post  mortem  examination,  did  not  consider  it  at  all 
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necessary  to  do  so,  as  he  felt  persuaded  she  had  died  bj 
prussic  acid.  He  was  led  to  this  conclusion  from  the 
appearance  of  the  eyes  of  the  deceased;  and  he  believed  he 
could  detect  the  smell  of  the  prussic  acid  about  her  person. 
My  own  evidence  proved,  that  I  had  parted  from  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Maclean  at  a  very  late  hour  on  the  evening  before, 
and  that  they  appeared  then  upon  the  happiest  terms  with 
each  other.  There  was  found  upon  her  writing  desk  t 
letter  not  yet  folded,  which  she  had  written  that  morning, 
the  ink  of  which  was  scarcely  dry  at  the  time  of  the  dis- 
covery of  her  death.  This  letter  was  read  at  the  inquest. 
It  was  for  Mrs.  Fagan,  upon  whom  she  had  wished  me  to 
call.  It  was  written  in  a  cheerful  spirit,  and  gave  no  in- 
dication of  unhappiness.  In  the  postscript — the  last  words 
she  ever  wrote — she  recommended  me  to  the  kind  attentions 
of  her  friend.  With  the  evidence  before  them,  it  was  im- 
possible for  the  jury  to  entertain  for  one  instant  the  idea 
that  the  unfortunate  lady  had  wilfully  destroyed  herself. 
On  the  other  hand,  considering  the  evidence  respecting  the 
phial,  her  habit  of  making  use  of  this  dangerous  medicine, 
and  the  decided  opinion  of  the  doctor  that  her  death  was 
caused  by  it,  it  seemed  equally  clear  that  they  must  attribute 
her  death  to  this  cause.  The  verdict,  therefore,  was,  that 
she  died  from  an  over-dose  of  Scheele's  preparation  of 
prussic  acid  taken  inadvertently." 

Mr.  Cruickshank  further  observes ; — u  It  was  also  after- 
wards proved  that  Mrs.  Bayley,  upon  her  return  to 
England,  with  the  view  of  attracting  attention  to  herself, 
and  gaining  notoriety,  had  made  some  flagrantly  false 
statements  in  reference  to  this  event,  and  that  she  was 
altogether  a  person  undeserving  of  credit.  I  then  remem- 
bered that  she  had  made  no  mention  of  the  phial  having 
been  in  Mrs.  Maclean's  hand  until  some  time  after  she  had 
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found  her  mistress  on  the  floor,  and  only  then  in  answer  to 
a  question  from  Mr.  Maclean;  and  it  occurred  to  me  that 
such  a  suspicious  circumstance  as  a  phial  being  found  in 
the  hand  of  a  person  suddenly  deceased,  could  not  fail  to 
be  immediately  noticed  and  mentioned,  without  any  inquiry. 
These  considerations  induced  me  to  discredit  Mrs.  Bayley's 
testimony  altogether,  and  to  believe  that  the  phial  had  not 
been  found  in  Mrs.  Maclean's  hand  at  all."* 

In  regard  to  the  preceding  account,  there  are  some 
matters  to  be  observed. 

There  is  a  great  discrepancy  in  the  accounts  given  by 
Mrs.  Bayley  and  Mr.  Cruickshank,  as  to  the  interval 
between  Mrs.  Bayley  leaving  her  mistress  writing,  and  her 
(Mrs.  Bayley's)  return  to  Mrs.  Maclean's  room.  There  is 
a  discrepancy  also  in  the  reasons  given  for  Mrs.  Bayley's 
leaving  the  room  after- her  first  entrance  that  morning. 
Mr.  Cruickshank  says  "  Mrs.  Bayley  was  absent  only  a  few 
minutes ;"  she  had  been  called  by  Mrs.  Maclean,  "  and  sent 
to  a  store  room  to  fetch  some  pomatum."  Mrs.  Bayley,  on 
the  other  hand,  deposed  at  the  inquest,  that  "  she  had  seen 
her  mistress  about  half-an-hour  before  (the  catastrophe) — 
that  Mrs.  Maclean  told  her  to  retire,  and  she  would  send 
for  her  when  she  wanted  to  dress." 

Mrs.  Bayley  deposed,  that  "  on  again  entering  the  room 
she  found  an  empty  bottle  in  her  (Mrs.  Maclean's)  hand, 
labelled  4  acid  hydrocianicum ;' "  and  Mr.  Cruickshank 
says  circumstances  induced  him  uto  believe  the  phial  had 
not  been  found  in  Mrs.  Maclean's  hand  at  all." 

Now  Mr.  Cobbold,  the  surgeon  of  the  Castle,  deposed  at 
the  inquest,  that  on  being  called  to  attend  Mrs.  Maclean, 

•  Eighteen  years  in  the  Oold  Coast  of  Africa,  including  an  Account  of  the  Native 
Tribes,  and  their  Intercourse  with  Europeans.  By  Brodie  Cruikshank.  2  yoIs. 
Hunt  and  Blackett 
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"  he  found  her  perfectly  insensible,  with  the  pupils  of  both 
eyes  much  dilated,  and  fancied  he  could  detect  a  slight 
pulsation  of  the  heart,  but  very  feeble,  and  which  ceased  t 

very  short  time  after  his  arrival." He  was  of  opinion 

"that  death  was   caused    by  the   improper  use  of  the 

medicine,  the  bottle  of  which  was  found  in  her  hand 

The  body  after  death  was  perfectly  natural was  a> 

fully  convinced  that  the  medicine  was  the  cause  of 
her  death,  he  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  open  the 
body." 

Mr.  Cruickshank  says,  "  Dr.  Cobbold  was  sent  for,  bat 
from  the  first  moment  of  the  discovery  of  the  body  on  the 
floor,  there  had  not  appeared  any  symptom  of  life."  "  Dr. 
Cobbold,"  he  tells  us,  "  who  had  been  asked  to  make  a/w>*f 
mortem  examination,  did  not  think  it  at  all  necessary  to 
do  so,  as  he  felt  persuaded  that  she  had  died  by  prussic 
acid.  He  was  led  to  this  conclusion  from  the  appearance 
of  the  eyes  of  the  deceased,  and  he  believed  he  could  detect 
the  smell  of  the  prussic  acid  about  her  person." 

The  phial,  it  is  to  be  observed,  contained  none  of  the 
drug  when  found.  Mrs.  Bayley  says  she  found  it  uncorked 
in  the  hand  of  her  mistress,  and  put  it  aside. 

Then  Mr.  Cobbold  must  have  declined  to  make  a  /xwf 
mortem  examination  mainly  because  "he  believed  he 
could  detect  the  smell  of  the  prussic  acid  about  her  person." 
The  principles  of  medical  jurisprudence  as  they  are  under- 
stood in  England,  are  not  quite  consonant  with  the  practice 
at  Cape  Coast  Castle,  as  exhibited  in  this  case,  of  a  lady 
alive  and  well  between  the  hours  of  eight  and  nine  in  the 
morning,  suddenly  carried  off  by  poison — a  corpse  before 
noon — the  subject  of  a  coroner's  inquest  without  a  pot* 
mortem  examination,  coffined  before  sunset,  and  buried  in 
a  court-yard  of  a  house  she  had  been  a  living,  healthfiil 
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inmate  of,  within  less  than  twelve  hours  of  the  time  of 
that  burial. 

Mrs.  Thomson,  in  reference  to  the  death  of  Mrs.  Maclean, 
says : — "  All  that  is  known  of  her  death  is  this :  She  was 
found  '  half-au-bour  after  taking  from  a  black  boy  a  cup  of 
coffee,  brought  by  her  order/  leaning  against  the  door  of 
her  chamber,  sitting  as  if  she  had  sunk  down  in  an  effort  to 
rush  to  the  door  for  help.  A  bruise  was  on  her  cheek,  a 
slight  bruise  on  the  hand  which  was  pressed  on  the  floor 
(these  details  are  not  in  the  inquest,  but  are  true)  an  empty 
phial  (so  said  the  maid  who  found  her)  in  her  hand." 

If  Mrs.  Thomson's  account  is  correct,  Mrs.  Maclean 
was  found  by  the  English  servant  woman,  Mrs.  Bayley,  in 
a  sitting  posture  at  the  door;  but  on  the  inquest  Mrs. 
Bayley  swore  she  had  found  the  body  of  her  mistress  lying 
on  the  floor  near  the  entrance ,  and  no  evidence  was  given 
by  any  person  examined  on  the  inquest  of  any  coffee  having 
been  brought  to  her  that  morning  by  a  native  servant. 

Mrs.  Thomson  further  adds,  the  black  boy  was  about 
ten  years  of  age  who  had  brought  the  coffee,  and  that  when 
Mrs.  Bayley  returned  to  the  dressing-room,  she  found  the 
cup  standing  empty  on  Mrs.  Maclean's  table.  I  never 
heard  one  syllable  of  this  at  Cape  Coast.  If  such  a  cir- 
cumstance took  place,  it  was  suppressed  at  the  inquest,  and 
it  was  withheld  from  me.  But  Mrs.  Thomson  says  Mrs. 
Bayley  mentioned  this  circumstance  to  the  late  Mrs. 
Liddiard,  of  Streatham. 

Mrs.  Bayley  certainly  did  not  say  one  word  that  has  been 
reported,  in  her  evidence  on  the  inquest,  about  a  cup  of 
coffee  having  been  brought  to  her  mistress  in  the  interval 
between  her  first  entering  Mrs.  Maclean's  room  that  fatal 
morning  and  her  second  appearance  there,  when  she  found 
Mrs.  Maclean  lifeless,  to  all  appearance,  on  the  floor.     If 
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any  other  servant  previously  entered  the  room  that  morn- 
ing, and  brought  any  liquid  to  the  poisoned  person,  that 
servant  ought  surely  to  have  teen  examined  on  the  inquest 
If  the  circumstance  took  place  that  is  stated  by  Mis. 
Thomson,  the  suppression  of  such  evidence  would  be  calcu- 
lated, no  doubt,  to  excite  a  suspicion  that  the  enquiry  was 
not  intended  to  ascertain  the  real  facts  of  the  case. 

When  Mrs.  Bayley  left  the  room  of  Mrs.  Maclean,  her 
mistress  was  apparently  well ;  about  half  an  hour,  at  the 
utmost,  elapsed  before  she  returned  to  the  room ;  her  mis- 
tress was  then  apparently  dead. 

Did  the  boy  bring  the  coffee  before  Mrs.  Bayley's  first 
appearance  in  Mrs.  Maclean's  room?  Who  was  that  boy? 
Was  he  a  son  of  a  native  woman  who  had  to  quit  the  castle 
on  the  arrival  in  the  arsenal  of  Mrs.  Maclean?  Are  the 
poisons  known  to  the  natives  on  the  west  coast  of  Africa  of 
that  deadly  virulence  and  swiftness  in  destroying  life,  that 
death  was  likely  to  result  from  the  administration  of  one 
of  them  within  a  period  of  half  an  hour  after  the  time  of 
taking  it? 

Were  there  good  authority  for  the  statement  made  to 
Mrs.  Liddiard,  these  are  matters  which  it  might  be  desir- 
able to  have  inquired  into  if  Mrs.  Bayley  could  answer 
them,  could  be  relied  on,  and  could  not  be  intimidated  or 
tampered  with.  Some  of  the  questions  my  own  knowledge 
of  the  facts  enables  me  to  throw  some  light  on.  The  boy 
who  brought  the  coffee  was  not  the  son  of  the  native  woman 
referred  to.  There  was  no  child  of  hers  by  Captain 
Maclean  living  at  the  time  I  was  on  the  Gold  Coast,  nor 
long  previously  to  that  period.  The  poisons  known  to  the 
natives  of  Africa  are  not  generally  productive  of  instan- 
taneous death. 

Mrs.  Thomson  states  several  circumstances  relating  to 
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her  last  letters  to  her  friends,  which  are  unquestionably 
true,  as  far  as  they  go,  shewing  those  communications 
"were  not  the  letters  of  a  newly-married  and  happy  wife." 

In  one  of  these  letters,  she  complained  bitterly,  that,  in 
spite  of  her  entreaties,  Mr.  Maclean  had  ordered  her  at- 
tendant, Mrs.  Bayley,  the  only  woman  in  the  settlement,  to 
return  to  England ;  and  Mrs.  Thomson  truly  states,  "  that 
decision  seemed  to  give  her,  Mrs.  Maclean,  inexpressible 
vexation,  as,  indeed,  it  naturally  might."  The  decision 
was  inexplicable  to  the  friends  of  Mrs.  Maclean,  and  might 
reasonably  be  so. 

Mfs.  Bayley  was  the  wife  of  the  steward  of  the  vessel  in 
which  the  Macleans  went  out  to  the  Gold  Coast  from 
England.  On  arrival,  Mrs.  Bayley  went  to  live  at  the 
castle,  and  appeared  to  every  one  there  in  the  capacity  of 
lady's-maid  to  Mrs.  Maclean.  Her  husband,  at  the  same 
time,  became  a  kind  of  factotum  to  Mr.  Maclean,  and 
eventually  was  put  in  charge  of  Captain  Maclean's  yacht 
schooner  and  became  the  master  of  that  vessel. 

He  was  master  of  that  vessel  long  after  his  wife's  de- 
parture from  the  settlement.  I  think  I  heard  he  had 
returned  to  England  on  Mr.  Maclean's  business,  had  come 
back  to  the  colony,  and  resumed  his  command  of  the  yacht. 

Not  very  long  before  the  death  of  Mr.  Maclean,  a  friend 
of  his  at  Cape  Coast,  much  in  his  confidence,  recently  de- 
ceased, a  gentleman  with  whom  I  was  well  acquainted, 
stated,  that  some  revelation  (in  the  shape  of  a  letter)  had 
been  made  to  Mr.  Maclean  of  a  serious  nature,  at  Cape 
Coast,  which  he,  Mr.  Maclean,  was  not  prepared  for  by 
any  previous  rumours  with  which  he  had  been  mada  ac- 
quainted in  England. 

Whether  the  alleged  revelation  had  anything  to  do  with 
the  decision  come  to  with  regard  to  the  return  of  Mrs. 
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Bayley  to  England,  no  one  living,  with  one  exception,  now 
can  say.  I  allude  to  this  statement,  because  I  think  it  very 
probable  that  for  Mr.  Maclean's  decision  there  may  have 
been  some  excuse,  if  not  a  cause,  of  which  the  public  are 
unaware  Mrs.  Bayley's  discretion  may  not  have  been 
more  remarkable  at  Cape  Coast  Castle  than  it  proved  on 
her  return  to  this  country. 

Mrs.  Thomson  lays  great  stress  on  the  fact  that  the 
medical  attendant  of  L.  £.  L.,  while  residing  in  London, 
Dr.  A.  T.  Thomson,  had  stated  in  a  letter,  which  he  pub- 
lished in  the  "  Times "  shortly  after  the  death  of  Mrs. 
Maclean,  "that  he  had  attended  her  (Miss  Landon),  as  a 
friend,  for  a  period  of  fifteen  years,  and  that  he  had  never 
ordered  prussic  acid  for  her  in  any  form."  Mrs.  Thomson 
states  also,  that  the  medicine-chest,  which  had  been  fitted 
up  for  her  by  Mr.  Squires,  of  Oxford  Street,  did  not  contain 
that  medicine,  and  that  none  of  the  prescriptions  for  her, 
for  years,  which  had  been  compounded  by  that  eminent 
chemist,  by  whom  all  prescriptions  for  her  were  usually 
made  up,  included  prussic  acid;  and  that  "Mrs.  Sheldon 
and  her  daughters,  who  had  watched  over  Mrs.  Maclean 
during  a  long  illness,  and  who  knew  her  habitual  course  of 
life  thoroughly  during  the  two  years  that  she  resided  under 
their  roof,  asserted  positively  that  they  had  never  known 
her  to  take  it." 

The  inference  that  Mrs.  Thomson  leaves,  or  rather  leads, 
her  readers  to  draw,  is,  that  Mrs.  Maclean,  having  no 
prussic  acid  in  her  possession  ordered  by  her  physician  or  j 
supplied  by  her  druggist,  could  not  have  poisoned  herself  I 
with  that  drug,  either  unintentionally  or  wilfully.  " 

In  the  face  of  the  evidence  of  Mr.  Maclean  and  Mrs 
Bayley,  it  is  more  difficult  to  admit  Mrs.  Thomson's  infer-        j 
ence,  than  to  deny  the  possibility,  nay,  the  probability,  of        j 
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Mrs.  Maclean's  having  procured  a  bottle  of  Scheele's  pre- 
paration of  prussic  acid,  on  some  of  those  numerous  occa- 
sions of  her  spasmodic  seizures  to  which  she  had  been  subject 
in  England,  especially  after  those  severe  mental  disquietudes 
to  which  I  have  elsewhere  referred.  Any  very  intimate 
friend  who  visited  her  on  such  occasions,  and  found  her 
suffering  from  those  spasmodic  attacks,  might  have  spoken 
of  their  experience  of  the  effects  of  that  medicine  in  such 
seizures;  and  if  she  acted  on  their  suggestion  while  so 
suffering,  the  probability  is,  she  would  not  have  waited 
to  procure  the  sanction  of  her  ordinary  physician,  but 
would  have  sent  to  the  nearest  apothecary's  for  the  medi- 
cine and  not  to  a  druggist  in  Oxford  Street,  upwards  of 
two  miles  from  her  place  of  abode. . 

But,  supposing  that  the  idea  of  self-destruction  had  ever 
entered  the  head  of  L.  E.  L.  while  residing  in  England, 
and  previously  to  her  marriage,  is  it  not  quite  clear  that  it 
is  not  from  her  regular  medical  attendant  she  would  have 
sought  a  prescription  for  such  a  drug?  and  it  is  not  at  the 
druggist's  where  she  had  her  prescriptions  made  up  for 
many  years  she  would  have  sought  this  dangerous  drug. 
In  such  a  case,  it  is  quite  evident  the  inference  of  Mrs. 
Thomson  would  be  deserving  of  no  consideration. 

But  there  are  two  difficulties  connected  with  this  sub- 
ject which  present  themselves  to  my  mind,  and  I  am  quite 
at  a  loss  to  solve  them.  The  uncorked  phial  which  Mrs. 
Bayley  deposed  she  had  found  in  the  hand  of  her  dead 
mistress,  when  produced  at  the  inquest  was  found  labelled 
— "Acid  Hydrocianicum  delatum  Pharm :  Lond.  1836: 
medium  dose  5  minims"  But  not  one  word  was  mentioned 
in  any  of  the  depositions  as  to  the  name  and  address  of  the 
druggist  or  apothecary,  which  invariably,  I  believe,  are  to 
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be  found  at  the  top  and  botttom  of  all  labels  of  poisonous 
drugs  of  this  description. 

This  bottle  was  not  produced  to  me  by  Dr.  Cobbold  nor 
by  Mr.  Maclean  when  I  was  at  Cape  Coast  Castle;  and 
Dr.  Cobbold  had  professed  to  afford  me  all  the  information 
he  could  give  me  on  the  subject  of  my  inquiries  touching 
the  death*  of  Mrs.  Maclean.  And  very  unfortunately  the 
great  importance  of  that  circumstance  had  totally  escaped 
my  attention  at  Cape  Coast  Castle;  it  never  occurred  to 
me  to  inquire  for  that  bottle,  and  to  examine  the  label,  with 
the  view  of  ascertaining  the  name  of  the  druggist  or 
apothecary  from  whom  it  had  been  obtained. 

The  other  difficulty  above  referred  to  is  this :  Mr. 
Cruickshank,  commenting  on  the  evidence  at  the  inquest, 
of  which  he  was  one  of  the  jurors,  says,  that  the  manner 
in  which  Mrs.  Bayley  alluded  to  the  important  circumstance 
of  finding  the  bottle  in  her  mistress's  hand,  only  doing  so 
in  answer  to  a  question  from  Mr.  Maclean,  and  the  manner 
Mrs.  Bayley  behaved  after  her  return  to  England,  making 
some  flagrantly  false  statements,  "  induced  hith  to  discredit 
altogether  Mrs.  Bayley's  testimony,  and  to  believe  that  the 
phial  had  not  been  found  in  Mrs.  Maclean's  hand  at  all." 
Yet  Mr.  Cruickshank  (the  friend  and  advocate,  be  it  ob- 
served, of  Mr.  Maclean)  makes  no  doubt  whatever  that 
Mrs.  Maclean  had  been  poisoned  by  prussic  acid,  and  had 
taken  that  drug  inadvertently  in  an  excessive  quantity. 

Here  ends  all  the  evidence  that  has  been  given  to  the 
public  on  this  mysterious  and  melancholy  affair.  Many  of 
those  with  whom  I  have  communicated  on  the  subject  at 
Cape  Coast  Castle  are  no  longer  living.  Mr.  Maclean  has 
been  long  dead ;  the  magistrate  before  whom  the  inquest 
was  held,  the  15th  of  October,  1838,  Mr.  Swansey,  is  dead; 
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Dr.  Cobbold,  the  medical  officer  of  the  Castle,  who  was 
examined  at  the  inquest,  is  dead,  and  Mr.  Brodie  Cruick- 
shank,  one  of  the  jurors  on  the  inquest,  whose  work, 
"Eighteen  years  on  the  Gold  Coast  of  Africa,"  &c,  was 
only  published  about  eighteen  months  ago,  has  just  ended 
an  early  career  in  Lisbon. 

Mrs.  Bayley,  on  her  arrival  in  England,  immediately 
after  the  death  of  Mrs.  Maclean,  manifested  some  striking 
evidences  of  an  inordinate  passion  for  notoriety.  Other 
persons  have  shown  an  undue  desire  to  make  a  public 
opinion  of  their  impressions,  and  to  have  Mr.  Maclean 
regarded,  as  he  was  by  them,  not  only  with  favour,  but 
with  deep  interest  and  affection.  Efforts  like  these  may  carry 
everything  before  them  for  a  time,  eventually,  however,  they 
not  only  fail,  but  the  pertinacity  with  which  they  are  made 
engenders  doubt,  stimulates  inquiry,  and  determines  its 
pursuit.  The  minds  of  people,  in  the  long  run,  revolt  at 
attempts  to  force  conclusions  on  them,  which  are  not  legiti- 
mately arrived  at. 

In  the  archives  of  the  Colonial  Office  and  its  printed 
reports,  there  are  various  documents  connected  with  the 
subject  of  the  administration  of  the  Gold  Coast  government, 
while  Mr.  Maclean  held  the  office  of  President  of  the  Council, 
recording  complaints  brought  against  it,  especially  on  ac- 
count of  the  execution  of  a  native  under  very  peculiar 
circumstances,  and  the  death  of  another  native  a  few  hours 
after  a  flogging,  administered  by  Mr.  Maclean's  orders,  and 
in  his  presence.  A  great  deal  of  matter  that  has  reference 
to  other  serious  complaints  against  Mr.  Maclean  I  have  not 
entered  into,  but  have  confined  myself  to  the  notice  of  two 
alleged  acts  of  his,  involving  the  gravest  of  all  responsibilities, 
even  when  those  merely  of  a  legal  nature  are  escaped  from. 
The  charge  and  the  defence  will  be  found  elsewhere. 

VOL  II.  u 
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In  February,  1841,  I  visited  Cape  Coast  Castle,  and 
sojourned  there  for  some  weeks  in  the  discharge  of  the 
duties  of  my  office  of  "  Commissioner  of  Inquiry  on  the 
Western  Coast  of  Africa."  Mr.  Maclean  was  then  Presi- 
dent of  the  Council  of  Government  of  Cape  Coast  Castle, 
the  senior  magistrate  of  the  settlement. 

When  I  arrived  at  Cape  Coast,  though  Mr.  Maclean 
was  absent  from  the  settlement,  I  found  a  room  had  been 
prepared  for  me  in  the  Castle,  which  was  then  undergoing 
extensive  repairs.  The  only  habitable  room  then  available 
for  me  was  the  one  which  was  called  Mrs.  Maclean's  room; 
it  was  the  room  in  which  she  was  found  dead.  The  furni- 
ture, bed-hangings,  muslin  decorations  round  frame  of  look- 
ing glass,  arrangement  of  prints,  everything,  in  short,  was 
in  the  same  state  as  when  the  room  was  used  by  her.  On 
Mr.  Maclean's  return  to  the  Castle,  he  expressed  much 
gratification  at  my  arrival;  and  in  the  course  of  our  first 
interview  on  that  occasion,  he  said  he  trusted  I  was  directed 
by  government  to  make  enquiries  into  the  circumstances  of 
the  death  of  Mrs.  Maclean  ;  that  he  had  been  foully 
slandered  and  injured  by  scandalous  reports  in  relation  to 
that  event  and  his  conduct  to  Mrs.  Maclean;  and  he 
would  be  rejoiced  to  hear  it  was  a  part  of  my  duly  to  make 
those  enquiries;  and  farther,  he  told  me  that  he  would 
furnish  documents  of  the  most  conclusive  kind,  that  would 
shew  the  vile  nature  of  the  reports  he  referred  to.  It 
evident  to  me  that  Mr.  Maclean  was  labouring  under 
erroneous  impression  on  the  subject  of  his  observations.  I 
assured  him  I  was  charged  with  no  such  enquiry  as  he  re- 
ferred to ;  that  I  was  directed  to  make  enquiries  solely  into 
the  alleged  assistance  given  by  English  commerce  at  oar 
Gold  Coast  settlements  to  slave-trading    pursuits, 
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generally  respecting  the  trade  and  condition  of  the  several 
British  factories. 

The  conversation  then  dropped;  but  it  was  resumed 
again,  and  Mr.  Maclean  insisted  on  reading  some  docu- 
ments, two,  I  think,  in  the  handwriting  of  Mrs.  Maclean, 
in  proof  of  the  perfect  state  of  ease  and  tranquillity  of  mind 
in  which  she  was  immediately  previous  to  her  decease. 
For  Mr.  Maclean's  satisfaction,  I  very  reluctantly  consented 
to  enter  on  the  inquiry  he  wished;  but  I  told  him,  having 
undertaken  to  do  so,  that  I  must  be  permitted  to  make  my 
own  inquiries  of  Dr.  Cobbold,  the  medical  man  who  had  been 
examined  on  the  inquest,  and  such  other  persons  as  I  might 
think  proper  to  communicate  with,  in  any  way  and  at  any 
time  I  chose  to  apply  to  them  for  information.  This  Mr. 
Maclean  at  once  readily  assented  to.  I  called  on  Dr. 
Cobbold,  without  any  previous  notice,  to  give  me  the  re- 
quisitions for  all  medical  stores  for  the  use  of  the  establish- 
ment that  existed  in  the  office  of  the  dispensary,  and  also 
all  druggists'  accounts  of  medicines  furnished  for  several 
years — all,  in  fact,  that  existed.  There  was  no  evidence 
of  prussic  acid  ever  having  been  ordered  or  procured 
from  England  or  elsewhere  for  the  use  of  the  establish- 
ment. 

I  made  all  the  inquiries  I  deemed  it  necessary  to  make 
about  the  appearance  of  the  body,  and  the  suddenness  of 
the  death  that  had  taken  place;  and  the  conviction  left  on 
my  mind  was,  that  Mrs.  Maclean  had  died  from  the  effects 
of  prussic  acid. 

I  was  satisfied  from  documentary  evidence  shewn  to  me 
by  Mr.  Maclean,  that  the  deceased  had  been  subject  in 
England  to  violent  spasmodic  attacks,  and  had  been  pre- 
scribed certain  drops  of  a  colourless  fluid,  which  she  was 
cautioned  to  use  with  the  greatest  care,  inasmuch  as  they 

u  2 
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were  of  a  poisonous  nature,  and  would  produce  death,  if 
taken  in  large  quantities. 

It  was  proved,  to  my  satisfaction,  by  the  evidence  of 
native  servants  and  native  soldiers,  who  were  constantly 
about  the  castle,  that  a  native  woman  (a  half-sister,  I  think, 
of  a  man  of  colour,  of  respectability,  living  in  Accra,  a  Mr. 
Bannerman),  who  had  been  living  with  Mr.  Maclean  up  to 
the  time  of  his  last  departure  for  England,  in  relations 
which  custom  sanctions  in  those  settlements,  but  which  no 
religious  ceremony  sanctifies,  had  continued  living  in  the 
Castle  up  to  the  time  of  the  arrival  of  the  vessel  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Maclean  at  the  settlement;  but  before  the  land- 
ing she  had  taken  her  departure  from  the  Castle,  and 
never  had  been  in  it  subsequently  to  their  arrival  there. 
I  saw  this  woman  at  Accra,  and  my  inquiries  at  that  place 
confirmed  the  accounts  which  had  been  given  to  me  at 
Cape  Coast. 

I  made  very  particular  inquiries  of  parties  who  were  on 
the  inquest,  some  who  were  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Maclean 
at  Cape  Coast,  and  intimate  with  her  up  to  the  day  of  her 
death,  one  of  whom,  I  believe,  enjoyed  the  confidence  of 
Mrs.  Maclean  more  than  any  other  English  resident  at 
Cape  Coast;  and  the  result  of  all  my  inquiries  was,  the 
conviction  that  Mrs.  Maclean  met  her  death  by  no  foul 
means;  that  the  native  woman,  whose  name  has  been  mixed 
up  with  various  rumours  and  suspicions  of  being  at  the 
Castle  at  the  time  of  Mrs.  Maclean's  death,  and  animated 
with  deadly  feelings  of  animosity  towards  her,  bad  neither 
hand,  nor  act,  nor  part  in  the  death  of  Mrs.  Maclean ;  that 
every  rumour  of  complicity  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Maclean  in 
any  alleged  crime  of  this  kind  was  utterly  unfounded,  as 
was  likewise  every  rumour  of  ill-treatment  of  his  wife, 
amounting  to  actual  violence,  or  outrage  even  of  violent 
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language  or  of  gesture  in  any  sudden  ebullition  of 
anger. 

On  the  morning  of  her  decease,  having  risen  about  seven 
o'clock,  she  left  her  husband's  room,  and  proceeded  to  her 
dressing-room,  which  was  a  separate  apartment,  and  occa- 
sionally her  bed-room  also.  She  began  writing  letters  on 
reaching  her  dressing-room,  and  continued  doing  so  till 
nearly  half-past  eight  o'clock,  attired  simply  in  a  white 
robe-de-chambre.* 

In  two  of  these  letters  there  were  certainly  expressions 
of  content  with  her  place  of  abode  and  mode  of  life;  there 
were  eulogistic  allusions  to  the  beauty  of  the  scenery,  the 
romantic  aspect  of  the  place,  and  richness  of  vegetation 
about  the  castle,  which  seemed  to  me  extravagant,  and 
utterly  at  variance  with  the  real  appearance  of  this  most 
desolate,  uncheering,  and  uninteresting  place  of  all  the  forts 
along  this  coast. 

These  letters  have  been  referred  to  in  confirmation  of 
the  declaration,  "  thai  an  unkind  word  had  never  passed 
between  Mrs.  Maclean  and  deponent." 

In  the  letter  just  referred  to,  addressed  to  her  "  dearest 
Marie,"  she  begins  with  eulogiums  on  the  castle,  which  was 
44  infinitely  superior  to  what  she  ever  dreamed  of."  The  rooms 
were  excellent.  The  building  was  fine;  she  did.  not  suffer 
from  heat.  44  Insects  there  are  few  or  none,  and,"  she  adds, 
44 1  am  in  excellent  health."  But  then  follows  the  admission 
of  the  dreariness  of  her  life — u  The  solitude,  except  an  oc- 
casional dinner,  is  absolute.  From  seven  in  the  morning 
till  seven  in  the  evening,  when  we  dine,  I  never  see  Mr. 
Maclean,  and  rarely  any  one  else"  But  then  she  informs 
her  friend,  she  was  welcomed  to  Cape  Coast  by  a  series  of 
dinners,  which  she  is  glad  are  over,  44  for  it  is  very  awk- 

•  The  letter  to  Mrs.  Hall  was  published  in  M  The  Times"  newspaper. 
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ward  to  be  the  only  lady;  still  the  great  kindness,"  she 
observes,  "  with  which  I  have  been  treated,  and  the  very 
pleasant  manners  of  many  of  the  gentlemen,  have  made  me 
feel  it  as  little  as  possible."  At  the  end  of  the  letter  she 
says,  "  /  have  not  yet  felt  the  want  of  society  the  least  I 
do  not  wish  to  form  new  friends,  and  never  does  a  day 
pass  without  thinking  most  affectionately  of  the  old  ones." 
Once  more  she  eulogises,  after  a  sorrowful  fashion,  the  sea 
views  from  the  castle — "  On  three  sides  we  are  surrounded 
by  the  sea.  I  like  the  perpetual  dash  on  the  rocks ;  one 
wave  comes  up  after  another,  and  is  for  ever  dashed  to 
pieces,  like  human  hopes  that  can  only  swell  to  be  disap- 
pointed. We  advance — up  springs  the  shining  froth  of 
love  or  hope — a  moment  white  and  gone  for  ever."  And 
then,  as  if  suddenly  reminded  of  the  key  in  which  the  tone 
of  all  her  homeward  communications  (except  to  one  friend) 
was  to  be  pitched,  she  breaks  out  into  the  old  strain  of 
delight  with  scenery,  that  really  had  nothing  to  make  it 
sublime  or  beautiful  but  the  enchantment  of  poetry  and 
the  power  of  her  brilliant  fancy. 

44  The  land  view,  with  its  cocoa  and  palm  trees,  b  very 
striking — it  is  like  a  scene  in  the  Arabian  Nights.  Of  a 
night  the  beauty  is  very  remarkable :  the  sea  is  of  a  silvery 
purple,  and  the  moon  deserves  all  that  has  been  said  in  her 
favour.  I  have  only  once  been  out  of  the  fort  by  day- 
light, and  then  was  delighted.  The  salt  lakes  were  first 
dyed  a  deep  crimson  by  the  setting  sun,  and  as  we  returned 
they  seemed  a  faint  violet  in  the  twilight,  just  broken 
by  a  thousand  stars;  while  before  us  was  the  red  beacon 
light." 

A  wilderness  of  seared  verdure  and  tangled  shrubs  and 
stunted  bushes — a  jungle  and  a  swamp — realizing  the  beau 
ideal  of  desolation — this  was  the  scenery  that  met  the  eyes 
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of  poor  L.  E.  L.,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  clumps  of 
trees,  from  the  time  she  arrived  at  Cape  Coast  Castle  till 
she  reached  the  truly  dismal  swamps  in  the  vicinity,  in  one 
of  her  excursions,  which  the  creative  power  of  imagination, 
all  potent  to  adorn,  embellish,  or  brighten,  clad  with  beauty, 
and  illumined  with  a  thousand  stars. 

The  silvery  purple  of  the  moon-lit  sea  may  have  existed, 
but  it  certainly  was  not  easily  discernible  from  the  windows 
of  Cape  Coast  Castle. 

The  ink  was  hardly  dry  on  the  paper  which  contained 
that  last  poetic  image  of  the  resemblance  between  the  per- 
petual dashing  of  the  waves  on  the  rocks  on  the  sea  shore, 
and  the  dashing  in  pieces  of  human  hopes  with  their  shining 
froth  of  love  and  expectation — "  a  moment  white  and  gone 
for  ever  " — when  she  who  gave  expression  to  the  thought, 
the  child  of  song — England's  own  dearly  beloved  and  gifted 
daughter,  L.  E.  L.,  was  lying  a  pale  corpse,  and  strangers 
only,  or  those  with  hearts  to  her  as  those  of  strangers, 
were  gathered  round  all  that  remained  of  so  much  genius, 
so  much  kindness,  gentleness,  and  sweetness  of  disposition. 

The  conviction  left  on  my  mind  by  all  the  inquiries  I 
had  made,  and  the  knowledge  I  had  gained  of  the  peculiari- 
ties of  Mr.  Maclean,  was,  that  the  marriage  of  L.  E.  L. 
with  him  was  ill-assorted,  ill-calculated  to  promote  her 
happiness,  or  to  secure  her  peace :  and  that  Mr.  Maclean, 
making  no  secret  of  his  entire  want  of  sympathy  with  her 
tastes,  of  repugnance  for  her  pursuits,  and  eventually  of 
entire  indifference  towards  her,  had  rendered  her  exceed- 
ingly unhappy.  In  such  circumstances  she  might  have 
been  suddenly  seized  with  those  spasms  to  which  she  was 
subject,  on  the  morning  of  her  decease,  and  have  taken 
unconsciously  an  undue  quantity  of  the  medicine  she  was 
in  the  habit  of  using  for  a  remedy  in  such  seizures;  but, 
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more  probably,  at  the  last  moment  of  her  preparations  for 
the  despatch  of  her  letters  by  the  vessel  about  to  sail  for 
England,  the  idea  of  losing  the  services  of  the  English 
woman  who  had  accompanied  her  to  the  settlement,  the 
only  English  or  European  woman  in  Cape  Coast,  the  only 
person  there,  probably,  intimately  acquainted  with  her  real 
feelings,  her  occasional  profound  dejection  and  depression  of 
spirits,  of  bodily  as  well  as  mental  energies,  the  excitement, 
too,  caused  by  writing  those  letters  which  were  found  on  the 
table  she  had  just  left;  the  terrible  contrast  in  them  of  her 
real  feelings,  with  the  masquerade  of  them  in  words  ex- 
pressive of  cheerfulness  and  content,  may  have  produced 
sudden  emotions  and  uncontrollable  impulses  of  passionate 
grief  and  despondency,  that  overwhelmed  reason,  and  in  a 
paroxysm  of  frenzy  have  led  to  self-destruction. 

The  same  evening — the  evening  of  the  day  on  which 
she  died,  the  15th  of  October,  with  more  haste  than  I 
think  was  necessary,  even  in  that  climate — the  remains  of 
the  ill-fated  L.E.L.  were  buried  by  torch  light,  in  the 
court-yard  of  the  castle. 

Mr.  Maclean's  friend,  Mr.  Cruickshank,  thus  writes  on 
the  subject: — 

"  In  those  warm  latitudes  interment  follows  death  with 
a  haste  which  often  cruelly  shocks  the  feelings.  Mrs. 
Maclean  was  buried  the  same  evening  within  the  precincts 
of  the  castle.  Mr.  Topp  read  the  funeral  service,  and  the 
whole  of  the  residents  assisted  at  the  solemn  ceremony. 
The  grave  was  lined  with  walls  of  brick  and  mortar,  with 
an  arch  over  the  coffin.  Soon  after  the  conclusion  of  the 
service,  one  of  those  heavy  showers  only  known  in  tropical 
climates  suddenly  came  on.  All  departed  for  their  houses. 
I  remained  to  see  the  arch  completed.  The  bricklayers 
were  obliged  to  get  a  covering  to  protect  them  and  their 
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work  from  the  rain.  Night  had  come  on  before  the  paving 
stones  were  all  put  down  over  the  grave,  and  the  workmen 
finished  their  business  by  torchlight.  How  sadly  yet  does 
that  night  of  gloom  return  to  my  remembrance!  How 
sad  were  then  my  thoughts,  as  wrapped  up  in  my  cloak  I 
stood  beside  the  grave  of  L.E.L.,  under  that  pitiless  torrent 
of  rain !  I  fancied  what  would  be  the  thoughts  of  thousands 
in  England,  if  they  could  see  and  know  the  meaning  of  that 
flickering  light,  of  those  busy  workmen,  and  of  that  silent 
watcher !  I  thought  of  yesterday,  when  at  the  same  time 
I  was  taking  my  seat  beside  her  at  dinner,  and  now,  oh ! 
how  very — very  sad  the  change." 

The  same  night  of  the  death  and  burial  of  his  wife, 
Captain  Maclean  ordered  his  yacht  to  be  in  readiness  to 
put  to  sea,  embarked  and  proceeded  to  Accra. 

For  upwards  of  two  years,  no  monumental  stone  of  any 
kind  marked  the  spotwhere  the  remains  of  L.E.L.  lay  buried. 

Shortly  before  my  departure  from  England,  Lady  Bles- 
sington  charged  me  with  a  commission,  to  be  executed  on 
my  ^arrival  at  Cape  Coast — namely,  to  obtain  the  permission 
of  Mr.  Maclean  to  erect  a  monument,  at  her  ladyship's 
expense,  over  the  remains  of  her  deceased  friend.  I  felt 
some  hesitation,  for  some  days  after  my  arrival,  in  speak- 
ing to  Mr.  Maclean  on  the  subject,  but  at  length  I  com- 
municated to  him  Lady  Blessington's  wishes.  Mr.  Mac- 
clean  said  it  was  unnecessary —  he  had  already  ordered  out 
from  England  a  mural  slab,  with  an  inscription ;  and  it  had 
been  lying  for  some  time  in  a  store  in  the  Castle,  and  he 
would  have  it  put  up  shortly.  In  a  day  or  two  after  this 
conversation,  I  heard  some  firing  of  guns  early  in  the 
morning;  on  inquiry  I  found  the  firing  was  the  inaugura- 
tion of  the  monumental  tablet,  which  had  been  set  up  in 
the  wall  opposite  the  grave  of  Mrs.  Maclean. 
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There  is  a  spacious  court-yard  in  front  of  the  Castle, 
surrounded  by  dungeons  (well  filled  with  human  Pawns  bj 
Mr.  Maclean)  which  had  formerly  been  used  for  slave  bar* 
racones;  and  this  court-yard  is  now  the  place  of  exerci* 
and  parade  for  the  native  soldiers  who  form  the  garrison  of 
Cape  Coast  Castle.  In  the  centre  of  this  court  the  remtini 
of  L.  £.  L.  are  deposited. 

A  small  white  marble  tablet,  inserted  in  the  castle  will, 
bears  the  following  inscription : — 

Hie  jacet  sepultum 

Omne  quod  mortale  fait 

Lbtitlb  Elizabeths  McLean, 

Quam,  egregft  ornatam  indole, 

Musis  unic&  amatam, 

Omniumque  amores  secum  trahentem, 

In  ipso  aetatis  flore, 

Mors  immatura  rapuit, 

Die  Octobris  xv.,  jld.  mdcccxxxviil, 

-Etat  36. 

Quod  spectas  viator  marmor, 

Vanum  heu  doloris  monumentum, 

Conjux  moerens  erexit 

Words  might  be  added  to  it,  and  truth  suffer  no  wrong: 

This  monument  is  the  only  memorial 

That  is  left  at  Cape  Coast  Castle, 

Of  the  untimely  fate 

Of  a  woman  everywhere  else  beloved, 

And  honoured  for  her  genius. 

Who  died  here,  after  a  residence  of  two  months 

Wearied  of  life,  and  wanting  all 

Sympathy,  where  Nature  itself  has  nothing 

That  is  cheering  in  its  aspect 

Or  its  influences. 


MEMOIR  OF  L.   E.   L.  299 

The  room  of  poor  L.  E.  L.,  which  was  mine  while  I  re- 
mained at  Cape  Coast  Castle,  was,  I  have  already  observed,  as 
to  furniture  and  decorations,  just  as  it  had  been  at  the  time 
of  her  death.  It  had  never  been  occupied,  I  was  told,  after 
that  event,  till  it  was  assigned  to  me.  I  was  seized  with  fever, 
of  the  genuine  African  type,  which  has  carried  off  so 
many  Europeans  on  this  coast,  some  weeks  after  my 
arrival;  and  the  first  intimation  I  had  of  the  attack,  was 
the  recurrence,  one  night,  after  a  long  day's  work  at 
my  report,  of  a  frightful  dream,  or,  rather,  a  half- waking, 
half-sleeping  sort  of  hallucination,  in  which  I  fancied 
the  form  of  Mrs.  Maclean,  clad  in  a  white  dress,  was 
extended  before  me  lifeless  on  the  floor,  on  the  spot 
where  I  had  been  told  her  body  had  been  discovered 
by  her  servant  woman.  This  imaginary  white  object  lay 
between  my  bed  and  the  window,  through  which  the  moon 
was  shining  brightly,  and  every  time  I  raised  myself,  and 
examined  closely  this  spot,  on  which  the  moon  beams  fell  in 
a  slanting  direction,  the  imaginary  form  would  cease  to  be 
discernible;  and  then  in  a  few  minutes,  when  I  might  doze 
or  feel  unable  by  any  efforts  to  keep  attention  alive — the 
same  appalling  figure  would  present  itself  to  my  imagina- 
tion ;  till  at  length,  on  collecting  my  thoughts,  the  conviction 
came  that  I  was  labouring  under  fever;  and  the  next 
morning  I  was  laid  up,  with  all  the  worst  symptoms  of  that 
formidable  disease  fully  and  violently  manifested. 

If  I  had  not  brought  out  a  servant  with  me,  I  must  have 
died.  Attention  it  would  have  been  quite  in  vain  to  expect 
from  the  servants  of  Mr.  Maclean ;  and  as  for  that  gentleman 
himself,  the  only  appearance  of  attention  or  care  of  any  kind 
he  exhibited  during  the  whole  course  of  my  illness,  while  I 
was  under  his  roof  and,  as  it  was  generally  supposed,  in  the 
utmost  danger,  was  an  occasional  call  at  the  door  for  a 
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few  seconds,  or  at  the  bedside  late  in  the  evening,  and  * 
single  inquiry,  how  I  felt;  after  which,  with  an  appearance 
of  unconcern  and  cold  indifference  that  was  horrifying  to 
me  in  my  weak  condition,  he  would  turn  on  his  heel 
and  walk  away,  as  if  it  was  a  matter  to  him  of  the  smallest 
possible  importance  whether  I  lived  or  died. 

Not  one  cheering  word,  in  the  course  of  that  severe  and 
protracted  illness,  did  he  ever  address  to  me." 

When  I  began  to  have  some  hopes  of  recovery,  my  faith- 
ful servant — a  West  Indian   mulatto — came   to  me  one 
afternoon  in  a  state  of  terror  and  bewilderment,  and  told 
me  to  take  no  more  drink;  that  I  should  be  a  dead  man  if 
I  tasted  a  drop  of  anything  that  was  made  by  any  hands  but 
his.  With  difficulty  I  got  him  to  explain  matters :  he  had  on 
several  occasions  words  with  the  native  servant  who  acted  as 
cook,  or  the  cook's  assistant,  I  forget  which,  about  prepar- 
ing the  drink  I  was  in  the  habit  of  taking,  but  on  that 
particular   occasion,  while  engaged  in  conversation  with 
some  person  in  the  kitchen,  he  observed  the  cook,  or  his 
assistant,  approach  the  fire-place,  and  empty  the  contents  of 
a  small  white  paper  in  the  saucepan.     My  servant  imme- 
diately rushed  forward,  and  asked  him  what  he  had  put  in 
the   drink  for  his  master?     The  man  said  he  had  been 
putting  some  salt  in  it.     My  servant  said  he  ought  not  to 
have  put  anything  in  it.     The  man  was  embarrassed,  and 
my  servant  came  away  with  the  impression  that  my  drink 
was  drugged.     It  was  then  late  in  the  afternoon.     I  told 
my  servant  to  say  nothing  more  on  the  subject.     I  took  no 
more  drink  that  day  and  throughout  the  night,  except  some 
water  in  small  quantities,  and  even  that  with  some  appre- 
hension.    The  following  morning,  at  the  dawn,  I  sent  for 
the  native  sergeant,  who  was  the  chief  subaltern  in  charge 
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of  the  soldiers  of  the  castle,  and  desired  him  to  prepare 
quickly  some  sort  of  litter  to  enable  me  to  take  a  short  ex- 
cursion, for  I  was  still  confined  to  my  bed  in  a  state  of 
extreme  prostration.  I  then  wrote  a  letter  to  an  Irish 
resident  merchant  in  Capetown,  telling  him  I  was  about  to 
trespass  on  his  hospitality  for  a  few  days;  and  having  with 
much  difficulty  written  a  letter  to  Mr.  Maclean,  informing 
him  that  I  deemed  it  necessary  to  change  the  air,  and 
thanking  him  for  his  hospitality,  I  was  removed  from  the 
castle. 

I  was  carried  down  stairs  out  of  my  bed  by  a  number  of 
the  native  soldiers,  placed  on  the  litter  more  dead  than  alive, 
and  I  blessed  my  stars  when  I  found  myself  outside  the 
threshold  of  Cape  Coast  Castle.  I  was  conveyed  in  a  sorry 
plight  to  the  house  of  Captain  Stanley,  where  I  was  cordially 
received,  kindly  treated,  and  to  the  kindness  and  attention 
I  received  from  Captain  Stanley  and  his  nephew,  I  feel, 
under  Providence,  I  am  indebted  for  my  life.  1  have  no 
doubt  but  that  my  servant's  apprehensions  for  my  safety 
were  well  founded. 

I  have  not  the  remotest  idea,  however,  that  Mr.  Maclean 
was  cognizant  of  the  danger  I  incurred  at  the  hands  of  his 
servants ;  neither  do  I  think  his  interference,  had  he  known 
it,  would  have  been  sufficiently  energetic  for  my  safety. 
His  apathy  was  invincible. 

Mr.  George  Maclean  died  at  Cape  Coast,  the  28th  of  May, 
1847,  holding  the  office  of  Judicial  Assessor  in  that  Colony 
at  the  time  of  his  decease.  In  the  notice  of  his  death, 
which  appeared  in  the  Annual  Register  for  1847,  it  is 
erroneously  stated  "  he  was  formerly  Governor-in-Chief." 
Mr.  Maclean  never  held  the  office  of  Governor,  either 
Lieutenant  or  in  chief,  of  any  British  Colony  on  the  west 
coast  of  Africa. 
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The  military  title  of  Captain,  which  is  conferred  on  him 
in  the  same  notice,  was  one  of  Colonial  acquisition,  Mr. 
Maclean  having  joined  the  Royal  African  Corps  after  the 
peace. 

The  first  Governor  of  Cape  Coast  Castle  was  Captain  HiD, 
R.N.  He  was  succeeded  by  Captain  Winniet  of  the  Navy, 
who  was  appointed  Lieutenant-Governor  of  Her  Majesty's 
forts  and  settlements  on  the  Gold  Coast  of  Africa,  October 
24th,  1845 ;  and  was  advanced  to  the  title  of  Governor  and 
Commander-in-Chief  when  the  settlements  were  made  inde- 
pendent of  Sierra  Leone  in  1850.  He  was  knighted  in 
1849,  and  died  at  Accra  on  the  Gold  Coast  in  1851. 

Mr.  Maclean  survived  his  wife  thirteen  years  and  a  half: 
his  remains  were  deposited  by  the  side  of  those  of  L.  E.  L., 
in  the  Fort  yard,  with  military  honours. 

Had  Mr.  Maclean  lived  only  three  months  longer,  be 
would  have  been  in  possession  of  a  fortune  exceeding 
£20,000. 

In  the  month  of  January,  1848,  his  uncle,  Lieu  tenant- 
General  Sir  John  Maclean,  K.C.B.,  K.T.S.,  and  K.C., 
Colonel  of  the  27th  Foot,  died. 

This  distinguished  officer  entered  the  army  in  1794 :  pro- 
moted to  the  rank  of  Captain  in  1797,  he  served  in  Ireland 
during  the  Rebellion  of  1798,  in  Holland  in  1799,  in  1801 
in  Egypt.  He  obtained  his  majority  in  1804,  and  was 
gazetted  Lieutenant-Colonel  in  1808,  accompanied  Sir 
John  Moore  in  the  expedition  to  Liveden,  embarked  fipr  the 
Peninsula  the  same  year,  was  at  the  battle  of  Busaqo  in 
1810,  at  the  siege  of  Badajos  in  1811,  the  battles  of  Sala- 
manca, Vittoria,  the  Pyrenees,  and  the  engagement  near 
Pampeluna  in  1813.  He  was  present  in  the  battles  of  the 
the  Nivelle,  Bayonne,  Orthes,  and  at  Toulouse  on  the  10th 
of  April,  1814,  where  for  the  fifth  time  he  was  wounded. 
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He  subsequently  served  in  France  from  July,  1815,  to 
February,  1816,  and  was  promoted  to  the  rank  of  Major- 
General  in  1825,  and  to  that  of  Lieutenant-General  in 
1838.  Sir  John  married  in  1819,  and  had  issue  an  only 
son,  who  died  in  infancy.  The  bulk  of  his  fortune  he  be- 
queathed to  his  nephew,  Mr.  George  Maclean,  of  the  Gold 
Coast,  the  son  of  an  elder  brother,  the  Reverend  James 
Maclean,  of  Urquhart  in  Morayshire. 

Among  the  papers  of  Lady  Blessington  I  find  some  re- 
markable verses,  entitled — 

A  LAMENT  FOR  L.  E.  L. 
These  beautiful  lines  bear  no  signature,  but  were  sent  to 
Lady  Blessington  by  W.  S.  Landor.  From  a  notice  of  them 
which  appeared  in  the  Athenaeum  of  February  3rd,  1853, 
I  am  led  to  believe  they  were  written  by  Miss  Theodosia 
Yarrow,  a  very  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Landor. 

"  The  tweet  singer  departed — the  summer  bird  gone  from  the  garden  of  his 
love — it  hath  waited  for  him — will  he  not  come  again  ?  " 

"  A  dirge  for  the  departed !  bend  we  low, 
Around  the  bed  of  her  unwakening  rest 
Still  be  the  hoarse  voice  of  discordant  woe, 
Still  as  the  heart  within  her  marble  breast, 
Which  stirs  not  at  the  cry  of  those  she  loved  the  best. 

€€  A  dirge — Oh  weave  it  of  low  murmurings, 

And  count  the  pauses  by  warm  dropping  tears, 

Sweeter,  yet  sadder  than  the  woodlark  sings, 

Amid  the  shower  of  April's  fitful  wings 
Bl  the  faint  melody ;  the  name  it  bears 
Shall  thrill  our  England's  heart  for  many  linked  years. 

t€  Our  far-off  England  I  oft  times  would  she  sit, 
With  moist  eyes  gazing  o'er  the  lustrous  deep, 
Through  distance,  change,  and  time ;  beholding  it 
In  its  green  beauty,  while  the  sea  did  keep 
A  whispering  noise,  to  lull  her  spirit's  visioned  sleep. 
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"  And  fondly  would  she  watch'  the  evening  breeze 
Steal,  crushing  the  smooth  ocean's  sultry  blue, 
As  'twere  a  messsage  from  her  own  tall  trees, 
Waving  her  back  to  them,  and  flowers,  and  bees, 
And  loving  looks,  from  which  her  young  heart  drew 
Its  riches,  and  all  the  joys  her  winged  childhood  knew. 

"  And  smiling  in  their  distant  loveliness, 

Like  phantoms  of  the  desert — till  the  tide 
Of  passionate  yearnings  burst  in  wild  excess 
Over  her  gentle  heart :  the  home  sick  bride 
Whelming  both  lute  and  life,  and  the  sweet  minstrel  died. 

"  Spring  shall  return  to  that  beloved  shore, 

With  health  of  leaves,  and  buds,  and  wild  wood  songs, 

But  hers  the  sweetest  with  its  tearful  lore, 

Its  womanly  fond  gushes  come  no  more, 
Breathing  the  cadenced  poesy  that  throngs 
To  pure  and  fervid  lips  unstained  by  cares  and  wrongs. 

"  Oh !  never  more  shall  her  benignant  spell 
Fan  those  dim  embers  in  a  worldly  heart, 
Which  once  were  love  and  sympathy — nor  tell 
Of  griefs  borne  patiently  with  such  sweet  art 
As  wins  e'en  selfish  pain  from  brooding  o'er  his  smart 

"  Oh  never  more !  the  burden  of  the  strain, 

Be  those  sad  hopeless  words  ! — then  make  her  bed 
Near  shadowy  boughs,  that  she  may  dwell  again 
Where  her  own  English  violets  bloom  and  fade, 
The  sole  sweet  records  clustered  o'er  her  head 
In  this  strange  land — to  tell  where  our  beloved  is  la&" 

LETTER  FROM  LADY  BLESSINGTON  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  L.  E.  L.  TO 

LADY  W. 

"  Gore  House,  January  29th,  1839. 
"My  Dear  Madam, 

"  Indisposition  must  plead  my  excuse  for  not  having  kxmwt 
given  you  the  sad  particulars  I  promised  in  my  last ;  when  that 
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cause  for  my  silence  had  subsided,  the  dangerous  illness  of  Lord 
Canterbury  threw  me  into  such  an  alarm  and  anxiety,  that  it  is 
only  to-day,  when  letters  from  Paris  assure  me  that  he  is  recover- 
ing, that  I  feel  equal  to  the  task  of  writing. 

"  Poor,  dear,  L.  E.  L.  lost  her  father,  who  was  a  Captain  in  the 
army,  while  she  was  yet  a  child.  He  had  married  the  widow  of 
an  army  agent,  a  woman  not  of  refined  habits,  and  totally  un- 
suited  to  him.  On  his  death,  his  brother,  the  late  Dean  of 
Exeter,  interested  himself  for  his  nephew  and  niece,  the  sole 
children  left  by  Captain  Landon ;  and  deeming  it  necessary  to 
remove  them  from  their  mother,  placed  the  girl  (poor  L.  E.  L.) 
at  school ;  and  the  boy  at  another.  At  an  unusually  early  age 
she  manifested  the  genius  for  which  she  afterwards  became  so 
deservedly  popular.  On  leaving  school,  her  uncle  placed  her 
under  the  protection  of  her  grandmother,  whose  exigences  rendered 
the  life  of  her  gifted  grandchild  anything  but  a  happy  one.  Her 
first  poetical  effusions  were  published  many  years  ago,  and 
the  whole  of  the  sum  they  produced  was  appropriated  to  her 
grandmother. 

"  Soon  after,  L.  E.  L.  became  acquainted  with  Mr.  [  ] 

who,  charmed  with  her  talents,  encouraged  their  exertion  by  in- 
serting her  poems  in  a  Literary  Journal,  with  all  the  encomium 
they  merited.  This  notice  drew  the  attention  of  publishers  on 
her,  and,  alas !  drew  also  the  calumny  and  hatred  of  the  envious, 
which  ceased  not  to  persecute  her  through  her  troubled  life ;  and 
absolutely  drove  her  from  her  native  land.  There  was  no  slander 
too  vile,  and  no  assertion  too  wicked,  to  heap  on  the  fame  of  this 
injured  creature.  Mr.  [  ],  a  married  man  and  the  father  of 
a  large  family,  many  of  whom  were  older  than  L.  E.  L.,  was  said 
to  have  been  her  lover,  and  it  was  publicly  stated  that  she  had 
become  too  intimately  connected  with  him.  Those  who  disbelieved 
the  calumny  refrained  not  from  repeating  it,  until  it  became  a 
general  topic  of  conversation.  Her  own  sex,  fearful  of  censure, 
had  not  courage  to  defend  her,  and  this  highly  gifted  and  sensi- 
tive creature,  without  having  committed  a  single  error,  found 
herself  a  victim  to  slander.  More  than  one  advantageous  proposal 
of  marriage  was  made  to  her ;  but  no  sooner  was  this  known,  than 
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anonymous  letters  were  sent  to  the  persons  who  wished  to  wed 
her,  filled  with  charges  against  her  honour.  Some  of  her  suitors, 
wholly  discrediting  these  calumnies,  but  thinking  it  due  to  her  to 
refute  them,  instigated  inquiries  to  trace  them  to  the  original 
source  whence  they  came ;  not  a  single  proof  could  be  had  of 
even  the  semblance  of  guilt,  though  a  thousand  were  furnished  of 
perfect  innocence.  Wounded  and  humiliated,  poor  L.  E.  L. 
refused  to  wed  those  who  could,  however  worthy  the  motive, 
seem  to  doubt  her  honour,  or  instigate  inquiry  into  her  conduct ; 
and  from  year  to  year  dragged  on  a  life  of  mortification  and 
sorrow.  Pride  led  her  to  conceal  what  she  suffered,  but  those 
who  best  knew  her  were  aware  that  for  many  months  sleep  couH 
only  be  obtained  through  the  aid  of  narcotics,  and  that  violent 
spasms  and  frequent  attacks  of  the  nerves  left  her  seldom  free 
from  acute  suffering.  The  effort  to  force  a  gaiety  she  was  far 
from  feeling,  increased  her  sufferings  even  to  the  last  The  first 
use  she  made  of  the  money  produced  by  her  writings  was  to  buy 
an  annuity  for  her  grandmother  ;  that  grandmother,  whose 
acerbity  of  temper  and  wearying  exigeance  had  embittered  her 
home.  She  then  went  to  reside  in  Hans  Place,  with  some 
elderly  ladies  who  kept  a  school,  and  here  again  calumny  as- 
sailed her.  Dr.  M.,  a  married  man,  and  father  of  grown 
daughters,  was  now  named  as  her  paramour ;  and  though  his 
habits,  age,  appearance,  and  attachment  to  his  wife,  ought  to  have 
precluded  the  possibility  of  attaching  credence  to  so  absurd  a 
piece  of  scandal,  poor  L.  E.  L.  was  again  attacked  in  a  maimer 
that  nearly  sent  her  to  the  grave.  This  last  falsehood  was  in- 
vented little  more  than  four  years  ago,  when  some  of  those  who 
disbelieved  the  other  scandal,  affected  to  give  credit  to  this,  and 
stung  the  sensitive  mind  of  poor  L.  E.  L.  almost  to  madness  by 
their  hypocritical  conduct  About  this  time  Mr.  Maclean  became 
acquainted  with  her,  and  after  some  months  proposed  for  b«r 
hand.  Wrung  to  the  quick  by  the  slanders  heaped  on  her,  she 
accepted  his  offer ;  but  he  deemed  it  necessary  to  return  to  Cape 
Coast  Castle  for  a  year,  before  the  nuptials  could  be  solemniied. 
He  returned  at  the  expiration  of  that  term,  renewed  his  offer,  and 
she,  poor,  dear  soul !  informed  all  her  friends — and  me,  amongst 
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the  number — of  her  acceptance  of  it,  and  of  her  intention  of  soon 
leaving  England  with  him.  Soon  after  this,  Mr.  Maclean  went 
to  Scotland,  and  remained  there  many  months,  without  writing  a 
single  line  to  his  betrothed.  Her  feelings  under  this  treatment 
you  can  well  imagine.  Beset  by  inquiries  from  all  her  friends  as 
to  where  Mr.  Maclean  was?  when  she  was  to  be  married?  &c, 
&c ;  all  indicating  a  strong  suspicion  that  he  had  heard  the 
reports,  and  would  appear  no  more,  a  serious  illness  assailed 
her,  and  reduced  her  to  the  brink  of  the  grave ;  when  her  [  ] 
wrote  and  demanded  an  explanation  from  Mr.  Maclean. 

"  He  answered,  that  fearing  the  climate  of  Africa  might  prove 
fatal  to  her,  he  had  abandoned  the  intention  of  marrying,  and  felt 
embarrassed  at  writing  to  say  so. 

"  She,  poor  soul !  mistook  his  hesitation  and  silence  for  gene- 
rosity, and  wrote  to  him  a  letter  fraught  with  affection :  the  ill- 
starred  union  was  again  proposed,  but  on  condition  that  it  should 
be  kept  a  secret  even  from  the  friends  she  was  residing  with. 
From  the  moment  of  his  return  from  Scotland  to  that  of  their  de- 
parture, he  was  moody,  mysterious,  and  ill-humoured— continually 
sneering  at  literary  ladies — speaking  slightingly  of  her  works — 
and,  in  short,  showing  every  symptom  of  a  desire  to  disgust  her. 
Sir  [  ]  remonstrated  with  her  on  his  extraordinary  mode  of 
proceeding ;  so  did  all  her  friends ;  but  the  die  was  cast  Her 
pride  shrunk  from  the  notion  of  again  having  it  said  that  another 
marriage  was  broken  off;  and  she  determined  not  to  break  with 
him.  Mystery  on  mystery  followed ;  no  friend  or  relative  of  his 
— though  an  uncle  and  aunt  were  in  London — sanctioned  the 
marriage ;  nay  more,  it  is  now  known  that  two  days  previous  to 
it,  he,  on  being  questioned  by  his  uncle,  denied  positively  the 
fact  of  his  intention  to  be  married. 

w  The  marriage  was  a  secret  one,  and  not  avowed  until  a  very 
few  days  previous  to  their  sailing  for  Africa ;  he  refused  to  permit 
her  own  maid,  who  had  long  served  her,  to  accompany  her,  and 
it  was  only  at  the  eleventh  hour,  that  he  could  be  induced  to 
permit  a  strange  servant  to  be  her  attendant  His  conduct  on 
board  ship  was  cold  and  moody,  for  her  broken-hearted  [  ], 
whom  I  have  seen,  told  me  that  the  captain  of  the  ship  said  that 
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Mr.  Maclean  betrayed  the  utmost  indifference  towards  her.  This 
indifference  continued  at  Cape  Castle,  and,  what  was  worse,  dis- 
content, ill  humour,  and  reproaches  at  her  ignorance  of  house- 
keeping met  her  every  day,  until,  as  she'  writes  to  her  [  ], 
her  nerves  became  so  agitated,  that  the  sound  of  his  voice  made 
her  tremble.  She  was  required  to  do  the  work  of  a  menial ;  her 
female  servant  was  discharged,  and  was  to  sail  the  day  that  the 
hapless  L.  E.  L.  died.  She  has  come  to  England.  L.  E.  L.  thus 
writes  to  her  [  ] :  '  There  arq,  eleven  or  twelve  chambers  here 
empty,  I  am  told,  yet  Mr.  Maclean  refuses  to  let  me  have  one 
of  them  for  my  use,  nor  will  he  permit  me  to  enter  the  bed-room 
from  the  hour  I  leave  it,  seven  in  the  morning,  until  he  quits  it  at 
one  in  the  afternoon.  He  expects  me  to  cook,  wash,  iron;  in 
short,  to  do  the  work  of  a  servant  I  never  see  him  until  seven 
in  the  evening,  when  he  comes  to  dinner ;  and  when  that  is  over, 
he  plays  the  violin  until  ten  o'clock,  when  I  go  to  bed.  He  says 
he  will  never  cease  correcting  me  until  he  has  broken  my  spirit, 
and  complains  of  my  temper,  which  you  know  was  never,  even 
under  heavy  trials,  bad.' 

"  This  was  the  last  account  Mr.  [  ]  ever  received.  Judge 
then  of  his  wretchedness. 

"  It  is  now  known  that  Mr.  Maclean  had  formed  a  liaison  at  Cape 
Castle  with  a  woman  of  that  country,  by  whom  he  has  a  large 
family ;  such  liaisons  are  not  considered  disreputable  here,  and 
the  women  are  treated  as  wives.  This  person  lived  in  the  Castle 
as  its  mistress  until  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Maclean  and  poor  L.  E.  L, 
when  she  was  sent  off  up  the  country.  This  woman  was  the 
niece  of  one  of  the  merchants  who  sat  on  the  inquest  All  the 
servants,  with  the  exception'of  the  man  and  his  wife  brought  out 
by  L.  E.  L.,  were  the  creatures  of  the  former  mistress ;  the  whole 
of  the  female  natives  detest  English  women  because  the  presence 
of  one  of  them  banishes  them  from  the  society  where  they  are 
tolerated  in  their  absence. 

"  Mr.  Maclean  admits  that  indisposition  and  mental  annoyance 
must  have  rendered  him  far  from  being  a  kind  or  agreeable  com- 
panion to  poor  Letitia;  but  adds,  that  had  she  lived  a  little 
longer,  she  would  have  found  him  very  different,  as  he  was,  when 
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not  ill,  and  tormented  by  various  circumstances,  which  he  does 
not  explain,  easy  and  good  tempered  to  a  fault  He  says,  that 
never  was  there  so  kind  or  so  faultless  a  being  on  earth  as  that 
poor,  poor  girl,  as  he  calls  her,  and  that  he  never  knew  her  value 
until  he  had  lost  her.  In  fact,  his  letter  seems  an  answer  to 
charges  preferred  against  him  by  the  departed,  and,  what  is 
strange,  the  packet  that  brought  the  fatal  news  brought  no  letter 
of  recent  date  for  her  [  ],  though  she  never  missed  an  op- 

portunity, and  they  occur  rarely,  of  writing  to  him.  Her  letters, 
all  of  which  have  breathed  the  fondest  affection  for  him,  admit 
that  she  had  little  hope  of  happiness  from  her  stern,  cold,  and 
morose  husband.  I  have  now,  my  dear  Madam,  given  you  this 
sad  tale.  I  have  perused  all  her  letters  to  her  [  ],  as  well  as 
Mr.  Maclean's  to  him.  I  ought  to  add,  that  when  they  landed 
in  Africa,  Mr.  Maclean  set  off,  leaving  his  wife,  and  proceeded 
to  the  Castle,  to  dislodge  his  mistress  and  children.  The  natives 
were  angry,  and  offended  at  seeing  their  country-woman  driven 
from  her  home. 

"  Believe  me,  my  dear  Madam, 

"Your  Ladyship's  very  sincerely, 

"  M.  Blessington." 

In  February,  1840,  an  eminent  literary  man  wrote  to 
Lady  Blessington  on  the  subject  of  the  unfortunate  circum- 
stances of  one  who  had  long  been  dependent  on  poor 
L.  £.  L.'s  assistance  for  support. 

"  February  24th,  1840. 
"  My  dearest  Friend, 

«Iam  going  to  be  a  beggar  to  your  kind  heart  Poor  Mrs. 
Landon  is  in  most  destitute  circumstances  (L.  E.  L.'s  mother) ; 
with  the  exception  of  £20  a-year,  she  has  nothing  to  subsist  on. 
L.  E.  L.  was  very  anxious  about  her  before  leaving  England,  and 
after  her  death,  an  allowance  from  Mr.  Maclean  ceased. 

"  We  propose  to  raise  this  lady,  who  is  old  and  sickly,  a  small 
sum  yearly,  by  subscription.  Would  you  give  us  your  name, 
and  one  guinea  a-year  by  an  order  on  your  banker  ?  £50  a-year, 
if  we  can  raise  it,  which  I  do  not  doubt,  will,  with  the  other  £20, 
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be  ample.  If  you  will  kindly  do  this,  you  will  not  otily  gratify 
your  own  beautiful  nature,  but  me  most  sensibly,  for  I  am  suffer- 
ing, and  shall  be  more  sleepless  than  ever,  till  the  mother  of  mat 
unhappy  girl,  whom  I  pitied  and  regarded  most  tenderly,  is  above 
want" 

LETTRRS  OF  L.  E.  L.  TO   LADY   BLE8SINGTON. 

"  28,  Upper  Berkeley  Street  West, 
"  Connaught  Square. 
"  My  dear  Madam, 
"  I  will  not  attempt  an  apology  for  the  liberty  that  I  am  about 
to  take ;  your  own  kindness  will  be  my  best  advocate,  and  to 
that  I  venture  to  appeal.     My  request  is,  do  you,  in  the  circle  of 
your  acquaintance,  know  one  who  could  and  would  give  me  an 
introduction  to  Lord  Cottenham  ?    The  fact  is,  there  is  a  living 
in  his  gift  just  become  vacant,  in  Devonshire,  where  [  ] 

has  been  for  the  last  five  years,  and  I  have  been  led  to  hope, 
that  a  little  recommendation  would  procure  it  for  him.  I  am 
perfectly  well  aware  that  I  have  not  the  shadow  of  a  claim  to 
make  such  a  petition ;  but  I  do  think,  that  if  you  know  the 
numerous  difficulties  with  which  we  have  had  to  struggle — left 
to  ourselves,  almost  children,  without  a  friend  but  what  we  could 
make  for  ourselves,  or  u  resource  but  in  my  exertions — our  path 
through  life  has  been  a  very  hard  one.  Very  probably  you  may 
not  know,  or  not  like  to  ask  any  friend  of  Lord  Cottenham,  but  1 
feel  assured  that  you  will  pardon  my  intrusion ;  and  will  your 
Ladyship  allow  me 

"To  remain, 

"  Your  obliged, 

"  L.  E.  LA5D0H." 

(No  date.) 
"  28,  Upper  Berkeley  Street  West,  Connaught  Square. 
"  Dear  Lady  Blessinoton, 
"  I  cannot  say  how  grateful  I  am  to  you.     I  could  not  hare 
believed  such  kindness,  had  I  not  received  it      My  only  excuse 
for  troubling  you  was  the  almost  helplessness  of  my  position 
unless  I  could  make  for  myself  friends,  though  I  little  hoped  to 
haVe  found  such  a  friend  as  I  have  in  you* 
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"  I  am  writing  in  great  haste,  for  a  friend  has  suggested  the 
possibility  of  [  ]  being  appointed   secretary  to  the 

Literary  Fund.  Such  an  appointment  would  give  him  time  to 
look  round,  and  save  us  from  the  very  heavy  pressure  of  our 
present  circumstances.  I  venture  to  enclose  a  list  of  the  influen- 
tial people  at  the  Fund.  If  there  is  only  one  among  them  whom 
your  Ladyship  could  interest,  it  would  be  a  great  service.  I  put 
a  cross  against  those  whom  I  can  reach  myself. 

"  Many,  many  thanks  for  the  letters.  I  shall  yet  further  in- 
trude on  your  kindness.  I  am  writing  a  letter  to  Lord  Mel- 
bourne, which,  perhaps,  his  nephew  would  place  in  his  hands. 
But  this  is  for  after-consideration.  And  I  shall  entreat  you  to 
glance  over  a  few  letters,  bearing  testimony  to  [  ]'s  charac- 

ter and  abilities. 

"  Again  let  me  offer  the  earnest  thanks  of 

"  L.  E.  Landon." 

(No  date.) 
"Dear  Madam, 

"  We  have  troubled  you  so  often,  that  it  seems  quite  a  pri- 
vilege, but  I  am  only  desirous  of  laying  before  you  the  list  of 
[  ]'s  testimonials.     I  now  enclose  one  or  two.     We  find 

from  the  meeting  of  the  council,  on  Wednesday  last,  that  the 
opposition  is  even  stronger  than  we  anticipated.  We  have  the 
whole  of  the  dissenting  interest  against  us,  and  with  them. 
[  ]  has  two  grave  faults ;  he  is  a  clergyman  and  a  gen- 

tleman. Our  stronghold  is  with  the  presidents.  If  they  can  be 
prevailed  on  to  vote,  we  are  certain  of  success ;  if  not,  the  ma- 
jority is  decidedly  against  us. 

"  I  fear  that  there  is  some  mistake  about  Lord  Carrington — 
hearing  that  he  supports  the  other  candidate ;  perhaps  he  might 
be  neutralized.  Lord  Ellenborough  would  be  a  great  object,  if 
Count  D'Orsay  thought  he  could  be  induced  to  vote ;  for  our  great 
difficulty  will  be,  when  the  day  of  election  comes,  to  induce  them 
to  take  the  trouble  of  coming  down  to  vote.  Lord  Mulgrave's 
vote  will  not  avail ;  but  it  would  be  a  great  service  if  he  could 
be  induced  to  write  a  few  lines,  expressing  his  interest  in  Mr. 
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[  ],  and  advocating  his  claims  on  literary  grounds.  Nothing 
but  the  vital  consequence  of  success  to  us  would  excuse  my  thus 
troubling  you.  I  fear  that  you  will  exclaim  that  I  want  you  to 
quote  and  act  Hector's  speech,  and  say, — 

" '  That  post  shall  be  my  care, 

Not  that  alone — but  all  the  works  of  war.' 

Indeed,  but  for  your  kindness,  our  chances  of  success  would  hive 
been  very  small. 

"  I  have  enclosed  Dr.  Taylor's  letter,  as  it  will  give  you  an  idea 
of  how  the  contest  stands.  The  unfairness  he  mentions  alludes 
to  a  former  letter,  which  we  have  been  obliged  to  lay  before  oar 
different  friends  of  the  council.     Again  and  again  I  warmly  thank 

you. 

"  Your  truly  obliged, 

"L.  E.  Landos." 

(No  date.) 
"  I  will  not  attempt  to  thank  you,  but  never  was  there  more 
earnest  gratitude  than  I  feel  to  you.     If  [  ]  obtains  the 

situation,  he  will  owe  it  to  your  kindness  chiefly — being  placed 
in  that  respectable  and  independent  position  which  we  have  been 
struggling  years  to  obtain.  I  enclose  some  lists  of  the  voters. 
How  much  I  am  obliged  to  Count  D'Orsay.  If  he  could  but 
know  the  service  that  he  is  rendering,  it  would  be  the  best  ac- 
knowledgment that  I  could  make.  You  may  well  call  Mr.  Mon- 
tague a  zealous  friend ;  his  kindness  is  as  extraordinary  as  his 
talents — and  they  are  of  a  very  uncommon  order ;  he  deserves  to 
be  permitted  the  pleasure  of  admiring  you  as  enthusiastically  as 
he  does. 

"  Thanks  to  you,  I  have  received  a  note  from  Lord  Francis 
Egerton.  Mr.  Bulwer  has  secured  Sir  John  Hobhouse,  and  Lord 
John  Russell  has  also  promised ;  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne  is 
invaluable — such  an  old  patron  of  the  society. 

"L.  E.  Laotok." 

"  28,  Upper  Berkeley  Street  East,  Connaught  Square. 
"  I  cannot  thank  you  for  all  your  kindness,  but  how  grate- 
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folly  I  do  feel  it  I  never  met  with  anything  like  it  before. 
God  bless  yon  for  it ! 

"  Lord  John  Russell  and  Sir  John  Hobhouse  have  promised 
their  votes,  and  I  have  just  received  the  kindest  letter  from  Lord 
Munster.  Do  pray  thank  Count  D'Orsay ;  but  he  is  always  so 
kind.  Will  you  excuse  this  scrawl  ?  but  I  am  in  a  fever  of  hope 
and  fear. 

"L.  E.  Landon." 

"Mr.  Montague,  who  has  been  the  kindest  friend  in  the 
world,  is  the  bearer  of  this.  He  originally  proposed  to  me, 
suggesting  [  ]'s  name,  and  has  carried  on  the  project 

with  the  zeal  and  ability  he  throws  into  everything  that  he 
undertakes." 

"  28,  Upper  Berkeley  Street,  West,  Connaught  Square. 

"  Once  more,  but  for,  I  hope,  the  last  tinie,  I  venture  to  trouble 
you.  According  to  your  advice,  I  have  hazarded  a  brief  note 
to  the  various  Vice-Presidents,  entreating  the  performance  of 
their  promises,  on  the  12th  of  April.  I  do  not  hope  for  more, 
than  to  induce  Lord  Carrington  to  be  neutral,  as  the  lawyers  say, 
c  to  shew  cause.'  I  enclose  a  parallel  of  the  claims  of  the  rival 
candidates.  I  also  enclose  a  letter,  which  my  brother  is  under 
the  necessity  of  circulating. 

"  This  very  morning  has  brought  letters  from  Tavistock,  his 
parish,  where  he  was  curate  for  five  years,  signed  by  all  the 
proper  authorities,  and  sixty  heads  of  families,  relative  to  his 
high  character,  and  another  from  the  Literary  Institution, 
bearing  testimony  to  his  exertions  and  abilities,  signed  by  every 
leading  person  in  the  neighbourhood.  He  also  originated  three 
schools  in  different  parishes,  supported  by  his  own  zealous  en- 
deavours.    Mr.  B — is  quite  right  in  saying  that  we  are 

poor;  I  do  not  know  how  it  could  be  otherwise, — left  at  a  very 
early  age,  dependent  on  our  own  exertions — with  helpless 
relatives  looking  to  us  for  support ;  but  it  only  makes  his  conduct 
doubly  cruel. 

"  I  have  one  more  favour  to  ask.     Would  you  write  a  note  to 
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W.  H.  Harrison,  Esq,,  Crown  Office,  Bridge  Street?    He  it 
the  editor  of  the  '  Friendship's  Offering.' 

"  I  am  sure  you  will  excuse  this  scrawl ;  but  really  I  am  so 
nervous,  that  I  scarcely  know  what  I  am  doing.  A  thontinrt 
thanks  for  all  your  kindness. 

"  Tours  most  grateful, 

"L.E.L" 

"28,  Upper  Berkeley  Street,  West 
"P.M.— April,  1836. 
"  We  were  28  to  24 — the  Vice  Presidents  carried  it    The 
poll  was  about  to  close  when  Lord  John  Russell  drove  into  the 
court,  so  did  Sir  Robert  Peel,  and  gave  it  to  us. 

"  Lord  Ellenborough  voted  against  us.  I  know  you  will  for- 
give this  scrawl — but  we  owe  you  so  much — I  really  cannot 
write.     God  bless  you. 

"  L.  E.  Landos." 

• 

The  situation  sought  for,  in  connection  with  u  the  Lite- 
rary Fund,"  was  obtained  for  the  Rev.  Mr.  [  ]  mainly 
through  the  influence  and  jintiring  exertions  of  Lady  Bless- 
ington.  This  gentleman  was  a  young  clergyman  of  most 
exemplary  life  and  amiable  disposition.  Bad  health  hid 
compelled  him  to  relinquish  a  clerical  appointment  he  hid 
obtained  in  London.  In  1842  he  had  served  as  curate 
sixteen  years,  but  at  that  date,  the  recent  death  of  his  uncle, 
the  late  Dean  of  Exeter,  had  wrecked  all  his  hopes  of  pre- 
ferment. But  the  interest  which  Lady  Blessington  took  in 
his  welfare  still  continued,  and  was  manifested  actively  and 
efficiently. 

"  May  10,  1838. 
"  A  thousand  thanks  for  all  your  kindness.  What  can  bvrt 
become  of  Mr.  Darner's  note,  I  know  not  Unluckily  I  left  mj 
letter  with  one  or  two  others  to  be  sealed,  and  fear  it  was  done 
carelessly.  However,  it  is  of  little  moment,  as  I  dined  with  Mm 
Darner  yesterday,  who  told  me  that  she  was  going  to  give  her 
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last  sitting  to  Mr.  Lucas  next  week ;  and  that  she  and  the  boy 
who  are  drawn  together  can  be  separated.  She  will  be  happy, 
very,  to  have  the  portraits  in  both  works.  If  they  cannot  be 
separated— still  she  would  be  happy,  if  you  like,  to  have  them 
together. 

"  Yours  most  truly, 

"L.  E.  Landon." 

"  I  would  have  sent  the  illustration,  but  last  night  I  was  fairly 
tired  out  I  have  an  idea  for  a  poem,  which,  for  so  brief  a  space, 
will,  I  think,  be  better  than  prose. 

"  Can  it  be  called  c  My  Ladye  Love,'  or  *  Amina?' 

"L.  E.  Landon." 

**  I  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  you  the  story;  I  have  made 
it  as  short  as  possible,  and  only  hope  that  you  will  like  it  The 
engraving  is  singularly  beautiful  and  fanciful,  and  had  it  been 
poetry,  I  might  have  ventured  on  the  supernatural ;  but  we  are 
too  matter  of  fact  now-a-days  to  venture  it  in  prose.  An  oriental 
sketch,  both  to  suit  the  character  oS  the  engraving,  and  yet  allow 
reality  to  the  scene.  Pray  pardon  this  little  explanation ;  but  it 
is  impossible  not  to  wish  to  do  one's  best,  when  the  judgment  I 
hope  to  please  is  at  once  so  distinguished  and  so  kind  as  that  of 
your  Ladyship. 

"L.  E.  Landon." 

"  My  brother  read  me  your  very  kind  note,  which  I  felt  so 
much  obliged  by,  that  I  declared  I  should  answer  it  immediately ; 
this,  however,  has  not  been  in  my  power  till  to-day,  the  first  time 
that  I  can  really  say  I  am  better.  I  never  positively  suffered  so 
much  from  an  illness  before ;  at  one  time  they  were  afraid  that  it 
would  turn  to  typhus,  but  now  that  the  fever  has  left  me,  I  shall 
rapidly  recover.  This  is  a  sad  scrawl,  but  I  feel  so  gratified  by 
a  note  I  saw  of  yours  to-day,  that  I  must  write  to  thank  you — 
whether  you  can  read  the  thanks  or  not     It  is  rather  a  curious 
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thing,  that  when  I  made  my  agreement  with  Messrs.  Fisher,  your 
name  was  my  sole  recommendation,  about  six  weeks  ago. 

"  I  cannot  say  how  deeply  I  feel  all  your  kindness — I  know 
nothing  to  which  I  refer  with  more  keen  gratification  than  your 
assistance— your  sympathy — your  praise.  I  must  indeed  be  for- 
getful when  I  forget 

"  Dearest  Madam,  your  very  grateful, 

"L.  E.  Lahdoh." 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE   C0NTE8SA  AMERICA   VESPUCCI. 

In  1839,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with  this 
remarkable  lady.  She  was  then  about  thirty  years  of  age, 
of  fine  features,  symmetrically  formed,  of  the  perfect  Italian 
style  of  beauty,  with  more  of  Juno's  characteristics  than  of 
Venus's  peculiarities  in  its  excellency.  Her  figure  was 
commanding,  full,  strongly  set  up,  and  finely  moulded;  her 
eyes  were  dark  and  wonderfully  brilliant;  her  hair  black 
as  jet  and  of  extraordinary  length  and  abundance.  She 
possessed  talents  of  no  common  order ;  but  the  most  striking 
of  all  her  qualities  was  her  indomitable  courage,  and  a  rather 
strong  propensity  for  seeking  occasions  for  the  display  of  it. 
Public  opinion  was  not  so  much  set  at  defiance  as  utterly 
lost  sight  of  by  her  throughout  her  whole  career.  Yet  her 
general  conduct  was  irreproachable ;  and  some  who  miscon- 
strued her  ordinary  singularity  of  manners  and  mode  of 
life,  and  the  apparent  levity  of  her  behaviour  before  the 
world,  have  paid  very  dearly  for  the  mistaken  estimate  they 
had  made  of  her  virtue,  and  the  insults  they  had  offered  to 
it.  Madame  Vespucci  is  of  an  ancient  noble  family  of 
Florence,  a  lineal  descendant  of  the  famous  explorer,  who 
gave  his  name  to  the  New  World.  At  a  very  early  age  she 
attached  herself  to  an  adherent  of  the  elder  brother  of 
Prince  Louis  Napoleon. 

In  one  of  the  abortive  insurrections  of  Italy,  she  fol- 
lowed her  insurgent  friend  from  place  to  place,    in  male 
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attire,  exposed  to  great  perils,  but  quite  regardless  of  them. 
In  the  engagement  with  the  Austrian  troops  at  Rimini,  she 
was  wounded,  and  left  for  dead  on  the  field.  In  this  state 
she  was  found  by  some  peasants,  carried  to  a  place  of  shelter 
and  security,  and  was  finally  restored  to  health.  She  has 
travelled  extensively  in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  and  America. 
On  the  western  coast  of  Africa,  a  friend  of  mine,  Lieutenant 
Fairholme,  an  officer  in  the  navy,  having  command  of  a 
cruiser  that  had  got  on  shore  and  was  in  imminent  danger 
of  foundering,  was  indebted  for  his  life  and  the  lives  of  his 
crew  to  her  generous  efforts  and  interference  with  the  com- 
mander of  a  French  vessel  of  war,  in  which  she  was  a 
passenger,  in  his  behalf.  And  while  she  remained  in  the 
same  ship,  on  the  western  coast,  a  French  officer  in  the  navy 
was  severely  wounded  by  her,  under  circumstances  which 
alone  could  justify  the  very  extreme  proceeding  of  dis- 
charging a  pistol  at  the  head  of  a  person  quite  unprepared 
for  any  similar  reception. 

Madame  Vespucci's  conversation  is  original  and  amusing, 
full  of  animation,  abounding  in  incidents  of  travel ;  highly 
interesting  and  graphic  when  descriptive  of  scenes  or  people 
of  distant  lands  she  is  familiar  with.  She  possesses  a  cer- 
tain wild,  unsteady  energy  and  cleverness.  She  is  naturally 
restless,  unsettled  in  religious  opinions,  of  a  romantic  turn, 
of  intense  vanity;  being  tormented  with  a  constant  desire 
to  excite  attention,  and  to  be  accounted  philosophical  and 
heroical.  .  About  thirteen  years  ago  she  proceeded  to 
America,  to  urge  a  claim  on  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment for  a  grant  of  land,  in  virtue  of  her  descent  from  the 
famous  Americus  Vespuccius. 

The  government,  however,  of  the  United  States  declined 
the  application  for  a  grant  of  land,  but  signified  its  readi- 
ness to  recommend  to  Congress  a  grant  of  money ;  an  offer 
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which  was  indignantly  refused  by  the  lady.  The  last  time 
her  name  came  before  the  public  was  in  a  report  of  some 
police  proceedings  at  Boulogne ;  the  Countess  being  charged 
with  presenting  a  pistol  at  the  head  of  a  Custom-house 
officer,  who  had  acted  on  the  suspicion  of  her  having  con- 
traband goods  on  her  person. 

letter  from  the  contessa  america  vespucci  to  lady 
blessikgton. 

"Ma  ch£re  Milady, 

"  Je  viens  6crire  sans  but  ni  raison.  J'ai  un  de  ces  besoins 
Granges  de  vous  dire  une  quantity  de  choses,  de  vous  comrau- 
niquer  des  reflexions  sans  ordre,  mais  telles  qu'elles  se  sont  pre- 
sentees a  mon  imagination,  et  que  sais-je;  c'est  absolument 
comme  une  jeune  fille  nee  dans  un  pays  superstitieux  qui  a 
besoin  de  confesser  ses  propres  pensees,  que  dans  son  ignorance 
elle  les  appellent  peches,  k  l'homme  qui  a  su  lui  inspirer  la  con- 
fiance.  Je  suis  ce  matin  dans  une  de  ces  dispositions  d'esprit 
qu'on  £prouve  si  souvent  apres  que  Fame  a  passe  des  moments 
penibles,  et  que  pour  se  distraire  elle  se  jette  avec  ses  pensees 
dans  I'espace  de  l'univers,  voyage  fort  incommode,  esp6rant 
trouver  encore  le  beau  et  le  grand  que  sa  nature  ambitieuse  a 
besoin,  dit  elle,  pour  fixer  son  bonheur.  Apres  une  de  ces  nuits 
fatiguantes  par  les  forces  de  l'imagination  exaltee  ou  le  monde, 
les  hommeS)  et  les  choses  d£filent  devant  vous,  comme  le  fait  un 
regiment  de  soldats  devant  son  General  le  jour  d'une  revue,  ou 
vous  Stes  oblige  convenir  que  le  passe  vous  a  trop  appris,  que  le 
present  n'a  pas  d'int6r£t,  et  que  l'avenir  est  devenu  une  charade 
qu'il  ne  vous  inteVesse  plus  de  deviner,  vous  vous  demandez, 
quel  but  ai-je  k  vivre?  N'est  ce  pas,  Milady,  que  c'est  horrible, 
jeune  encore,  k  6tre  condamnee  par  PexpeVience  k  convenir  de  ce 
que  c'est  la  realit6  de  la  vie  ?  Souvent  je  suis  tentee  de  maudir  le 
jour  ou  j'ai  appris  PA.  B.  C.  A  quoi  bon,  me  dis-je,  connaitre  avec 
les  theories  ce  que  c'est  que  l'homme  ?  &  quoi  sert  il  de  raisonner 
sur  les  folles  faiblesses,  et  souvent  les  bassesses?  peut-il  £tre 
autrement  de  ce  qu'il  est  de  sa  nature  ? 
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"  Alors  l'imagination  qui  se  sent  humilier  de  ce  contact,  cher- 
che  a  s'61ever;  elle  monte  jusqu'  a  Dieu  en  haut,  jusqu'  a  ce 
grand  moteur  qui  r&gle  la  mati&re  et  distribue  le  mouvement 
a  Fimmense  Edifice  de  Punivers ;  la  pens&e  a  champ  libre,  elle 
court  et  parcourt  les  regions  inconnues  avec  son  audace ;  elle  j 
^tablie  des  mondes,  et  avec  son  impuissant  orgueil  elle  s'y 
appr&te  a  y  placer  des  objets ;  c'est  la  cependant  qu'elle  s'arr&e, 
quels  objets  la  y  placera-fc-elle  ?  Ceux  qu'elle  a  fabriqu&  sur  les 
modules  des  hommes  ?  pour  elle  seule,  des  etres  par/aits ;  pour  aes 
mondes,  elle  se  d£courage  de  la  pauvret6  de  son  imagination,  et 
decouragement  s'oblige  a  rentrer  dans  son  cercle.  «Fen  e;tois  14 
cette  nuit,  et  je  parcourois  mes  deux  petites  chambres  en  attend- 
ant que  ma  pensee  aura  achev6  son  voyage  chim^rique.  Je  me 
suis  mecaniquement  approche  de  ma  fenGtre.  II  faisait  one  de 
ces  nuits  calmes  ou  on  dirait  que  les  &6ments  sont  en  conseO ; 
quelques  etoiles  par  ci  et  par  la,  suivant  son  ordre,  £toient  bril- 
lantes ;  de  gros  nuages  etoient  suspendus  comme  des  condamnet 
en  attendant  que  quelque  vent  veut  bien  leur  donner  une  direc- 
tion ;  une  fois  que  mes  yeux  6toient  tourn£es  au  ciel  l'orgueil  de 
Tame  cette  Athee  n'ose  pas  le  fixer,  car  il  na  pas  assez  de  force 
pour  nier  ce  qu'il  voit,  et  quand  il  a  vu,  il  ne  pent  pas  dire  que 
cet  ordre  est  hasard,  ce  silence  impotent,  cette  immensity  de  la 
nature,  l'impuissance  de  l'homme,  contre  ses  volont6s. 

"  C'est  un  spectacle  qui  est  bien  grand,  sublime.  Au  milieu 
de  cet  extase  ou  j'avais  oublie*  moi-meme  pour  analyser  ce  que  je 
ne  comprennais  pas,  une  petite  araign^e  avait  &abli  sur  un  coin 
de  cette  meme  fen&tre  son  atelier,  et  sans  s'  occuper  nullemetit  de 
l'iinmensite,  comme  si  le  globe  fut  fait  pour  elle,  c'etait  empare' 
d'une  simple  figure  gSom^trique  triangulaire,  et  elle  y  avait  fiut 
son  royaume  ;  d£j&  une  quantity  de  vie  times,  petite  moucherons, 
Etoient  en  son  pouvoir,  ils  avoient  beau  se  debattre,  pent  £tre  Os 
ont  une  mani&re  de  s  entendre  dans  leur  melee  et  de  demander 
grace  pour  la  vie,  mais  Pimpitoyable  araign£e  impassible  con- 
tinuait  ses  executions,  avec  le  plus  grand  calme  et  perseverance, 
sans  s'interesser  au  sort  de  ses  petite  insectes,  qui  probablement 
se  d^batent  pour  l'instant  comme  tout  £tre,  qui  vit  de  la  conser- 
vation.    N'est  il  pas  bizarre,  et  ne  prouve  t'il  pas  la  faiblesse  de 
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Fhomme  qui  au  milieu  des  idees  Aleves  dans  one  espece  d'extase,une 
araignee  ait  eu  le  talent  de  me  distraire  et  faire  tourner  ma  pen- 
s£e  et  remuer  une  esp&ce  de  sentiment  tendre  en  faveur  de  ses 
victimes  ?  Je  regardais  cette  manoeuvre  avec  amertume.  Je 
contemplais  cet  insecte  qui  travaillait  admirablement ;  par  un 
mouvement  involontaire  j'ai  dechire*  sa  toile,  mais  les  petits  mou- 
cherons  y  sontrestes,  etl'araign^e  s'est  sauv&e  pour  alter  proba- 
blement  plus  loin  a  ^tablir  une  autre  echafaudage.  Voila  1'ordre 
de  chasser,  et  que  rhomme  avec  sa  volont^,  sa  raison,  et  son 
intelligence  ne  pouvoit  jamais  empfecher  les  araignees  d'exercer 
leur  atroce  pouvoir  sur  les  petits  moucherons.  J'avoue  qu'un 
sentiment  de  jalousie  s'est  61eve*  dans  mon  ame,  et  savez  vous 
que  j'aie  encore  le  presomption  des  petites  ames  que  n'^tant  pas 
contentes  de  leur  situation  s'en  prennent  a  Dieu,  et  s'accablent 
contre  sa  puissance  en  lui  reprochant  qu'il  ne  s'occupe  pas  assez 
d'elles,  et  se  plaignent  de  manquer  de  bonheur.  Peut  6tre  me 
diriez  vous  que  cela  ce  n'est  pas  la  faute  des  petites  ames,  mais 
bien  une  des  absurdit£s  du  systfime  religieux,  qui  ont  fait  d'un 
Dieu  un  6tre  petit  et  a  qui  on  a  attribue*  tout  la  petite  passion  de 
rhomme,  H  n'y  a  pas  de  doute  que  c'est  comme  cela  qu'on  a 
demoralise*  la  croyance ;  c'est  comme  cela  qu'on  a  autorise  le 
charlatanisme  et  revfetu  de  pouvoir  certains  hommes  qui  ont  joue* 
le  role  de  partager  les  ames  entre  Dieu  et  le  Diable,  et  ils  ont 
fait  cela  pour  leurs  propres  intents  le  fondement  de  ce  qu'ils 
appellent  religion,  que  plus  tard  par  la  force  de  l'habitude  on  a 
soumis  a  la  stupide  masse.  Et  Dieu  se  trouve  l'instrument  de  sa 
propre  divinity.  Mais  qu'est  ce  que  cela  fait  a  Dieu  ?  C'est 
Homme,  toujours  Fhomme  qui  ne  veut  pas  adorer  l'immensit^ 
parce  qu'il  serait  obligfe  de  sTiumilier ;  c'est  un  pouvoir  et  une 
grandeur  d'ame  qu'il  n'a  pas.  Qu'en  dites  vous,  Milady  ?  En 
resume,  pour  une  ame  de  bonne  foi  le  r61e  le  plus  facile,  et  ou 
il  y  aura  plus  de  chance  de  bonheur,  c'est  celui  de  prendre  la  vie 
comme  ve^tation.  Si  vous  connaissez  un  moyen  pour  m'y  con- 
dtrire,  indiquez  le  mou  Mon  imagination  me  tire,  mes  connois- 
sances  sont  trop  foibles  pour  moi  seule,  pas  assez  pour  satisfaire 
mon  amour  propre.  J'ai  un  esprit  qui  analyse,  qui  me  poursuit, 
et  m  oblige  a  tant  etudier.     Je  n'estime  pas  assez  les  hommes 
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pour  tenir  k  leur  approbation ;  vous  savez  que  le  prospect  de  i 
avenir  est  peu  brillant     Qu'en  dites  vous  ? 

Voil&  un  volume  I  aurez  vous  le  courage  de  le  lire  ?  Je  sab 
fatigu^e,  bris^e  et  dans  une  crise  de  tristesse  qui  m'oblige  de  me 
tenir  en  campagne.  Mais  j'aurai  le  plaisir  de  vous  voir  demain 
au  soir.  Mes  amities  &  mes  jeunes  amies,  qui  auront  certain*- 
ment  des  nuits  plus  calmes  et  des  rSves  plus  doux.  Mes  compli- 
ments au  Comte ;  k  vous  mon  dfevouement,* 

'*  America.** 

MRS.  LYDIA  H:  SIGOURNEY. 

44  The  American  Hemans,"  when  first  known  to  the 
public  as  Miss  Huntley,  authoress  of  "  Moral  Pieces,  in 
prose  and  verse,"  was  at  the  head  of  a  female  school,  in 
her  native  place  in  Connecticut.  She  married  a  gentleman 
of  large  fortune ;  and  at  her  husband's  estate,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Connecticut,  were  written  many  of  her  poems,  of  a 
moral  character,  most  of  a  religious  tone,  and  all  indicative 
of  warm  feelings  and  generous  sentiments,  and  of  strong 
sympathies  with  every  just  and  righteous  cause.  This 
most  gifted  female  writer  that  America  has  produced,  was 
on  very  intimate  terms  of  acquaintance  with  Lady  Bles- 
sington. 

The  poetry  of  Mrs.  Sigourney  bears  much  resemblance 
to  that  of  Mrs.  Hemans,  whose  works  were  edited  and 
published  in  America  by  her,  with  an  excellent  memoir  of 
Mrs.  Hemans,  feelingly  and  beautifully  written.  Lady 
Blessington  regarded  Mrs.  Sigourney  as  a  person  of  •con- 
siderable talent  and  great  worth.  She  is  said,  like  Mrs. 
Hemans,  to  have  been  acquainted  with  domestic  sorrows, 
and  like  her,  even  in  the  midst  of  many  cares  and  trials, 
possessed  traces  of  considerable  beauty. 

•  The  profound  ignorance,  daring  impiety,  and  disquietude  of  mind  displayed  m 
^  th:s  letter,  need  no  comment     Well  might  the  poor  bewildered  writer  say,  M  If  y*« 
know  any  way  that  will  bring  me  ont  of  those  difficulties  point  it  out  to  me." 
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The  latest  production  of  Mrs.  Sigourney  was  a  volume 
entitled  "  The  Faded  Hope,"  a  record  of  the  life  and  virtues 
of  a  beloved  son,  who  died  aged  nineteen. 

Mrs.  Sigourney,  as  her  letters  will  show,  was  well  aware 
of  Lady  Blessington's  admiration  for  the  writings  of  Mrs. 
Hemans.  That  lady  was  never  spoken  of  by  her  except 
in  terms  of  the  highest  praise,  and  her  admiration  for  the 
poetry  of  Mrs.  Hemans  was  no  less  enthusiastic  than  just 
and  discriminating.  In  one  of  her  works,  she  says,  u  The 
exquisite  poems  of  Mrs.  Heman  affect  one  like  sacred 
music;  they  never  fail  to  excite  solemn  feelings  of  an 
elevated  and  spiritual  character,  and  sentiments  of  a 
pensive  cast,  of  calm  resignation  and  serenity."  The  mind 
of  this  gifted  woman,  with  all  its  treasures  of  innate  melody, 
she  compares  to  an  JSolian  harp,  that  every  sighing  wind 
awakens  to  music,  most  sweet  but  melancholy,  the  full 
charm  of  which  can  only  be  appreciated  by  those  who  have 
sorrowed,  and  who  look  beyond  the  earth  for  solace  of  their 
cares.* 

It  is  worthy  of  observation,  too,  that  the  genius  of  Mrs. 
Hemans  was  fully  appreciated  by  Lady  Blessington,  at  a 
period  when  it  was  underrated  by  many  of  her  cotem- 
poraries. 

She  was  wont  to  speak  of  Mrs.  Hemans  and  Miss  Landon 
as  two  of  the  most  gifted  women  of  our  time.  She  thought 
the  intimate  relationship  of  their  genius,  the  kindred  nature 
of  their  tastes  and  pursuits,  of  their  sorrows,  and  the  simi- 
larity of  their  destinies,  of  their  claims  on  the  sympathies 
of  all  people  of  literary  tastes,  naturally  associated  their 
names  and  memories. 

In  Anne's  church,  Dawson  Street,  Dublin,  I  recently 


•  The  Idler  in  France,  vol.  ii.  p.  62. 
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found  a  tablet  in  the  wall,  in  commemoration  of  the  genius 
and  the  virtues  of  Mrs.  Hemans. 

The  well-remembered  traits  of  beauty  and  of  talent,  and 
of  care  and  sorrow  that  clouded  their  brightness — the  sweet 
traits  that  belonged  to  her  whose  name  is  on  this  sepulchral 
tablet,  came  full  before  me  while  I  read  the  inscription  on 
it:  and  they  reminded  me  of  those  beautiful  lines  of  ben, 
on  the  loved  looks  of  a  departed  friend : 

"  They  haunt  me  still — those  calm,  pure,  holy  eyes, 
Their  piercing  sweetness  wanders  through  my  dreams; 
The  soul  of  music  that  within  them  lies, 
Comes  o'er  my  soul,  in  soft  and  sudden  gleams. 
Life — spirit-life,  immortal  and  divine, 
Is  there— and  yet  how  dark  a  death  was  thine." 

Few  things  in  life  are  more  mournful  to  reflect  on  thin 
the  destiny  which  links  the  "  spirit  life"  of  such  a  being  is 
Felicia  Hemans  with  cares  and  sorrows  that  darken  life, 
and  even  bring  additional  gloom  to  death  itself.  "  How  is 
the  laurel  shaken  "  over  such  a  tomb ! 

INSCRIPTION  ON  THB   MURAL   TABLET  IN   ANNE'8    CHOCff, 
DUBLIN. 

In  the  vault  beneath 

Are  deposited  the  mortal  remains  of 

Felicia  Hemans, 

Who  died  May  16th,  1833, 

Aged  40  years. 

Calm  in  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit,  rest  thee  now : 

E'en  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod, 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust  to  its  narrow  house  beneath, 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high  ! 

They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 
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"  Hartford,  Connecticut, 

"June,  10th,  1841. 

"My  dear  Madam, 

u  Had  it  been  possible,  before  my  departure  from  London, 

I  should  have  done  myself  the  honour  again  to  have  paid  my 

respects  at  Gore  House,  where  my  call  with  our  friend,  Mrs. 

Hall,  is  remembered  with  much  pleasure.      Your  kindness  of 

manner  was  most  charming  to  a  stranger ;  and  the  warmth  with 

which  you  spoke  of  my  dear  Mrs.  Hemans  quite  opened  my 

heart.     I  may  truly  say  that  I  love  those  who  love  her.     I  was 

disappointed  at  not  being  able  to  see,  while  in  Great  Britain, 

Mrs.    Hughes,  her  sister  and  accomplished  biographer.     Your 

Ladyship's  writings,  and  some  of  the  splendid  works  which  you 

have  occasionally  edited,  are  known  in  this  country.     Still,  I 

should  like  to  have,  them  more  so,  for  the  Young  Green  West  is 

inclined  to  appreciate  genius  and  taste.      Might  I  ask,  that  if 

you  condescend  to  reply  to  this,  you  will  send  me  at  the  same 

time  a  few  lines  of  your  poetry  ?     I  was  delighted  with  England, 

the    '  Great    Fatherland,'    and    thankful   for  the  privilege  of 

visiting  it 

"  Remember  me  with  much  regard  to  your  nieces,  the  Misses 
Power.  I  should  be  pleased  to  hear  of  the  welfare  of  their 
talented  little  sisters,  some  of  whose  developments  were  related 
to  me. 

"  With  gratitude  for  your  attention, 

"  Believe  me,  most  respectfully,  your  friend, 

"L.  H.  Sigournet." 

"  Hartford,  Connecticut, 
*  August  12th,  1843. 
"Last  December,  being  in  the  city  of  Boston,  where  my 
'  Pleasant  Memories  of  Pleasant  Lands '  were  in  the  process  of 
publication,  I  put  on  board  the  steam  ship,  then  on  the  verge  of 
sailing,  one  of  the  first  copies  that  I  obtained  from  the  press, 
directed  to  yourself,  to  the  care  of  John  Murray,  of  Albemarle 
Street    .     .     .      Are  you   aware  how    much  your  novel   of 


326  LETTERS  OF  MBS.    SIGOUKNEY. 

'  Meredith '  is  admired  in  these  United  States  ?  I  see  it  ranked 
in  some  of  our  leading  periodicals  as  the  '  best  work  of  the  noble 
and  talented  authoress.9  This  they  mean  as  high  praise,  since 
your  other  productions  have  been  widely  and  warmly  commended. 
We  are,  as  you  doubtless  know,  emphatically  a  reading  people. 

"  Our  magazines,  and  many  of  the  works  that  they  announce, 
go  into  the  humble  dwelling  of  the  manufacturer,  into  the  brown 
hand  of  the  farmer,  into  the  log-hut  of  the  emigrant  who  sees 
around  him  the  dark  forms  of  the  remnant  of  our  aboriginal 
tribes,  &c,  hears  the  murmurs  of  the  turbid  Missouri,  perhapt 
the  breaking  billows  of  the  Pacific. 

"  I  have  recently  become  interested  for  the  present  year  in  one 
of  those  periodicals  published  for  ladies,  in  New  York,  which 
announces  2000  subscribers,  and  assumes  to  have  ten  times  that 
number  of  readers. 

"  I  hope  your  beautiful  nieces  are  well  I  wish  to  be  remem- 
bered to  them.  Have  you  recently  heard  from  the  brilliant  one 
in  the  fair  Orient? 

"I  write  this  with  one  of  the  pens  from  the  tasteful  little 
writing-box  you  were  so  good  as  to  send  me,  and  repeat  my 
thanks  for  that  gift  so  acceptable  in  itself,  and  so  valued  as  from 
your  hand. 

"L.    BL    SIGOCB5KT." 

"  Hartford,  Connecticut,  May  28th,  1842. 
"Your  letter  was  received  with  much  pleasure,  though  it 
grieved  me  to  hear  of  the  severe  indisposition  with  which  you 
had  been  suffering.  I  trust  that  long  ere  this  your  health  b  per- 
fectly restored.  How  shall  I  thank  you  for  the  sweet  poem  yon 
were  so  good  as  to  enclose  for  me  ?  Still,  the  very  sweetness  of 
its  nature  has  frustrated  my  hopes.  I  had  desired  to  adorn  a 
periodical  circulated  very  widely  among  American  ladies,  with 
some  original  effusion  of  yours,  but  the  very  flattering  manner 
in  which  it  alludes  to  me,  and  which  would  be  considered  on  thi* 
side  of  the  water  as  exceedingly  beyond  my  deserts,  will  oblige 
me  to  confine  the  tunoful  guest  to  my  own  portfolio.  I  have  been 
re-perusing   lately,   with   new   interest,   some  of  your  work*, 
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especially  your  '  Conversations  with  Lord  Byron.'  Jkie  yon  well 
acquainted  with  his  sister?  I  had  hopes  of  seeing  her  while  in 
London,  bnt  was  prevented  by  her  ill  health. 

"  I  received  from  Mr.  Murray  a  gift  of  his  elegant  edition  of 
Byron,  which  with  the  beautiful  'Italy'  of  Rogers,  highly 
valued  as  a  present  from  the  accomplished  author,  form  quite  a 
tasteful  range  in  my  plain  republican  library. 

"  Do  you  know  that  you  quite  won  my  heart  by  the  enthusias- 
tic manner  in  which  you  spoke  of 'my  dear  Mrs.  Hemans  when 
I  was  at  Gore  House.  I  pray  you  accept,  as  a  little  mark  of  this 
gratitude,  the  last  American  edition  of  that  beloved  author,  which 
I  have  seen,  and  which  is,  in  its  style  of  execution,  more  A 
VAngtaue  than  our  publishers  on  this  side  usually  favour  us 
with. 

"  My  friend  Mr.  Goodrich,  of  Boston,*  will  deliver  to  you  the 
accompanying  volumes. 

u  L.  H.  SlGOUHHET.w 

"  Hartford,  Connecticut,  October  31st,  1842. 

"  I  very  highly  value  all  the  marks  of  your  remembrance, 
and  your  expressions  of  interest  in  the  literature  and  welfare  of 
my  country.  You  can  scarcely  imagine  with  what  enthusiastic 
gratitude  I  think  of  Lord  Ashburton,  and  the  results  of  his 
embassy.  May  the  amity  which  has  sprung  out  of  the  ratifica- 
tion of  the  treaty  be  perpetual,  for  besides  the  inexpediency  and 
impolicy  of  hostility  between  our  nations,  it  would  be  to  me, 
since  my  delightful  visit  to  the  glorious  mother-land,  a  deep  and 
sore  grief  of  heart,  should  aught  be  suffered  to  embroil  our 
relations,  or  embitter  the  blood  that  flowed  from  the  same  old 
Saxon  fountain. 

"I  have  seen  with  great  admiration  your  *  Keepsake,'  and 
'Book  of  Beauty'  for  the  present  year,  which  are  embellishing 
the  centre  tables  of  some  of  our  aristocracy,  for  we  are  not  so 
pure  a  republic  as  to  have  no  shadow  of  aristocracy,  and  we  give 
too  much  prominence,  perhaps,  to  that  which  is  based  solely  on 
wealth.  The  beauty  of  your  engravings  might  almost  discourage 
our  attempt  at  Annuals  on  this  side  of  the  water.  I  searched 
•  Peter  Parley— R.R.M. 
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and  read  first,  all  from  your  pen  which  those  volumes  contained. 
Is  the  Miss  Power  who  has  written  an  interesting  article  in 
the  'Keepsake,'  one  of  those  beautiful  nieces  whom  I  saw  at 
Gore  House  ?  May  I  ask  where  Walter  Savage  Landor  is  now  ? 
he  was  on  the  list  of  distinguished  persons  \%  horn  I  desired  to  see 
while  in  Great  Britain,  but  he  was  not  there  at  that  time. 

"  I  am  so  pleased  that  you  liked  my  friend,  the  Honourable 
Mr.  Goodrich.  I  have  not  seen  him  since  his  return,  but  he 
wrote  me  of  your  politeness  to  him.  He  is  a  man  of  original 
and  versatile  talents,  and  uncommon  energy  of  character. 

"  I  recollect  your  requesting  of  me,  when  in  England,  a  lock 
of  hair,  which  was  forgotten  to  be  sent  while  I  was  there. 
Will  you  now  allow  it  to  cross  the  ocean  in  the  form  of  a  simple 
bracelet,  accompanied  by  a  bottle  of  the  pure  otto  of  rose,  which 
I  have  recently  received  from  Constantinople  ? 

"  L.  H.  Sigockoet/ 

"  Hartford,  Connecticut, 

"  September  13,  1845. 
"  I  have  not  been  as  tardy  in  acknowledging  your  gift  as  it 
would  seem.  It  did  not  reach  me  until  July,  though  your  letter 
was  dated  in  May.  I  was  then  on  a  summer  journey  with  my 
young  daughter,  and  soon  after  my  return  was  attacked  with 
severe  illness,  from  which  I  have  only  yet  sufficiently  recovered 
to  take  a  short  drive  on  a  fine  day,  and  to  write  a  little  at  long 
intervals.  I  was  grieved  to  hear  of  the  delicate  health  of  your 
sister,  Lady  Canterbury,  and  hope  she  has,  ere  this,  perfectly 
recovered.  I  was  sorry  to  see  in  the  public  papers  that  our 
friend,  Mr.  Willis,  had  suffered  from  ill  health  soon  after  his 
arrival  in  London.  I  trust,  from  the  nalveti  of  his  public  letters, 
that  he  is  quite  well  again.  We  consider  him  as  one  of  our  most 
gifted  writers,  and  of  course  follow  all  his  movements  with 
interest.  It  gavfc  me  pleasure  to  be  informed  by  you  of  the 
successful  enterprize  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  They  are 
excellent  people,  and  I  rejoice  in  their  prosperity.  Mrs.  Hall 
showed  me  much  friendship  when  I  was  in  your  country,  which 
I  shall  n*ver  forget 

"  L.  H.  SlGOUftNKT." 
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FROM   MISS-  THEODOSIA   GARBOW   TO   LADY   BLESSINGTON. 

"  Braddon,  Torquay,  March  7. 
"  My  dear  Madam, 

"  I  wish  I  could  express  to  you  how  deeply  I  feel  your  great 
kindness,  in  offering  to  assist  me  in  what  must  be  (to  me)  a  very 
fearful  undertaking.  Till  within  the  last  four  months,  I  never 
dreamed  of  the  possibility  of  publishing  my  verses,  and  if  I  ven- 
ture to  do  so  now  (without  one  shadow  of  false  humility  be  it 
said),  I  do  not  for  a  moment  expect  the  world  to  pay  greater 
heed  to  my  little  volume  of  Poems  than  to  those  of  a  hundred 
demoiselles,  quite  as  deserving  of  praise  as  myself,  who  every 
year  put  forth  their  small  venture  of  thoughts  and  feelings  upon 
the  stream  of  the  world's  favour,  to  be  wished  well  to  by  a  few, 
and  then  forgotten  by  most,  except  those  nearest  to  them  in  life. 

"  Thinking  thus,  I  cannot  pretend  to  much  hope  of  fame ;  but 
it  were  worse  than  ungrateful,  could  I  resist  the  kind  encourage- 
ments and  solicitations  of  your  Ladyship  and  Mr.  Landor. 

"  Theodosia  Gabbow." 

«  Braddon,  Nov.  17,  1840. 

"  I  have  just  finished  reading  the  inimitable  '  Old  Irish  Gen- 
tleman,' and  sure  I  am,  that  no  hands  can  sketch  so  gracefully 
and  with  such  fervid  truth  as  yours,  the  thousand-shaded  poetry 
of  Irish  life  and  character. 

"I  also  admire  greatly  Miss  Power's  American  scene,  so 
simple,  yet  so  picture-like  and  true  to  nature.  Indeed,  both 
Annuals  are  very  rich  this  year  in  literary  as  well  as  pictorial 
beauty.  I  could  wish  our  friend  Mr.  Landor  had  given  some 
'  Conversations,'  one  scene  wherein  one  might  see  more  of  him. 
Am  I  wrong  in  thinking  that,  in  such  miniature  poems,  the 
features  of  his  great  genius  are  by  no  means  shewn  to  advantage  ? 

"  Theodosia  Garrow." 

MISS  LOUISA  H.  SHERIDAN. 
This  lady,  of  an  historic  name  in  literature,  is  known 
to  the  public  as  a  popular  writer  in  Annuals  and  Maga- 
zines; she  has  written  a  number  of  clever  and  lively  pieces, 
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in  prose  and  verse,  and  several  detached  tales  and  sketches, 
in  one  of  the  Annuals  that  was  edited  by  her.  She  married 
Sir  Henry  Wyatt,  rather  in  advanced  life,  and  died  a  few 
years  ago. 

This  accomplished  lady  was  a  good  musician,  an  excel- 
lent linguist,  and,  notwithstanding  habitual  ill  health,  was 
fond  of  society,  and  generally  a  favourite  in  it,  on  account 
of  her  agreeable  qualities  and  amiable  disposition ;  she  was 
remarkable  for  her  conversational  powers,  the  readiness  of 
her  wit,  and  sprightliness  "of  fancy. 

In  October,  1841,  Louisa  Henrietta,  wife  of  Lieutenant- 
Colonel  Wyatt,  better  known  as  Miss  Louisa  Sheridan,  died 
in  Paris  of  consumption.  She  was  the  only  daughter  of 
Captain  W.  B.  Sheridan,  who  died  in  1836-  This  lady 
for  many  years  was  well  known  in  periodical  literature. 
Several  musical  pieces  and  lyrics,  that  were  popular  in 
their  day,  were  written  by  her.  She  edited  "  The  Comic 
Offering,"  which  was  commenced  in  1831;  and  uThe 
Diadem,  a  Book  for  the  Boudoir,"  which  appeared  in  1838. 
"  In  society  Miss  Sheridan  appeared  to  much  advantage, 
combining  a  handsome  person,  lady-like  manners,  and 
pleasing  powers  of  conversation."  A  writer  in  u  The 
Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  October,  1841,  has  thus  truly 
spoken  of  this  accomplished  and  most  agreeable  lady,  whom 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  and  meeting  not  long 
before  her  death,  in  London. 

LETTERS   FROM   MISS   L.    H.    SHERIDAN   TO  LADT   BLS8SmGT02L 

"  7,  Belgrave  Street  South,  Belgrave  Square, 
"July  9,  1836. 
"  Madam, 
"  I  have  this  moment  received  the  accompanying  letter  whose 
external  appearance  perfectly  accords  with  its  contents !  and  I 
should  not  have  thought  of  troubling  your  Ladyship,  or  any  one, 


LETTERS   OF   MISS   SHERIDAN.  331 

respecting  such  stupid  nonsense,  but  this  being  the  second  I  have 
had  on  this  subject,  it  is  apparently  dictated  by  some  motive 
more  than  extraordinary.  There  is  a  kind  of  wilful  pleasure  in 
acting  in  direct  opposition  to  these  literary  daggers ;  and  as  the 
object  of  the  two  communications  evidently  is  to  prevent  me  from 
giving  my  name  to  the  work  under  your  Ladyship's  direction,  I 
should  much  like  to  counteract  their  purpose !  Although  I  now 
write  not  for  any  annual  but  my  own  (relinquished  this  year, 
with  all  other  literary  compositions,  through  delicate  health),  yet 
I  conclude  your  volume  must  be  nearly  filled:  but  in  my  port- 
folio I  find  two  stanzas  of  eight  lines  which,  in  filling  half  a 
page,  will  effect  all  the  mischief  desired  !  and  if  your  Ladyship 
will  insert  them  in  this  year's  volume,  to  prove  my  bonne  volenti, 
they  are  much  at  your  service. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Madam, 
"  Your  Ladyship's  obedient  servant, 

"  Louisa  Henrietta  Sheridan.'* 

"  7,  Belgrave  Street  South,  Belgrave  Square, 
«  August  4,  1838. 

"  It  quite  shames  me  to  receive  your  valuable  lengthened  con- 
tribution before  I  have  sent  you  my  tiny  one. 

"  I  need  not  say  how  much  pleased  I  am  with  it  I  do  love 
a  little  history,  attached  plates,  instead  of  odes  to  Celia  and 
Delia,  in  the  old-fashioned  way. 

"I  enclose  you  my  lines  on  the  portrait  of  Lady  Fitzharris, 
exactly  twenty ;  and  not,  I  hope,  Celia-Delias,  in  point  of  over- 
civility,  which  is  an  awful  defect  in  a  printed  tribute. 

"  '  We  editors'  shall  be  very  late  this  year,  I  fancy.  I  was 
hurrying  my  publisher  about  the  tardiness  of  the  plates,  and  to 
console  me,  he  said  that  three  plates  for  the  *  Book  of  Beauty ' 
were  in  the  hands  of  the  engraver  still  unworked. 

"  How  I  wish  publishers  could  form  their  decisions  and  ar- 
rangements a  little  earlier.  I*  have  had  scarcely  a  month 
allowed  me,  between  the  time  of  applying  to  my  literary  contri- 
butors and  '  printing  day.' 
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"Under  the  ' high  pressure'  system,  dear  Madam,  your  in- 
teresting and  prompt  contribution  has  greatly  obliged, 

"  Yours  most  sincerely, 

"Louisa  H.  Shertoak." 

"  P.S.  I  must  risk  the  vanity  of  telling  you  a  civil  speech,  in 
which  you  take  a  conspicuous  place ;  last  week  I  declined,  mud 
returned  some  MSS.,  which  did  not  suit  my  work,  with  an  or- 
dinary note  of  thanks ;  the  poor  author  wrote  again  to  thank  me 
for  my  attention,  saying  it  was  gratifying,  at  least,  to  meet  so 
much  courtesy,  and  adding,  that  of  all  the  Editors  he  had  ever 
addressed  respecting  literature,  none  but  Lady  Blessington,  Lady 
E.  Wortley,  and  myself,  seemed  to  know  how  to  take  the  trouble 
to  be  well  bred  in  reply. 

"  One  Editress  told  me,  as  €  a  clever  thing/  that  when  an 
author  applied  for  her  answer,  or  his  MS.,  she  sent  down  a 
drawer  full  of  detached  MSS.  to  him  in  her  hall,  desiring  he 
would  take  what  he  pleased. 

"  This  vulgarity  and  bad  feeling  had  not  even  the  advantage 
of  originality;  for  you  remember  the  same  being  told  of  the 
manager  and  the  dramatists" 

"  7,  Belgrave  Street,  South, 
"  July  20th,  1837. 

"  My  poor  dear  mamma  being  also  indisposed,  I  intend  going 
out  of  town  with  her,  as  soon  as  I  have  seen  two  or  three  little 
sketches  of  mine  in  the  proofs :  and  if  the  story  I  had  the  plea- 
sure of  writing  for  the  "  Book  of  Beauty"  be  ready,  perhaps 
you  would  have  the  kindness  to  order  the  printer  to  forward  it 
to  me  here  soon. 

"  Tou  are  so  good  in  your  flattering  commendations  of  the  talents 
you  ascribe  to  me.  I  fear,  even  if  I  were  in  good  health,  my 
mind  is  too  anxious  in  its  nature  for  me  to  commence  so  long  an 
undertaking  as  a  novel.  At  present  the  physicians  say  that  rapid 
consumption  and  even  death  would  result  from  close  literary  ap- 
plication. This  is  the  more  distressing  to  me  because  hitherto 
the  fortunate  productions  of  my  pen  have  enabled  me  to  secure  a 
few  of  the  luxuries  to  which  an  elegant  invalid  parent  was  ac- 
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customed  in  her  youth.     But  regret  is  vain.     I  have  only  to  hope 
for  recovery. 

"Louisa  H.  Sheridan." 

"  7,  Belgrave  Street,  South,  Belgrave  Square, 

"  March  30th,  1837. 
"  If  ill-health  be  not  a  palliation  for  apparent  ill-manners,  I  fear 
you  will  not  excuse  my  tardy  acknowledgment  of  your  beautiful 
Annual 

"I  vainly  tried  dictation  to  an  amanuensis ;  my  poor  little  notes 
seemed  to  be  composed  of  the  "  legs  and  wings  "  of  sentences,  with- 
out connection,  so  I  resolved,  in  my  desperation,  to  be  rude  to 
every  one  until  my  recovery. 

"  Your  book  is  quite  a  gem.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  composing 
a  review  of  its  contents,  which  I  will  enclose  in  my  note ;  and 
now  that  I  am  again  a  "  ready  writer,"  pray  remember,  I  am 
also  a  "  willing  "  one  for  any  book  of  yours. 

"Louisa  H.  Sheridan." 

THE  LAST  LETTER. 
"  Who  could  bear  that  fond  letters,  so  sacred  as  thine, 
Should  encounter  the  gaze  of  the  worldly,  the  cold  ? 
No ;  the  flame  hath  consumed  ev'ry  heart-prompted  line, 

And  those  records  of  love  I  no  more  shall  behold ! 
Each  phrase,  well-remembered,  I  witnessed  effaced ; 

The  loved  Name  to  my  lip  pressed  again  and  again ; 
Oh  I  no  more  let  thy  feeling's  expression  be  traced, 
For  'twas  death  to  destroy  what  I  dared  not  retain ! 

"  I  must  lose,  for  the  world's  sake,  that  sole  consolation, 
Which  recalls  the  bright  hours,  too  entrancing  to  last : 
From  the  chill  Polar  night  hide  the  one  constellation, 

Lov'd  image,  though  faint,  of  the  summer  light  past ! — 
By  the  vain  heartless  world  be  my  sorrow  unguessed, 

Let  the  shrine  sink  in  darkness,  whose  light  burned  in  vain ; 
And  no  more  to  this  heart  be  thy  feeling  expressed, 
For  'tis  death  to  destroy  what  I  dare  not  retain ! " 

Louisa  H.  Sheridan. 
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MRS.  ABELL. 

Some  letters  of  this  lady,  addressed  to  Lady  Blessington, 
had  reference  to  Napoleon's  captivity  in  St.  Helena,  when 
Napoleon  was  at  Longwood.  A  child  of  high  spirits, 
frolicsome  and  playful,  the  daughter  of  an  English  merchant, 
44  Betsy  Balcombe  "  became  a  great  favourite  of  his.  The 
Ex-Emperor,  who  had  been  the  terror  of  the  world,  in  his 
reverse  of  fortune,  found  a  solace  and  an  amusement  in  the 
gaiety  and  innocence  of  this  engaging  child.  France,  per- 
haps England,  it  may  be  humanity  at  large,  owe  something 
to  the  being  by  whom  the  sorrows  and  fretfulness  of  Na- 
poleon's captivity  were  occasionally  soothed  and  alleviated. 
44  Betsy  Balcombe "  grew  up  to  womanhood,  a  person  of 
great  beauty,  became  a  wife — familiar  with  cares  and 
troubles  of  various  kinds ;  is  now  a  widow  with  one  daughter, 
I  fear  in  indifferent  circumstances.  A  few  years  ago,  she 
published,  by  subscription,  a  little  volume  of  her  "  Remi- 
niscences of  Napoleon."  The  present  Emperor  of  the 
French  might  probably  be  made  acquainted  with  the  work, 
and  the  circumstances  of  the  writer  of  it  with  advantage. 

LETTER  FROM  MRS.  ABELL  TO  LADT  BLESSINGTON. 

"  Lyne  Grove,  Chertsey,  December  8  th,  1843. 

"My  Dear  Madam, 

"  I  have  ventured  to  trouble  you  with  this  note  to  request  that 
you  will  permit  me  the  honour  of  adding  your  name  to  my  list 
of  friends  who  have  promised  to  take  copies  of  a  book  I  intend 
publishing  in  the  spring,  entitled '  Recollections  of  Napoleon  during 
his  Captivity  at  St  Helena,'  and  which  will  be  illustrated  with 
views  of  the  island,  in  one  volume. 

"  I  trust  your  Ladyship  will  pardon  the  liberty  I  take  in  making 
this  request ;  but  I  am  induced  to  do  so,  from  feeling  of  what  use 
the  honour  of  your  name  would  prove  to  me.  Many  friends  have 
interested  themselves  very  much  in  the  success  of  my  under- 
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taking,  and  which  I  am  most  anxious  will  benefit  me,  as,  from 
some  recent  reverses,  I  am  just  now,  in  a  great  degree,  thrown  on 
my  own  resources. 

"  Yours,  my  dear  Madam, 

"  Very  truly, 

"  Lucia  C.  Abell." 

LETTER  FROM  MRS.   E.   M.    8.    TO   DR.    RICHARDSON. 

"  Palace  Yard,  Saturday,  27th  June. 
"My  dear  Sir, 

1 1  return  you  the  first  volume  of  your  friend,  Dr.  M- 


book,  which  has  afforded  me  much  pleasure  the  last  two  days ; 
and  I  am  sure  it  will  be  read  with  interest  by  all  persons  disposed 
to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  the  manners,  customs,  and  habits  of  the 
people  of  the  East — a  region  which  so  few  English  feel  disposed 
to  visit  from  the  great  difficulties  to  be  encountered  in  every  way 
from  such  a  journey. 

"  Dr.  M '8  book  is  most  interesting  to  me,  because  I  know 

well  he  was  known  to  our  poor  lost  friend  Lord  B ;  and  I 

have  heard  Lady  B.  name  him  as  a  most  clever  and  enterprising 
traveller.- 

"  I  have  read  the  first  volume  with  great  pleasure,  and  when 
I  tell  you  I  never  could  wade  through  [  ]'s  travels  from 

their  vulgarity  (anxious  as  I  was  to  know  more  of  Egypt  than  I 
do),  you  may  judge  what  satisfaction  it  is  to  me  to  read  Dr. 

M 's  book,  written  as  it  is  with  ease  and  good  taste,  without 

details  unfit  for  the  eyes  or  ears  of  women. 

"  I  had  a  letter  from  poor  Lady  B to  day,  dated  the  22nd. 

She  has  not  at  all  recovered  her  spirits,  or  forgotten  the  severe  and 
unexpected  blow  that  has  befallen  her  in  the  death  of  her  good 
husband.     She  goes  to  Dieppe  next  month,  for  change  of  air  and 
scene.     I  am  better,  but  not  quite  myself  yet 
"  Yours,  most  truly, 

«E M S— ." 

MISS  EMMA  ROBERTS. 
44  Scenes  and  Characteristics  of  Hindostan,  with  Sketches 
of  Anglo-Indian  Society,"  published  in  three  vols,  in  1835, 
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is  the  principal  work  of  Miss  Roberts,  and  the  one  which 
made  her  earliest  and  best  known  to  the  English  reading 
public.  Miss  Roberts  was  the  first  English  lady  who  made 
a  close  study,  and  a  well-considered  speculation,  it  may  be 
added,  of  her  countrymen  and  countrywomen  in  India,  in 
society,  in  the  government-house  circles  of  Calcutta,  Bengal, 
and  Madras,  in  distant  stations,  in  camp,  at  courts  of  native 
princes,  in  palanquins,  in  tiger  hunts,  in  voyages  of  dis- 
covery, of  adventurous  young  English  damsels  in  search  of 
old,  yellow,  wan,  bilious  and  wealthy  nawaubs.  Her  de- 
scriptions of  Anglo-Indian  life  are  full  of  life  and  spirit — 
her  vivacity  never  flags  for  an  instant — but  sometimes  a 
vein  of  sarcasm  enters  into  the  mine  of  keen  observation 
and  sprightliness  of  fancy,  without  adding  to  the  value  of 
her  delineations. 

Her  "  East  Indian  Voyager,"  in  one  vol.,  post  8vo.  was 
not  very  successful.  Her  work,  "  Memoirs  of  the  House  of 
York  and  Lancaster,"  (in  two  vols.  8vo.)  attracted  far  less 
attention  than  her  "Scenes  and  Characteristics  of  Hin- 
dostan."  Her  "  Oriental  Scenes,  Sketches,  and  Tales,"  in 
two  vols,  post  8vo.)  was  hardly  less  popular  than  her 
"  Scenes  and  Characteristics." 

Miss  Emma  Roberts  died  at  Poonah,  on  the  16th  of  Sep- 
tember, 1840,  when  about  to  return  to  England  vid  Egypt. 

LETTERS   FROM   HISS   ROBERTS  TO   LADY   BLK8SINOTOH. 

"  Parell  (India),  December  26th,  1839. 
"  My  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
"  You  will  be  glad,  I  am  sure,  to  hear  that  I  am  spending  my 
Christmas  at  Government-house  with  Sir  James  and  Lady  Carnac, 
and  that  if  amusement  was  my  sole  object  in  this  country,  I 
should  pass  my  time  delightfully,  for  we  have  a  most  agreeable 
family  party,  and  see  the  best  society  that  the  place  affords.  Mr 
residence  at  Parell,  however,  will,  I  hope,  be  productive  of  some* 
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thing  more  important,  in  enabling  me  to  gather  the  information 
of  which  1  am  in  pursuit.  Unfortunately  I  am  obliged  to  re- 
strict myself  in  my  pecuniary  arrangements.  I  entertained  an 
apprehension  before  I  left  England,  that  my  funds  would  not  be 
adequate  to  the  carrying  out  of  the  plans  which  I  had  formed. 
I  entertained  an  expectation  of  adding  to  them  by  writing  for 
the  Indian  press,  but  do  not  find  it  in  a  sufficiently  flourishing 
state  to  offer  a  fair  remuneration ;  and  even  were  it  otherwise,  I 
could  scarcely  devote  my  time  to  literary  labours,  which  would 
cause  me  to  neglect  the  object  I  have  in  view.  I  am  most 
anxiously  desirous  to  seek  opportunities  of  making  myself 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  state  of.  the  country,  in  order 
that  I  may  write  a  book  that  will  be  useful  at  home.  I  feel  per- 
suaded that  the  failure  of  many  well-intentioned  endeavours  for 
the  improvement  of  the  people  of  India,  is  attributable  to 
ignorance  concerning  the  character,  manners,  wants,  and  re- 
sources of  the  numerous  races  who  have  become  British  subjects. 
The  attempt,  therefore,  to  afford  a  clearer  view  of  the  actual  state  of 
British  India  is  easily  attainable  by  society  at  large,  and  deserves 
encouragement.  I  flatter  myself  that  if  I  had  more  ample  funds 
at  my  disposal,  I  should  be  able  to  render  a  statistical  work  en- 
tertaining, by  illustrating  the  drier  details  with  characteristic 
anecdotes.  To  accomplish  this,  I  must  travel  through  the 
country ;  my  unwillingness  to  force  myself  into  notice  while  in 
England,  prevented  me  from  making  an  attempt  to  interest  rich 
and  influential  people  in  my  undertaking.  I  often  wished  to  pro- 
cure a  commission  from  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  or  other  wealthy 
patron,  for  the  collection  of  horticultural  or  zoological  specimens, 
which  would  have  assisted  to  defray  the  enormous  expenses  of 
travelling.  Were  I  to  remain  at  Bombay  I  could  limit  my  ex- 
penditure within  very  reasonable  bounds,  but  in  this  case  I 
should  acquire  a  very  small  quantity  of  information;  I  have 
therefore  determined  upon  making  a  journey  into  the  provinces, 
and  should  you  have  an  opportunity  of  recommending  me  as  a 
useful  agent  to  some  liberal  person  at  home,  I  feel  assured  you 
would  do  your  utmost  to  forward  my  plans.  Amid  many  other 
objects   of  interest  for   a  nobleman's  park,  the  yak  or  yew    of 
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Thibet  is  the  most  desirable ;  it  will  not  live  in  India  on  the 
plains,  but  might  in  the  cold  season  be  carried  up  the  Red  Sea; 
and  I  should  be  most  happy  to  go  myself  into  the  Himalaya  to 
procure  specimens.  The  kind  interest  which  you  have  shown 
in  my  welfare,  has  encouraged  me  to  trouble  you  with  these 
details.  I  feel  that  I  have  some  claim  upon  patronage,  since 
my  patriotic  feelings  have  induced  me  to  prefer  travelling  in 
the  British  dependencies  for  the  purpose  of  making  them  better 
known,  instead  of  going  to  America,  notwithstanding  the  offers 
made  to  me  by  publishers  at  home,  who  would  have  made  very 
liberal  advances  for  the  expenses  of  my  journey.  I  do  not  ex- 
pect to  be  repaid  by  apy  book  or  books  which  I  may  write,  for 
the  £600  that  I  must  inevitably  spend  before  I  reach  home ;  but 
I  hope  by  the  devotion  of  my  time  and  money  to  the  purpose  I 
have  undertaken  to  effect  some  good.  I  am  going  out  in  the 
Governor's  carriage  like  the  Queen,  with  an  escort  of  cavalry, 
and  all  sorts  of  salutes,  guards  turning  out,  drums  beating,  &c 

"  Sir  J.  Carnac  is  one  of  the  most  delightful  persons  imagi- 
nable, a  perfect  gentleman  of  the  old  school ;  I  am  much  pleased 
also  with  the  ladies,  who  are  lively,  unaffected,  and  most  kind 
and  friendly  to  me.  Lord  Jocelyn  is  expected  to  join  the  party 
to-morrow,  for  a  few  days,  which  will  make  us  very  gay. 
"  Believe  me,  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
"  Sincerely  and  faithfully  yours, 

"Emma  Roberts." 

"  Portland  Cottage,  Portland  Road. 
"  Will  you  permit  me  to  introduce  to  your  notice  a  very  learned 
friend  of  mine,  Dr.  Loewi,  who  is  distinguished  for  his  acquaintance 
with  all  the  dead  and  living  languages,  and  whose  researches  have 
thrown  light  upon  many  interesting  remains  of  ancient  times 
which  were  previously  involved  in  obscurity  ?  Dr.  Loewi  is  ho- 
noured with  the  acquaintance  of  all  the  savans  of  the  day,  both 
in  Germany,  of  which  he  is  a  native,  France,  and  England,  bat 
unfortunately  the  course  of  his  studies  does  not  lead  to  emolu- 
ment There  is  little  pecuniary  encouragement  for  the  pursuit 
of  abstruse  branches  of  learning ;  and  while  Dr.  Locw£  i*  courted 
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in  society,  he  is  left  entirely  to  his  own  resources.  He  is 
anxious,  therefore,  in  order  to  enable  him  to  prosecute  a  great 
design,  that  of  producing  a  lexicon  of  all  languages,  to  procure 
some  pupils  in  German,  which,  of  course,  he  can  teach  with  the 
greatest  facility.  It  would  be  a  great  advantage  to  any  one  de- 
sirous to  acquire  a  perfect  knowledge  of  German,  to  learn  of  a 
master  who  is  not  only  perhaps  the  most  erudite  person  in  the 
ranks  of  literature,  but  who  takes  pleasure  in  imparting  the 
knowledge  he  has  gained,  and  who  in  explaining  the  roots  of  old 
languages,  would  in  the  course  of  his  lessons  teach  much  more 
than  any  master,  however  skilled  in  his  native  tongue,  could  pos- 
sibly do. 

"  Always  sincerely  and  gratefully  yours, 

"Emma  RoBEBTS.r* 

MRS.  ISABELLA  ROMER. 

Mrs.  Romer's  career  was  a  chequered  one  of  cloud  and 
sunshine,  with  more  of  the  shadows  of  the  former  in  it,  than 
readers  of  her  lively,  entertaining  works  could  easily  imagine. 
Her  maiden  name  was  Romer ;  she  was  the  daughter  of  a 
General,  and  was  married  to  Major,  afterwards  Colonel, 
Hamerton.  The  union  was  not  a  happy  one,  nor  of  long 
duration.  A  separation  took  place  about  1825.  She  died 
about  two  years  ago,  in  Paris. 

In  1843  Mrs.  Romer  published,  in  two  vols.,  a  book  of 

•  Dr.  Loewe,  L.L  D.,  the  gentleman  referred  to  by  Miss  Roberts,  is  truly  described 
by  her  as  a  very  learned  man,  distinguished  for  his  acquaintance  with  all  the  dead  and 
living  languages,  and  his  antiquarian  researches.  In  October,  1840,  I  had  the  plea- 
sure of  making  the  acquaintance  of  Dr.  Loewe,  and  becoming  his  fellow  traveller  to 
the  East,  when  proceeding  with  Sir  Moses  Montefiore  on  his  benevolent  mission  to 
Syria,  to  stay  the  persecution  then  raging  against  the  Jews  of  Damascus.  Dr.  Loewe 
accompanied  the  mission  in  the  capacity  of  secretary  and  interpreter.  So  vast  an 
amount  of  erudition  accompanied  with  so  much  modesty,  I  have  seldom  met  associated 
in  an  individual,  as  are  united  in  this  learned  and  amiable  person.  He  possessed  and 
deserved  the  highest  confidence  and  esteem  of  Sir  Moses  Montefiore  and  his  excellent 
lady,  the  companion  in  that  arduous  expedition  of  her  truly  good  and  noble-minded 
husband,  the  recollection  of  whose  world-wide  benevolence  and  perfectly  unsectarian 
charitableness  of  heart  and  mind  can  never  be  effaced  from  my  memory. 

z  2 
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travels  illustrative  of  the  scenery,  of  "  The  Rhone,  the 
Douro,  and  the  Guadalquiver."  In  the  summer  of  1842, 
Mrs.  Romer  set  out  from  Paris  on  those  travels,  of  which  the 
above  named  account  was,  I  believe,  her  earliest  production 
in  a  separate  form.  She  was  previously  known  to  the 
public  as  a  contributor  to  magazines  and  annuals.  A 
shrewd,  lively,  mystery-loving,  and  "a  leetle  conceited," 
occasional  authoress,  prone  to  expatiate  rather  exten- 
sively on  themes  merely  personal,  and  regarding  her  own 
feelings,  but  always  redeeming  slight  defects  of  that  nature 
by  vivid  delineations,  and  smart,  interesting,  and  enter- 
taining descriptions. 

In  1846,  Mrs.  Romer  having  rambled  in  the  East,  pro- 
duced "  A  Pilgrimage  to  the  Tombs  of  Egypt,  Nubia,  and 
Palestine,"  in  two  vols.,  abounding  more  in  sprightliness 
than  spirituality,  and  containing  a  great  deal  of  entertain- 
ing description  of  bazaars,  harems,  Almehs,  Circassian 
slaves,  Turkish  wives,  Levantine  women  in  wide  garments 
spangled  to  the  feet,  Arab  divinities  with  blue  chins  and 
Kohol  painted  eyebrows  and  eyelids,  and  Khenn&-dyed  tips 
of  fingers. 

In  noticing  the  "  Pilgrimage,"  onB  of  the  reviews  of  the 
time,  not  in  general  very  complimentary  to  Mrs,  Romer, 
said :  "  She  appears  to  have  made  the  most  of  her  oppor- 
tunities for  studying  life  in  Cairo  under  all  its  aspects.",.. 
"  The  lady  has  some  of  the  arts  and  graces  of  a  writer  for 
effect;  our  consciousness  of  which  in  some  degree  qualifies 
the  value  of  her  testimony,  though  it  does  not  destroy  the 
pleasantness  of  her  book  for  summer  reading."* 

In  1«49,* "  The  Bird  of  Passage,"  in  three  vols.,  made 
its  appearance ;  a  rechauffe  of  scenes  and  impressions  of 
oriental  and  continental  travel  previously  described. 

•The  Athensum,  August  29th,  1846,  p.  879. 
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Traces  of  a  tendency  to  mysticism,  which  are  slightly 
obvious  in  all  the  preceding  works  of  Mrs.  Romer,  were 
very  manifestly  displayed  in  a  work  of  fiction,  in  three 
vols.,  entitled  "  Stunner,  or  the  Mesmerist." 

In  1852,  the  last  work  bearing  the  name  of  Mrs.  Romer 
on  the  title-page  appeared,  "  Filia  Dolorosa :  Memoirs  of 
Marie  Th&fese  Charlotte,  Duchess  of  Angoul&ne."  This, 
we  are  informed  in  the  preface,  was  commenced  by  her,  and 
completed  by  Dr.  Doran. 

LETTERS   FROM   MRS.    ISABELLA   ROMEB   TO   LADY 
BLESSINOTON. 

"  20,  Boulevard  Poissonniere, 
"  Paris,  14  October,  1839. 
"Dear  Lady  Blessinoton, 

w  You  see  that  you  cannot  be  amiable  with  impunity,  and  that 
I  have  not  forgotten  your  kind  request  that  I  would  write  to  you, 
for  I  avail  myself  of  the  first  leisure  moment  that  has  occurred 
since  my  return  home,  to  devote  it  to  so  pleasant  an  occupation. 

"  The  date  of  my  letter  will  doubtless  surprise  you ;  it  almost 
surprised  myself,  after  the  vast  project  which  absorbed  me  when 
I  took  leave  of  you — meditating  upon  mummies — prating  of 
pyramids— dreaming  hieroglyphically,  having  interviews  with 
Mr.  [  ],  and  seriously  turning  over  in  my  own  mind  his 
suggestions,  that  I  should  read  up  other  travellers'  observations 
and  note"  down  my  own  upon  the  wonders  I  was  going  to  con- 
template— and  all  to  end  upon  the  Boulevard  of  Paris ! !  I  can 
only  compare  myself  to  Boufffe,  in  I  forget  what  vaudeville,  who, 
after  pompously  exclaiming,  *  C6'tait  Tannee  de  mon  voyage  en 
Russie  P  and  being  replied  to  by  *  Comment  vous  avez  £te  en 
Russie  P  quickly  rejoins,  *  Non  je  suis  alii  jusqu'i  Bondy :'  for 
my  grand  projects  have  had  the  same  puny  results,  and  all 
malgrt  rnci  In  fact,  we  had  determined  to  take  a  peep  at  Spain, 
cheminfauant  to  Egypt,  and  therefore  journeyed  along  the  coast 
firom  Brighton  and  Falmouth,  in  order  to  embark  in  the  Peninsular 
steamer  for  Lisbon,  Cadiz,  &c,  but  at  Falmouth  we  were  de- 
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tained  fifteen  days,  in  such  a  stress  of  weather  as  it  would  hate 
been  madness  to  put  to  sea  in !  The  bay  was  crowded  with 
yachts,  all  bound  (or  rather  windbound)  for  the  same  place  with 
ourselves.  Grosvenor  Square  was  assembled  at  the  Lands-end. 
Lord  Yarborough,  Lord  and  Lady  WUton,  Lord  and  Lady 
Godolphin,  Mr.  and  Lady  C.  Talbot,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Villiers, 
formed  part  of  the  aristocratic  little  squadron.  There  were  also 
two  or  three  yachts  belonging  to  the  Irish  Yacht  Club,  but  they 
seemed  to  be  looked  upon  as  aliens  by  the  others — as  distinct 
from  them  as  Bloomsbury  is  from  May  Fair !  I  suppose  there 
are  nautical  as  well  as  hunting  '  snobs ;'  and  that  these  latter 
being  of  that  sort,  would  have  contaminated  the  others,  had  they 
*  come  between  the  wind  and  their  nobility.'  m 

"  But  to  return  to  ourselves :  we  lost  patience,  and  deter- 
mined to  set  out  and  start  for  Marseilles,  there  to  embark  by 
the  Mediterranean,  instead  of  the  dreadful  Bay  of  Biscay,  when 
I  received  intelligence  which  necessitated  my  giving  up  the 
whole  thing  for  this  year !  My  sole  remaining  trustee  had  died, 
and  I  was  left  to  the  mercy  of  whoever  his  executors  might  be, 
and  obliged  to  exert  myself  personally  to  nominate  new  trustee?, 
&c,  which  affair  is  not  yet  terminated,  and,  therefore,  the 
Egyptian  tour  is  put  off  till  next  year.  I  have  been  betrayed 
into  this  most  egotistical  detail,  in  order  to  account  for  whit 
would  otherwise  have  appeared  to  you  a  puerile  caprice.  My 
only  consolation  in  this  disappointment,  caused  by  'hope  de- 
ferred,' is  that  I  shall  be  enabled  to  read  your  next  work  as  soon 
as  it  appears  in  print,  and  to  retrace  my  recollections  of  the  dear 
Clonmel  Quakers,  through  the  medium  of  your  clever  and  graceful 

pen.     Apropos  to  writing,  I  must  tell  you  that  Mr.  C called 

upon  me,  and  discoursed  at  great  length  upon  the  subject  of  pub- 
lishing for  me ;  we,  however,  (and  as  matters  turned  out,  I  consider 
it  a  fortunate  circumstance)  came  to  no  understanding  beyond 
that  of  Mr.  C.  being  offered  the  refusal  of  my  first  production. 
He  wished'me  to  furnish  him  with  articles  ajinet  m4sure,t<xr  ha 
Magazine,  but  having  already  declined  Mr.  F.'s  very  libera! 
offers  to  me,  because  I  do  not  wish  to  write  for  Magazines,  I  ab» 
declined  Mr.  (Ys  proposal  to  that  effect 
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"  If  it  is  not  asking  too  much  of  you,  might  I  request  that  you 

would  let  Mr.  C know  of  my  postponed  journey  !   for  I 

believe  that  he  now  expects  to  receive  a  volume  from  me 
upon  Egypt  in  the  spring.  During  the  fortnight  that  has 
elapsed  since  my  return  here,  I  have  been  so  occupied  by  busi- 
ness, as  to  leave  me  no  opportunity  of  learning  les  on  dits.  There 
appear  to  be  few  English,  comparatively  to  other  autumns,  now  in 
Paris.  The  French  Embassy  to  Persia  has  departed,  and  caused 
great  despair  among  the  Bayaderes  of  the  opera,  one  of  the 
calembourgs  of  the  day  is  that "  dans  les  coulisses  on  n'entend  pas 
que  des  cris  percans" — Persans. 

"  But  my  papa  warns  me  to  conclude.  I  cannot,  however, 
do  so  without  assuring  you,  that  if  so  very  a  recluse  as  I  am  can 
be  of  any  use  to  you  here,  that  my  services  are  at  your  com- 
mand, and  shall  ever  be  most  cheerfully  exerted  on  your 
behal£  Pray,  therefore,  do  not  scruple  to  employ  me  in  any 
way  that  I  can  be  useful. 

"  Mr.  B.  charges  me  to  mettre  ses  hommages  a  vos  pieds,  et  de 
sa  party  a  Vhomme  aimable  par  excellence  le  Comte  D'Orsay. 

"  And  now,  dear  Lady  Blessington,  farewell. 

"  Perhaps  it  is  too  much  to  ask  that,  in  the  multitude  of  your 
occupations,  you  should  devote  half  an  hour  to  writing  to  me. 
I  will  only  say,  that  your  doing  so  would  make  me  very  happy, 
and  that  a  letter  from  you  would  be  the  next  best  substitute  for 
the  delightful  moments  I  have  passed  in  your  society. 

"  Believe  me  to  be,  with  every  sentiment  of  esteem, 

"  Your  Ladyship's  sincerely  obliged, 

"Isabella  F.  Romer." 

"  31,  Chester  Square,  Monday,  18. 

•'  I  would  not  thank  you  in  form,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
for  the  '  Book  of  Beauty,'  until  I  had  read  every  word  of  it.  I 
have  just  finished  it,  and  to  my  thanks  I  must  add  the  expression 
of  my  sincere  admiration  for  its  contents,  more  especially  those 
portions  that  have  emanated  from  Gore  House. 

"  It  is  no  new  thing  to  tell  you  that  you  do  every  thing  well  that 
you  undertake ;  but  I  must,  nevertheless,  repeat  the  oft-told  tale, 
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and  offer  my  humble  meed  of  praise  to  your  '  Historical  Sketches,* 
as  I  have  so  often  done  to  your  works  of  imagination.  How  ably 
you  have  been  seconded  by  your  fair  young  coadjutrix !  Pray 
congratulate  Miss  Power,  in  my  name,  upon  the  ability  and  grace 
she  has  evinced  in  her  share  of  the  undertaking;  her  style  is 
charming,  at  once  shewing  extensive  reading  and  deep  research, 
without  the  alloy  of  stiffness  or  pedantry. 

"Isabella  F.  Rous." 


"  Cairo,  November  9,  1845. 

"  As  you  kindly  expressed  a  wish  to  hear  from  me  in  the  course 
of  my  peregrinations,  I  seize  upon  the  first  opportunity  of  sending 
letters  to  England  which  has  occurred  since  my  arrival  in  the  city 
of  the  Caliphs,  to  recall  myself  to  your  remembrance,  and  to  tell 
you  that  thus  far  we  have  journeyed  most  prosperously,  par  mer 
et  par  terre.  A  fortnight  passed  at  Malta  Sound  served  to  in- 
crease my  delight  in  that  lovliest  of  all  places,  Valetta,  and 
certainly  tended  to  make  me  fastidious  about  the  spots  afterwards 
to  be  visited.  However,  after  making  this  declaration,  I  am 
bound  to  admit,  that  travelling  in  Egypt  is  far  less  uncomfortable 
than  I  had  previously  been  led  to  imagine,  and  that  the  pleasures 
so  far  overbalance  the  pains  of  the  undertaking,  that  I  now  begin 
to  wonder  at  their  being  dwelt  upon  so  much  as  they  have  been. 

"  We  have  been  only  a  week  in  Cairo  and  have  therefore  not 
yet  seen  one-half  of  its  lions;  but  as  the  prevailing  winds  are 
now  favourable  for  the  navigation  of  the  Nile,  we  intend  to  profit 
by  them,  to  make  an  excursion  to  Upper  Egypt,  and  on  our  re- 
turn from  Thebes,  we  shall  see  Cairo,  in  detail,  at  our  leisure.  I 
shall  therefore  abstain  from  inflicting  upon  you  any  half-fini&hed 
description  of  the  place,  but  merely  say  that,  in  point  of  local 
colouring,  Cairo  is  far  more  interesting  than  Constantinople,  inas- 
much as,  that  it  is  purely  an  Arabian  city,  and  perfectly  oriental, 
both  as  regards  men  and  things,  customs  and  manners.  The 
picturesque  facades  of  the  houses,  the  narrow  streets  crowded  with 
camels,  dromedaries,  and  those  most  delightful  of  all  animals 
Egyptian  asses ;  the  thronging  noisy  population  in  their  graceful 
costumes ;  the  strange  garb  of  the  women,  muffled  to  the  ey« 


LETTERS   OF    MRS.    ROMER.  345 

in  voluminous  black  mantles,  and  mounted  astride,  upon  what  is 
here  termed  f  the  high  ass :' — all  is  so  totally  dissimilar  to  any- 
thing one  has  seen  elsewhere,  that  one  could  almost  fancy  oneself 
carried  back  to  the  days  of  the  great  Saladin  or  Tagloon. 

"  The  present  ruler  of  Egypt  is  a  fine  healthy  old  man,  likely 
to  live  a  dozen  years  longer,  and,  for  the  sake  of  the  country,  it 
is  to  be  hoped  he  may  do  so.  He  is  now  much  occupied  with  the 
marriage  of  his  youngest  daughter  with  Kiamil  Pasha,  which  is 
to  take  place  next  month,  when  there  will  be  extraordinary  re- 
joicings in  Cairo.  -He  has  given  her  £280,000  worth  of  diamonds, 
and  also  the  Defterdar's  Palace  (the  house  where  Kleber  was 
assassinated),  newly  furnished,  in  the  most  sumptuous  manner, 
partly  in  the  Oriental,  partly  in  the  European  style.  I  never 
saw  mirrors  of  such  magnitude  and  beauty  as  those  in  the 
Princess's  SalaamliL  As  the  waters  of  the  Nile  have  not  yet 
subsided  sufficiently  to  admit  of  a  visit  to  the  great  Pyramids  of 
Ghizeh  with  any  comfort,  I  have  postponed  going  there  until 
our  return  from  the  upper  country,  when,  in  descending  the 
river,  we  shall  take  all  the  pyramids  in  detail,  ending  by  the 
finest  of  them  all,  that  of  Cheops.  And  now,  dear  Lady  Bles- 
sington,  will  you  not  exclaim  at  the  egotism  of  this  letter  ?  I 
blush  for  myself,  when  I  perceive  that  I  have  filled  three  pages 
'  without  telling  you  of  the  deep  concern  with  which  we  read  in 
the  papers  at  Malta  of  the  painful  accident  Count  D'Orsay  had 
met  with.  I  trust,  in  Heaven,  that  the  injury  has  only  been 
temporary ;  and  I  assure  you  that  it  would  afford  the  greatest 
satisfaction  both  to  Mr.  B.  and  to  myself,  to  hear  that  the  wounded 
hand  is  restored  to  its  healthy  state. 

"  Pray  let  me  have  the  happiness  of  hearing  that  you  are  all 
as  well  as  I  wish  you  to  be,  and  if  you  will  write  to  me,  on  the 
receipt  of  this,  and  direct  your  letter  to  J.  B.  Esq.,  care  of 
Messrs.  Briggs,  Alexandria,  Egypt,  it  will  be  forwarded  to  me 
here,  and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  receiving  news  from  Gore 
House  on  my  return  from  the  head-quarters  of  hieroglyphics.  I 
dined  yesterday  at  our  Consul-General's,  Colonel  Barnett,  where 
we  met  the  French  Consul-General,  Monsieur  Barrot  (brother  of 
Odillon  Barrot),  and  his  pretty  English  wife.     There  had  been 
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on  the  previous  day  a  presentation  to  the  Pasha  of  the  Grind 
Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  which  Louis  Philippe  sent  oat  to 
him  in  acknowledgment  of  the  bon  accueil  which  the  Due  de 
Montpensier  received  in  this  country.  Queen  Victoria  has  alto 
been  sending  her  picture,  set  in  diamonds,  to  Mahommed  AH, 
and  after  the  formal  presentation  of  it,  his  Highness  gave  a  dinner 
to  all  the  Englishmen  in  Cairo.  This  day  he  has  done  the  same 
thing  by  the  French  sojourning  here. 

"  Adieu,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington.  Mr.  B.  unites  with  me 
in  a  thousand  kind  regards  to  you  and  to  your  charming  nieces, 
not  forgetting  V artiste  par  excellence  Count  D'Orsay. 

"L  F.  Rohm." 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 
In  a  letter  of  Mr.  Landor  to  Lady  Blessington,  in  1837, 
the  following  brief  notice  of  his  career  was  given  by  him : — 
"  Walter  Landor,  of  Ipsley  Court,  in  the  county  of  War- 
wick, married  first,  Maria,  only  daughter  and  heiress  of 
J.  Wright,  Esq.,  by  whom  he  had  an  only  daughter,  mar- 
ried to  her  cousin,  Humphrey  Arden,  Esq.,  of  Longcroft, 
in  Staffordshire ;  secondly,  Elizabeth,  eldest  daughter  and 
co-heiress  of  Charles  Savage,  of  Tachebrooke,  who  brought 
about  eighty  thousand  pounds  into  the  family.  The.eldest 
child  of  this  marriage,  Walter  Savage  Landor,  was  born 
January  30th,  1775.  He  was  educated  at  Rugby;  his 
private  tutor  was  Dr.  John  Sleath,  afterwards  master  of 
St.  Paul's  school.  When  he  had  reached  the  head  of  the 
school,  he  was  too  young  for  college,  and  was  placed  under 
the  private  tuition  of  Mr.  Langley,  of  Ashbourne.  After 
a  year,  he  was  entered  at  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  where 
the  learned  Ben  well  was  his  private  tutor.*     At  the  peace 

•  It  has  been  stated  that  Landor  was'rusticated  at  college  for  the  boyish  freak  of 
firing  a  gun  in  the  quadrangle  of  his  college,  and  that,  after  this  occurrence,  he  never 
returned  to  take  a  degree.  He  repaired  to  London,  on  leaving  college,  and  remained 
there  for  some  time.  I  find  I  have  been  misled  by  a  statement  in  the  work  I  have  just 
cited,  in  saying  that  Mr.  Landor  remained  in  London  under  the  care  of  General  Powell, 
his  godfather,  who  pressed  him  to  enter  the  army.  Having  declined  that  proposition, 
his  father,  desiring  to  make  him  a  lawyer,  offered  him  £400  a  year  if  he  would  reside 
in  the  Temple  and  study  the  law,  but  only  a  small  pittance,  of  about  £150  a  year,  in 
the  event  of  a  refusal  He  proceeded  to  South  Wales,  and  resided  in  great  seclusion, 
for  some  time,  at  Swansea. 

Mr.  Landor,  in  a  communication  to  the  Athenaeum,  March  8,  1855,  in  reference  to 
the  above-mentioned  statement  as  to  General  Powell,  observes  i — 

"  I  never  was  under  the  care  of  my  godfather,  General  Powell,  in  London,  nor  was 
he  ever  there  while  1  was.    Out  of  kindness  to  my  father,  an  old  friend,  he  told  him  he 


348  w.   S.   LAXDOR. 

Amiens  he  went  to  France,  but  retired  at  the  end  of  the 
year. 

u  In  1808,  on  the  first  insurrection  of  Spain,  in  June,  be 
joined  the  Viceroy  of  Gallicia,  Blake.  The  4  Madrid  Ga- 
zette/ of  August,  mentions  a  gift  from  him  of  twenty  thou- 
sand reals.  On  the  extinction  of  the*  Constitution,  he 
returned  to  Don  P.  Cavallos  the  tokens  of  royal  approba- 
tion in  no  measured  terms.*  In  1811,  he  married  Julia, 
daughter  of  J.  Thuillier  de  Malaperte,  descendant  and  re- 
presentative of  J.  Thuillier  de  Malaperte,  Baron  de  Xieu- 
veville,  first  gentleman  of  the  bed-chamber  to  Charles  the 
Eighth.  He  was  residing  at  Tours,  when,  after  the  battle 
of  Waterloo,  many  other  Englishmen  to  the  number  of  four 
thousand,  went  away.  He  wrote  to  Carnot  that  he  had  no 
confidence  in  the  moderation  or  honour  of  the  Emperor,  but 
resolved  to  stay,  because  he  considered  the  danger  to  be 
greater  in  the  midst  of  a  broken  army.  A  week  after- 
wards when  this  man  occupied  Tours,  his  house  was  the 
only  one  without  a  billet.  In  the  autumn  of  that  year  he 
retired  to  Italy.  For  seven  or  eight  years  he  occupied  the 
Palazzo  Medici,  in  Florence,  and  then  bought  the  celebrated 
villa  of  Count  Gherardesea,  at  Fiesole,  with  its  gardens, 
and  two  farms,  immediately  under  the  ancient   villa  of 

wou'd  give  me  a  commission  in  the  army  if  I  wou'd  'abstain  from  sporting  my  repub- 
lican opinions.1  My  reply  was,  '  No  man  sh*U  e»er  tie  my  tongue;  many  thanks  to 
the  General'  He  made  the  offer  to  my  next  brother.  But  the  rectory  of  Colton  «a* 
destined  for  a  second  son  :  it  was  at  that  time  held  by  my  uncle.  My  brother  Ch  tries 
rented  the  tythes  to  the  squire  of  the  parish,  who  paid  him  £1,000  a  year  for  them. 
In  London,  I  accepted  no  hospitalities,  and  recehed  few  visits,  occupied  in  studying 
Italian,  and  in  improving  my  knowledge  of  Greek.  Permit  me,  sir,  to  offer,  through 
you,  my  acknowledgment  of  the  friendly  courtesy  of  Dr.  Madden." 

Walter  Savage  Lakdo*. 
*  He  not  only  received  the  thanks  of  the  Supreme  Junta,  but,  soon  after  his  ream 
to  England,  the  rank  of  Colonel.  Me  sent  back  the  documents  with  his  coenmissioa  to 
Don  Pedro  Cavallos,  on  the  subversion  of  the  Constitution  by  Ferdinand.  He  wm 
•'  willing,"  he  said,  "  to  aid  a  people  in  the  assertion  of  its  liberties  against  the  ant  ago 
nist  of  Europe,  but  could  have  nothing  to  do  with  a  perjurer  and  traitor."  See  **  Mem 
of  the  Time." 
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Lorenzo  de  Medici.  His  visits  to  England  hanre  been  few 
and  short." 

For  several  years  past  Mr.  Landor  has  resided  in  Bath ; 
he  has  been  married  and  has  three  children ;  his  lady  is 
still  living,  and  residing  with  her  children  in  Florence. 

The  property  inherited  by  Landor  was  very  considerable, 
but  so  early  as  1806,  he  had  sold  a  very  large  portion  of 
it  in  Staffordshire  and  Warwickshire,  which  his  ancestors 
had  possessed  for  nearly  seven  hundred  years.  He  then 
bought  two  estates  in  Monmouthshire,  on  which  he  ex- 
pended several  thousand  pounds ;  on  the  building  of  a  house 
alone  £8000.  Some  tenants  of  his,  named  Betham,  having 
abandoned  their  farms  and  fled  to  the  Crimea,  being  in  his 
debt  to  the  amount  of  £3000,  he  ceased  to  feel  any  in- 
terest in  the  place  he  had  intended  to  have  permanently 
settled  in,  and,  on  the  authority  I  have  already  referred  to, 
"he  ordered  his  house  to  be  demolished."  Mr.  Landor 
has  retained  a  small  portion  of  his  means  for  his  own 
wants — the  residue  of  his  income  has  been  allotted  to  his 
family. 

When  a  large  portion  of  the  prose  literature  of  our  times, 
that  has  acquired  celebrity,  shall  have  lost  its  renown  or 
be  remembered  merely  on  account  of  an  ephemeral  celebrity, 
the  "  Imaginary  Conversations"  of  Walter  Savage  Landor 
will  live  in  honour,  and  flourish  far  and  wide.  There  are 
intellectual  gifts  and  graces  of  no  ordinary  kind  exhibited 
in  his  prose  productions :  wonderful  acquirements,  scholar- 
ship of  a  genuine  kind — massiveness  of  mind — keenness 
and  subtlety  of  perception — earnestness  and  enthusiasm 
— geniality  of  disposition — tenderness  of  heart,  and  a  noble 
love  of  everything  in  nature,  good  and  beautiful.  Much  of 
the  poetry  of  Mr.  Landor  may  not  be  destined  to  the  same 
immortality. 

In  Landor's  disposition  there  is  a  singular  combination 
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of  opposite  qualities,  and  in  his  mental  powers  and  abilities, 
a  mixture  no  less  strange  of  force  and  energy,  with  a  child- 
like simplicity;  deep  erudition,  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  ancient  and  modern  history  and  literature,  with 
strong  prejudices,  partialities,  and  dislikes,  by  which 
his  opinions  are  sometimes  considerably  affected,  even 
on  the  gravest  subjects;  great  tenderness  of  heart  is  found 
allied  with  heat  and  excitability  of  temper,  while  critical 
acumen  of  no  ordinary  kind  is  occasionally  found  associated 
with  credulity,  and  a  disposition  to  believe  things  that  to 
many  appear  marvellous,  and  to  hesitate  to  give  credence 
to  those  things  which  others  think  it  essential  to  receive 
with  implicit  trust. 

The  marked  feature  in  the  principal  prose  writings  of 
Landor  is  that  of  originality  of  mind,  and  a  daring  reck- 
lessness of  all  consequence,  in  the  expression  of  opinions  he 
believes  to  be  just  and  true.  Take  up  any  one  of  the 
44  Imaginary  Conversations,"  and  you  feel  yourself  in  com- 
munion with  the  mind  of  an  author  of  powerful  intellect — 
in  the  presence  of  a  great  original  thinker — a  fervent  lover 
of  truth  and  goodness — a  fierce  hater  of  everything  mean 
and  base — of  all  shams,  and  of  all  kinds  of  scoundrelism, 
however  grandly  disguised  or  dignified  with  great  names — 
a  man  of  vast  and  varied  erudition,  endowed  with  that 
peculiar  power  of  high  dramatic  genius  which  can  trans- 
port the  imagination  to  distant  climes  and  ages,  create  an 
ideal  presence  of  celebrities  of  antiquity,  whom  he  brings 
before  his  readers  in  a  life-like  manner,  looking,  speaking, 
acting,  and  playing  their  great  parts  in  life's  drama  over 
again,  as  they  looked,  and  spoke,  and  acted,  or  pretended 
to  be,  a  thousand  or  two  thousand  years  ago. 

In  the  works  of  Landor,  above  those  of  all  authors  of  our 
time,  of  great  eminence  and  deserved  distinction,  there  is 
to  be  found  that  which  seems  most  wanting  in  literature 
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in  this  age  of  Mammon  worship,  sordid  aims,  «emall  ends, 
and  intense  devotion  to  material  interests ;  namely,  a  love 
of  truth  and  justice,  earnestness  of  purpose,  and  loftiness  of 
mind,  which  cannot  be  imposed  upon  or  defeated  by  any 
organized  hypocrisies,  specious  plausibilities,  or  solemn  airs 
and  pretentious  'artifices  in  politics,  polemics,  party 
patriotism,  soi  disant  philosophy,  or  conventional  standards 
•of  opinion,  taste  or  criticism. 

Lady  Blessington  thus  speaks,  in  one  of  her  letters,  of 
her  first  meeting  with  Walter  Savage  Landor,  in  May  1825, 
in  Florence. 

u  I  had  learned  from  his  works  to  form  a  high  opinion  of 
the  man  as  well  as  the  author.  But  I  was  not  prepared  to 
find  in  him  the  courtly  polished  gentleman  of  high  breeding 
of  manners,  deportment,  and  demeanour  that  one  might  ex- 
pect to  meet  with  in  one  who  had  passed  the  greater  portion 
of  his  life  in  courts.  There  is  no  affectation  of  politeness, 
no  finikin  affability  in  his  urbanity,  no  far-fetched  compli- 
mentary hyperbolical  strain  of  eulogy  in  the  agr&nens  of 
his  conversation  with  women,  and  the  pleasing  things  he 
says  to  them  whom  he  cares  to  please." 

Of  all  the  literary  men  with  whom  Lady  Blessington 
came  in  contact — and  they  certainly  were  not  few  or  un- 
distinguished— at  home  and  abroad,  the  person  whom  she 
looked  on  with  most  respect,  honour,  and  affectionate  re- 
gard, was  Walter  Savage  Landor. 

Mr.  Landor  has  not  forgotten  the  former  relations  of 
friendship  which  subsisted  between  him  and  Lady  Bless- 
ington. It  is  not  necessary  for  him  to  affect  even  to  forget 
them,  or  to  have  it  ignored  that  they  ever  existed.  He  is 
not  a  man  to  bask  in  the  sunshine  of  a  friend's  prosperity, 
and  when  the  doors  of  the  hospitable  house  have  closed, 
and  those  of  the  tomb  have  opened,  to  shrink  from  the  ac- 
knowledgment of  all  or  any  obligations  to  that  friend's 
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memory.  He  may  fall  into  errors  of  opinion — but  never 
into  the  meanness  of  skulking  out  of  sentiments  of  affec- 
tionate regard  which  he  once  professed  to  feel  for  any 
human  being.  We  have  evidence  of  the  fact  in  the  con- 
cluding lines  of  a  recent  letter  in  the  Athenaeum  of  the 
17th  of  February,  1855,  in  reference  to  Lady  Blessington: 
"  Virtuous  ladies !  instead  of  censuring  her  faults,  attempt 
to  imitate  her  virtues.  Believe  that,  if  any  excess  may  be* 
run  into,  the  excess  of  tenderness  is  quite  as  pardonable  a 
that  of  malignity  and  rancour. 

"Walter  Savage  Landor." 
In  the  latest  of  his  works,  "  The  last  fruit  on  an  old 
tree,"  published  in  1853,  the  following  graceful  tribute  to 
the  memory  of  his  old  friend  of  Gore  House,  is  to  be  found : 

"  Again,  perhaps,  and  only  once  again, 
I  turn  my  steps  to  London.     Few  the  scenes 
And  few  the  friends  that  there  delighted  me, 

,  Will  now  delight  me ;  some  indeed  remain 
Tho*  changed  in  features — friend  and  scene — both  changed ! 
I  shall  not  watch  my  lilac  burst  her  bud 
In  that  wide  garden,  that  pure  fount  of  air, 
Where  risen  ere  the  morns  are  warm  and  bright, 
And  stepping  forth  in  very  scant  attire, 
Timidly  as  became  her  in  such  garb, 
She  hastened  prompt  to  call  up  slumbering  spring — 
White  and  dim — purple  breathed  my  fev'rite  pair 
Under  thy  Terrace — hospitable  heart !  * 
Whom  twenty  summers  more  and  more  endeared ; 
Part  on  the  Arno,  part  where  every  clime 
Sent  its  most  graceful  sons  to  kiss  thy  hands, 
To  make  the  humble  proud,  the  proud  submiss, 
Wiser  the  wisest,  and  the  brave  more  brave ; 
Thou  sleepest  not  unforgotten  nor  unmourned 
Beneath  the  chesnut  shade  by  Saint  Germain. 
Meanwhile  I  wait  the  hour  of  my  repose."f 

•  Lady  Blessington.         f  The  Last  Fruit  on  Old  Tree.     Lon.,  12  ma,  1SJ3,  p> 
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€€  74,  Rue  Bourbon,  Quartier  St  Germain, 
"Paris,  February,  1829. 
"  My  dear  Mr.  Landor, 

u  I  can  no  longer  allow  you  to  think  that  I  am  ungrateful  for 
your  letter  of  last  month,  which  my  silence  might  imply ;  but 
when  I  tell  you  that  for  the  last  two  months  I  have  only  twice 
attempted  to  use  my  pen,  and  both  times  was  compelled  to 
abandon  it,  you  will  acquit  me  of  neglect  or  negligence,  nei- 
ther of  which,  towards  those  whom  I  esteem  and  value  as  highly 
as  I  do  you,  are  among  the  catalogue  of  my  faults.  The  change 
of  climate,  operating  on  a  constitution  none  of  the  strongest, 
and  an  unusually  severe  winter,  to  me,  who  for  some  years  have 
only  seen  Italian  ones,  has  brought  on  a  severe  attack  of  rheu- 
matism in  the  head,  that  has  not  only  precluded  the  possibility 
of  writing,  but  nearly  of  reading  also,  so  that  my  winter  has 
been  indeed  cheerless.  Among  the  partial  gleams  of  sunshine 
which  have  illumed  it,  your  kind  recollection  so  obligingly  ex- 
pressed, and  a  fortnight's  sojourn,  which  Francis  Hare  and  his 
excellent  wife  made  here,  are  remembered  with  most  plea- 
sure. She  is,  indeed,  a  treasure,  well  informed;  clever,  sensible, 
well-mannered,  kind,  lady-like,  and,  above  all,  truly  feminine ; 
the  having  chosen  such  a  woman,  reflects  credit  and  distinction 
on  our  friend,  and  the  communion  with  her  has  had  a  visible 
effect  on  him,  as  without  losing  any  of  his  gaiety,  it  has  become 
softened  down  to  a  more  mellow  tone,  and  he  appears  not  only 
a  more  happy  man,  but  more  deserving  of  happiness  than  before. 
The  amiable  and,  I  think,  admirable  Augustus  Hare,  is  to  be 
married  next  autumn ;  he  is  a  very  great  favourite  of  mine,  and 
he  possesses  a  peculiar  delicacy  of  sentiment  and  nobleness  of 
nature,  that  make  on  $  regard  him  as  something  superior  to  the 
ordinary  class  of  mankind ;  while  his  enthusiasm  and  honesty, 
both  so  seldom  met  with  in  our  days  of  common-place  mediocrity, 
give  a  raciness  to  his  character  and  manner  that  is  peculiarly 
pleasing  to  me.  I  look  with  impatience  for  the  two  volumes  that 
have  been  announced  by  Mr.  Julius  Hare,  and  shall  read  them 
with  the  same  attention,  pleasure,  and  profit  with  which  I  have 
VOL.   II.  A  A 
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perused  all  the  other  productions  of  the  same  author.  Should 
you  write  to  him,  pray  urge  him  not  to  forget  that  you  promised 
those  two  volumes,  and  that  I  have  in  this  matter  even  more  than 
my  sex's  share  of  impatience.  I  shall  not  be  unmindful  of  the 
interest  of  Mr.  Godwin  Swift,  you  may  be  sure,  as  I  never  can  be 
to  any  recommendation  of  yours.  Thanks  for  your  congratula- 
tion on  the  marriage  of  my  sister ;  it  is,  and  will  be,  I  am  sure,  a 
very  happy  one,  for  the  Speaker  is  an  excellent  man,  and  she  t* 
truly  a  good  woman,  so  this  union  cannot  but  be  fortunate. 
"  My  dear  Mr.  Landor, 

"  Your  sincerely  attached  friend, 

"Marguerite  BlessdigtoV 

"  London,  Seamore  Pl*ce, 
"July  10th,  1834. 
"  What  shall  I  say  to  you  for  all  your  kindness  ?  I  feel  it 
more  than  I  can  express,  and  only  wish  I  could  in  any  way  prove 
my  sense  of  the  obligations  I  owe  you.  I  sent  for  Mr.  Ottley  the 
day  (yesterday)  I  got  your  letter,  and  communicated  your  wishes 
with  regard  to  *  The  Trial.'*  He  seemed  sensibly  touched,  and 
so  expressed  himself  at  the  generosity  of  your  proposal,  and  spoke 
in  terms  of  the  highest  admiration  of  the  production,  which  he 
considers  most  admirable.  He  requests  me  to  assure  you,  that 
the  work  shall  go  to  press  forthwith,  and  that  in  the  course  of  a 
month  from  this  date,  it  will  be  ready  for  publication.  How  ad- 
mirable is  the  conversation  between  Essex  and  Spenser,  as,  also* 
that  of  Colonel  Walker.  So  inimitably  do  you  identify  yourself 
with  the  characters  you  make  converse,  that  you  make  me  forget 
the  lapse  of  ages,  and  create  new  sympathies  with  those  who  hare 
for  years  been  numbered  with  the  dead.  How  soothing  is  it,  my 
dear  friend,  to  retire  within  one's  own  heart,  from  the  turmoil 
and  petty  cares  of  life,  to  dwell  and  think  with  the  wise  and  good 
of  other  days,  and  still  more,  to  make  known  their  feelings  to 
thousands  who  must  esteem  you  for  the  delight  you  offer  them. 
I  have  often  wished  that  you  would  note  down  for  me  your  re*- 
miniscences  of  your  friendship,  and  the  conversations  it  led  to 

•  Mr.  Landor* s  "  Examination  of  W.  Shakapeaie,"  &c 
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with  my  dear  and  ever-to-be-lamented  husband ;  he  who  so 
valued  and  loved  you,  and  who  was  so  little  understood  by  the 
common  herd  of  mankind.  We,  who  knew  the  nobleness,  the 
generosity,  and  the  refined  delicacy  of  his  nature,  can  render 
justice  to  his  memory,  and  I  wish  that  posterity  through  your 
means,  should  know  him  as  he  was.*  All  that  I  could  say  would 
be  viewed  as  the  partiality  of  a  wife,  but  a  friend,  and  such  a 
friend  as  you,  might  convey  a  true  sketch  of  him.  Pray 
think  of  this,  and  give  me  a  conversation  (suppose  your 
voyage  to  Naples  the  scene  of  it)  between  you.  Pray 
tell  me  something  of  Poor  Augustus  Hare — another 
friend  gone  before  us!!  I  knew  not  that  he  was  ill,  and 
death  snatches  him  while  I  believed  him  in  health  and 
happiness.  He  was  good  and  amiable,  and  therefore  fit  to  die, 
though  his  death  is  more  painful  to  his  friends.  Do  you  re- 
member our  calm  nights  on  the  Terrace  of  the  Casa  Pelosi,  now 
seven  years  ago  ?  When  you  recall  them,  remember  also  that 
you  have  a  sincere  friend  in  her  who  shared  them. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

"  London,  Seamore  Place, 
"June  9,  1834. 
"  I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  admirable  contributions  to  my 

*  Book  of  Beauty,'  with  both  of  which  I  am  delighted.  '  The 
Search  after  Honour9  is  as  original  as  it  is  excellent,  and  the 

*  Conversation  between  Steele  and  Addison,'  is  one  of  the  most 

•  The  intelligence  of  the  death  of  Lord  Blessington  had  been  communicated  to  Mr. 
Lander  in  a  letter,  dated  Paris,  May  29,  1829. 

"  It  is  with  feelings  of  the  deepest  regret  that  I  have  to  announce  to  you  that  poor 
dear  Lord  Blessington  was  seized  with  an  apoplectic  fit,  at  half-past  six  o'clock,  on 
Saturday  last,  and  though  medical  aid  was  at  hand  almost  immediately,  and  nothing 
left  undone  that  could  he  done  to  save  him,  all  efforts  were  used  in  vain.  He  remained 
speechless  from  the  first  moment,  and  lingered  until  half-past  four  o'clock  on  Monday 
morning,  when  he  breathed  his  last.  Nothing  can  equal  the  grief  of  poor  dear  Lady 
Blessington;  in  (act,  she  is  so  ill,  that  we  are  quite  uneasy  about  her,  as  is  also  poor 
Lady  Harriet  But  not  only  ourselves,  but  all  our  friends,  are  in  the  greatest  affliction 
sauce  this  melancholy  event  Fancy  what  a  dreadful  blow  it  is  to  us  all  to  lose  him  ; 
he  who  was  so  kind,  so  generous,  and  so  truly  good  a  man.  As  he  has  always  expressed 
»  desire  to  be  interred  at  Mountjoy,  his  body  is  to  leave  this  in  a  few  days  for  Ireland.'* 

A   A   2 


356  LETTERS   FROM   LADY   BLESSINGTON 

interesting  productions  I  ever  read.  What  a  singular  power  too 
have  of  identifying  yourself  with  the  minds  of  others ;  it  seems 
like  an  intuitive  knowledge,  which  enables  you  to  continue  their 
train  of  thought,  without  ever  losing  your  own  powerful  origin- 
ality. 

"  Sir  Egerton  Brydges  has  lately  taken  a  hint  from  you,  and 
published  two  volumes  of  '  Imaginary  Biography,'  which,  though 
very  clever  and  interesting,  falls  infinitely  short  of  his  model,  and 
wants  the  vigour  and  spirit  of  the  €  Imaginary  Conversations.'  I 
have  received  your  MS.,  and  am  delighted  with  it  Mr.  Willis 
delivered  it  to  me  with  your  letter,  and  I  endeavoured  to  shew 
him  all  the  civility  in  my  power,  in  honour  of  his  recommenda- 
tion. 

"  A  fatality  seems  to  pursue  the  books  I  send  you.  Colonel 
Hughes,  the  brother  of  Lord  Dinorben,  pledged  himself  to  give 
you  the  '  Conversations  of  Lord  Byron,'  which  I  put  into  his 
hand,  and  has  been  as  negligent  as  the  friend  by  whom  I  sent 
*  The  Repealers.'  The  first  person  I  find  going  to  Italy,  I  shall 
again  consign  a  copy  to ;  and  I  am  really  mortified  that  you  should 
not  have  sooner  had  them,  knowing  as  I  do  the  indulgence  with 
which  you  would  have  perused  any  thing  from  my  pen. 

"  Lord  Mulgrave,  who  is  lately  returned  from  Jamaica,  has  been 
sitting  with  me,  and  talked  of  you  very  kindly ;  finding  that  I  was 
about  to  write  to  you,  he  desired  to  offer  to  you  his  kind  regards. 

"M.   BLBSSntGTOB." 

"  London,  Seamore  Place,  May  Fair, 
"  October  13,  1834. 
"  The  introduction  to  your  *  Examination'  is  printed,  and  the 
'  Conference  of  Spenser  and  LonJ  Essex'  follows  the  '  Examina- 
tion,' and  reads  admirably  in  print  I  have  read  all  the  proof 
sheets,  and  hope  you  will  be  satisfied  with  their  correctness,  and 
Messrs.  Saunders  and  Ottley  have  informed  me  that  the  book  will 
be  out  in  the  course  of  this  week.  Of  its  success  I  entertain  do 
doubt,  though  I  have  had  many  proofs  that  the  excellence  of  lite- 
rary productions  cannot  always  command  their  success.  So  much 
depends  on  the  state  of  the  literary  horizon,  when  a  work  present* 
itself:  the  hky  is  at  present  much  overclouded  by  the  unsettled 
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state  of  politics  at  home  and  abroad;  but  notwithstanding  all  this, 
I  am  very  sanguine  in  my  expectations  about  the  success  your 
book  will  have,  and  so  are  the  publishers.  The  '  Conference*  is 
peculiarly  interesting,  as  bearing  on  the  state  of  Ireland,  which, 
alas !  now,  as  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  remains  unsettled,  un- 
satisfied, and  unsatisfying ;  resisting  hitherto  the  various  remedies 
that  have  been  applied  to  her  disease  by  severe  surgeons  or  timid 
practitioners.  I  think  very  highly  of  the  '  Examination ;'  it  is  re- 
dolent with  the  joyous  spirit  of  the  immortal  bard,  with  whom 
you  have  identified  yourself;  his  frequent  pleasantry  wantons 
in  the  breasts  of  song,  while  snatches  of  pathos  break  in  con- 
tinually in  the  prose.  The '  Conference'  is  deeply  interesting,  and 
so  dissimilar  from  the  *  Examination/  that  it  is  difficult  to  imagine 
it  the  work  of  the  same  mind,  if  one  did  not  know  that  true 
genius  possesses  the  power  of  variety  in  style  and  thought  I 
wish  you  could  be  persuaded  to  write  your  Memoirs;  what  a 
treasure  would  they  prove  to  posterity.  Tracing  the  working 
of  such  a  mind  as  yours,  a  mind  that  has  never  submitted  to  the 
ignoble  fetters  that  a  corrupt  and  artificial  society  would  im- 
pose, could  not  fail  to  be  highly  interesting,  as  well  as  useful,  by 
giving  courage  to  the  timid,  and  strength  to  the  weak,  and  teach- 
ing them  to  rely  on  their  own  intellectual  resources,  instead  of 
leaning  on  that  feeble  reed  the  world,  which  can  wound  but  not 
support  those  who  rely  on  it  Mr.  E.  L.  Bulwer's  new  novel, 
*  The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii,'  has  been  out  a  fortnight ;  it  is  an 
admirable  work,  and  does  him  honour.  He  refers  to  you  in  one 
of  the  notes  to  it,  as  *  his  learned  friend  Mr.  Landor,'  so  you  see 
you  are  in  a  fair  way  of  being  praised  (if  not  understood)  by  the 
dandies,  as  his  book  is  in  the  hands  of  the  whole  tribe.  The  novel 
is  dedicated  to  our  friend  Sir  W.  GelL  There  is  no  year  in 
which  your  fame  does  not  gain  at  all  sides,  and  it  is  now  so  much 
the  fashion  to  praise  you,  that  you  are  quoted  by  many  who  are 
as  incapable  of  appreciating  as  of  equalling  you. 

"  M.  Blbsmngton." 

"  London,  Seamore  Place, 
"March  16,1835. 
«lam  glad  that  you  have  at  length  received  the  *  Conversa- 
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*tions,'  and  that  they  give  you  a  better  opinion  of  Byron.  He 
was  one  of  the  many  proofs  of  a  superior  nature  spoilt  by  civili- 
zation. The  evil  commenced  when  he  was  a  school-boy,  and 
continued  its  baneful  influence  over  him  up  to  the  last  moment  of 
his  life.  But  then  there  were  outbreakings  of  the  original 
goodness  of  the  soil,  though  over  cultivation  had  deteriorated  it. 

"  His  first  impulses  were  always  good,  and  it  was  only  the  re- 
flections suggested  by  experience  that  checked  them. 

"Then  consider  that  he  died  when  only  thirty-seven  yean 
old.  The  passions  had  not  ceased  to  torment,  though  they  no 
longer  wholly  governed  him.  He  was  arrived  at  that  period  in 
human  life,  when  he  saw  the  fallacy  of  the  past,  without  having 
grasped  the  wisdom  of  the  future.  Had  ten  years  been  added  to 
his  existence,  he  would  have  been  a  better  and  a  happier  man. 
Are  not  goodness  and  happiness  the  nearest  approach  to 
synonymous  term? 

"  I  have  sent  you,  by  a  Mr.  Stanley,  my  two  novels,  and  trust 
you  will  soon  receive  them.  I  fear  they  will  not  interest  you, 
for  they  are  written  on  the  every-day  business  of  life,  without 
once  entering  the  region  of  imagination.  I  wrote  because  I 
wanted  money ;  and  was  obliged  to  select  subjects  that  would 
command  it  from  my  publisher.  None  but  ephemeral  ones  will 
now  catch  the  attention  of  the  mass  of  readers.  *  The  Quarterly 
Review'  names  you  in  the  last  number,  and  with  praise,  though 
the  praise,  like  all  that  appears  in  that  clever  but  cynical  publi- 
cation, is  measured  out  most  cautiously.  Still  it  is  valuable, 
because  all  the  world  knows  it  is  praise  well  earned,  and  ex- 
torted by  the  merit  of  the  author,  rather  than  due  to  the 
generosity  of  the  critic.  It  promises  a  general  notice  of  your 
works,  which,  I  trust,  will  soon  appear. 

"  I  see  your  friend  Mr.  Robinson  sometimes,  but  not  so  often 
as  I  could  wish ;  he  is  a  person  of  sound  head,  and  as  sound  a 
heart,  and  full  of  knowledge.  We  talk  of  you  every  time  w* 
meet,  and  are  selfish  enough  to  wish  you  were  near  us  in  thm 
cold  and  murky  climate.  If  you  knew  how  much  I  value  yxna 
letters,  you  would  write  to  me  very  often  :  they  breathe  of  Italy, 
and  take  me  back  to  other  and  happier  times. 
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**  Do  you  remember  our  calm  evenings  on  the  terrace  of  the 
Casa  Pelosi,  where,  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  we  looked  on  the 
smooth  and  glassy  Arno,  and  talked  of  past  ages  ?  Those  were 
happy  times,  and  I  frequently  revert  to  them. 

"  The  verses  in  your  letter  pleased  me  much,  as  do  all  that  you 
write.     What  have  you  been  doing  lately  ? 

"What  a  capital  book  might  be  written  illustrative  of  the 
passions,  when  they  stood  forth  more  boldly  than  at  present,  in 
the  middle  ages.  The  history  of  Italy  teems  with  such,  and  you 
might  give  them  vitality. 

"M.  Blessington." 

"  Thursday  evening. 
"  I  send  you  the  engraving  and  have  only  to  wish  that  it 
may  sometimes  remind  you  of  the  original.  You  are  associated 
in  my  memory  with  some  of  my  happiest  days ;  you  were  the 
friend,  and  the  highly-valued  friend,  of  my  dear  and  lamented 
husband,  and  as  such,  even  without  any  of  the  numberless  claims 
you  have  to  my  regard,  you  could  not  be  otherwise  than  highly 
esteemed.  It  appears  to  me  that  I  have  not  quite  lost  him  who 
made  life  dear  to  me,  when  I  am  near  those  he  loved,  and  that 
knew  how  to  value  him.  Five  fleeting  years  have  gone  by  since 
our  delicious  evenings  on  the  lovely  Arno ;  evenings  never  to  be 
forgotten,  and  the  recollections  of  which  ought  to  cement  the 
friendships  then  formed.  This  effect  I  can,  in  truth,  say  has  been 
produced  on  me,  and  I  look  forward,  with  confidence,  to  keeping 
alive,  by  a  frequent  correspondence,  the  friendship  you  owe  me, 
no  less  for  that  I  feel  for  you,  but  as  the  widow  of  one  you  loved 
and  that  truly  loved  you.  We,  or  more  properly  speaking  I,  live 
in  a  world  where  friendship  is  little  known,  and  were  it  not  for 
one  or  two  individuals  like  yourself,  I  might  be  tempted  to  exclaim 
with  Socrates,  *  My  friends !  there  are  no  friends.'  Let  us  prove 
that  the  philosopher  was  wrong,  and  if  Fate  has  denied  us  the 
comfort  of  meeting,  let  us  by  letters  keep  up  our  friendly  inter- 
course. You  will  tell  me  what  you  think  and  feel  in  your  Tuscan 
retirement,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  I  do  in  this  modern  Babylon, 
where  thinking  and  feeling  are  almost  unknown.     Have  I  not 
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reason  to  complain,  that  in  your  sojourn  in  London,  yon  do  not 
give  me  a  single  day  ?  And  yet  methinks  you  promised  to  stay 
a  week  and  that  of  that  week  I  should  have  my  share.  I  rely 
on  your  promise  of  coming  to  see  me  again  before  you  leave 
London,  and  I  console  myself  for  the  disappointment  of  seeing  so 
little  of  you,  by  recollecting  the  welcome  and  the  happiness  that 
wait  you  at  home.  Long  may  you  enjoy  it,  is  the  sincere  wish  of 
your  attached  friend, 

"M.  Blessiiwton." 

"  P.S.  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  what  you  think  of  the  Conversa- 
tions. I  could  have  made  them  better,  but  they  would  no  longer 
have  been,  as  they  now  are,  genuine." 

"  Seamore  Place,  Oct  1, 1835. 
"  I  know  not  when  I  felt  more  pleasure  than  on  hearing  of  your 
arrival  in  England.  I  had  been  absent  from  town,  on  the  coast 
of  Hampshire,  and  not  in  York  or  Doncaster,  where  the  news- 
papers had  sent  me.  Health,  and  not  pleasure,  was  the  object  of  my 
expedition,  and  the  sea  breezes  have  done  me  much  good.  I  had 
heard  of  your  having  passed  through  London,  before  I  got  your 
letter,  and  console  myself  for  not  having  seen  you  by  the  hope 
that  on  your  way  back  you  will  give  me  a  few  days  of  your 
society,  that  we  may  talk  over  old  friends  and  old  times,  one  of 
the  few  comforts  (though  it  is  a  melancholy  one)  that  age  gives. 
I  am  glad  that  you  are  again  soon  to  appear  in  print,  and  the 
subject  delights  me.  It  is  one  you  will  treat  eon  cunore,  and  that 
only  you  can  treat  as  it  deserves.  I  am  so  charmed  with  the 
Parable,  that  I  despatched  it  forthwith  to  the  printer,  and  expect 
to  have  a  proof  very  soon.  It  is  just  the  very  essence  of  the 
beauty  of  holiness. 

"M.    BLB8SnfGTOX." 

"  Gore  House,  Kensington  Gore, 

"March  10th,  1836. 

"  I  write  to  you  from  my  new  residence,  in  what  /  call  the 

country,  being  a  mile  from  London.     I  have  not  forgotten  that 

your  last  letter  announced  the  pleasing  intelligence  that  you  were 
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to  be  in  London  in  April,  and  I  write  to  request  that  you  will 
take  up  your  residence  at  my  house.  I  have  a  comfortable  room 
to  offer  you ;  and  what  is  better  still,  a  cordial  welcome.  Pray 
bear  this  in  mind,  and  let  me  have  the  pleasure  of  having  you 
tinder  my  roof  Have  you  heard  of  the  death  of  poor  Sir  William 
Gell  ?  He  expired  at  Naples,  on  the  4th  of  February,  literally 
exhausted  by  his  bodily  infirmity. 

"  Poor  Gell !  I  regret  him  much  ;  he  was  gentle,  kind- 
hearted,  and  good  tempered ;  possessed  a  great  fund  of  informa- 
tion, which  was  always  at  the  service  of  any  one  requiring  it, 
and  if  free  from  passion  (not  always,  in  my  opinion,  a  desirable 
thing),  totally  exempt  from  prejudice,  which  I  hold  to  be  most 
desirable.  How  much  more  frequently  we  think  of  a  friend 
we  have  lost  than  when  he  lived !  I  have  thought  of  poor  Gell 
continually  since  I  got  Mr.  Craven's  melancholy  letter,  an- 
nouncing his  demise,  yet  when  he  lived  I  have  passed  weeks 
without  bestowing  a  thought  on  him.  Is  not  this  a  curious  fact 
in  all  our  natures,  that  we  only  begin  to  know  the  value  of  friends 
when  they  are  lost  to  us  for  ever?  It  ought  to  teach  us  to  turn 
with  increased  tenderness  to  those  that  remain,  and  I  always  feel 
th&t  my  affection  for  living  friends  is  enlivened  by  the  reflection 
that  they  too  may  pass  away. 

"  If  we  were  only  half  as  lenient  to  the  living  as  we  are  to  the 

dead,  how  much  happiness  might  we  render  them,  and  from  how 

much  vain  and  bitter  remorse  might  we  be  spared,  when  the  grave, 

*  the  all  atoning  grave?  has  closed  over  them.     I  long  to  read  your 

book ;  it  will  be  to  me  like  water  in  the  desert  to  the  parched 

pilgrim.     Let  me  hear  from  you,  and,  above  all,  tell  me  that  you 

will  take  up  your  abode  with  me,  where  quiet  and  friendship 

await  you. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

"  Gore  House,  April  4th,  1836. 
"  I  have  to  thank  you  for  the  very  highest  intellectual  feast  I 
have  ever  enjoyed.  Yes,  your  '  Aspasia  and  Pericles'  are  deli- 
cious, and  reflect  everlasting  honour  on  you ;  never  was  there 
so  beautiful  a  mirror  of  wisdom  and  tenderness ;  the  book  con- 
tinually filled  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  my  heart  with  gentle  and 
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generous  emotions.  I  am  proud  of,  and  for  you,  and  repeat 
frequently  to  myself — he  is  my  friend.  How  delightful,  yet  how 
rare  is  it,  when  our  friends  make  us  feel  proud  of  them !  every 
one  talks  of  your  book,  and  every  one  is  loud  in  its  praises.  I 
rejoice  in  this  for  two  reasons ;  the  first,  that  its  author  is  my 
friend,  and  the  second,  that  it  gives  me  a  better  opinion  of  human 
nature,  to  find  that  even  the  worldlings  of  London  can  feel  whit 
is  elevated,  pure,  and  holy.  Never  was  there  such  a  triumph  as 
you  have  achieved  by  this  book ! !  Mr.  Fonblanque  is  impatient 
to  shake  you  by  the  hand.  He  is  worthy  to  be  your  friend,  and 
is,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word,  a  noble-minded  man.  I  shall  be 
at  Gore  House  the  whole  season,  and  charmed  to  see  you ;  come 
and  take  possession  of  your  room  in  it — why  can  you  not  come 
before  May?  I  have  taken  steps  to  get  your  MSS.  &c.  from 
Mr.  Willis,  and  trust  to  be  able  soon  to  tell  you  that  they  are  in 
my  possession.  How  often,  while  reading  your  book,  did  I  think 
of  the  delight  it  would  have  given  your  dear  friend,  my  lost 
husband !     He  could  well  sympathize  in  such  sentiments. 

"  M.  BLE88INQTON." 

"  Gore  House,  June  8th,  1836. 
"  It  gave  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  from  you.  Of  ingratitude 
or  impoliteness,  I  can  never  suspect  you,  because  you  know  bow 
sincerely  I  esteem  you;  too  well  to  be  wicked  enough  to  be 
ungrateful,  and  you  are,  in  my  opinion,  the  most  genuinely 
polite  man  I  know.  Tou  must  come  and  pay  me  another  visit 
when  you  return  from  your  relations ;  nowhere  can  you  bestow 
your  society  where  it  can  be  more  highly  valued  than  at  Gore 
House,  and  this  ought  to  induce  you  to  be  more  liberal  of  the 
gift.  Tour  *  Epigrams'  are  excellent,  and  prove  that  genius 
can  be  as  happy  in  trifles  as  in  great  things.  I  think  of  you  very 
often,  and  miss  you  as  often ;  it  was  happily  said  that  friends, 
like  lovers,  should  be  very  near  or  very  distant;  and  this  I  feel, 
for  one  gets  reconciled  to  the  absence  that  aortal  distance  causes, 
and  impatient  at  that  which  a  short  one  produces.  When  yon 
were  in  Italy,  I  knew  it  was  useless  to  hope  to  see  you ;  but  at 
Bristol,  I  reproach  you  for  not  giving  me  more  of  your  society. 

"  M.  Blesshwtox." 
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"  Gore  House,  Jan.  25,  1837. 

"I  have  furnished  your  note  to  Mr.  Hall,  the  husband  of 
Mrs.  Hall,  the  authoress.  Indeed  you  are  wrong  if  you  imagine 
that  all  good  judges  do  not  rate  you  as  you  deserve  .to  be  rated. 
Unfortunately  they  are  not  so  numerous  as  the  enviers,  who  try 
to  depreciate  what  they  can  never  hope  to  equal  You  send  me 
some  alterations  for  a  poem  I  have  not  in  my  possession — your 
Clytemnestra.  Mr.  Foster  told  me  that  you  had  sent  him  some 
portions  of  it  from  Heidelberg,  and  probably  you  have  fancied  it 
was  to  me.  As  all  you  write  is  too  precious  to  be  mislaid,  tell 
me,  without  delay,  how  the  affair  rests.  Have  you  seen  poor 
Augustus  Hare's  sermons  ? 

"  I  got  them  a  few  days  ago,  with  a  pencil  note  written  on  his ' 
deathbed. 

"  Poor  Augustus !  He  was  a  fine  creature,  full  of  affection  and 
generosity. 

"  Mr.  Southey  is,  I  hear,  in  town.  I  should  like  much  to  have 
made  his  acquaintance,  for  I  admire  his  genius,  and  esteem  his 
character.  What  are  you  doing?  I  hope  a  great  deal.  I  wish 
you  would  write  a  History. 

"M.  Blessing'TON." 

"April  19,1837. 

**  I  have  been  indeed  very  unwell  of  late,  but  am  now,  thank 
God,  considerably  better.  The  truth  is,  the  numerous  family  of 
father,  mother,  sister,  brother,  and  his  six  children,  that  I  have 
to  provide  for,  compels  me  to  write,  when  my  health  would  de- 
mand a  total  repose  from  literary  exertion ;  and  this  throws  me 
back. 

'*  Mais  quoi  /aire  ?  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  most  kind 
offer  of  literary  assistance,  and  for  the  charming  scene  from 
Orestes,  which  is  full  of  power.  How  glad  I  shall  be  to  see  you 
again  at  Gore  House. 

"  Do  pray  pay  me  a  visit,  whenever  you  can  make  up  your 
mind  to  move,  for  be  assured,  no  one  can  more  truly  enjoy  or 
value  your  society  than  I  do.  I  ordered  my  publishers  to  send 
you  one  of  the  first  copies  of  my  new  novel,  which  I  hope  has 
reached  you. 
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"  The  story  is  only  a  vehicle  to  convey  a  severe  censure  on 
the  ultra-fashionables  of  London,  and  the  book  has  been  very 
indulgently  received.  I  saw  your  friend  Mr.  Cholmondley  a 
few  days  ago,  and  he  enquired  for  you  most  kindly.  He  is  a 
very  sensible  and  amiable  young  man.  Mrs.  Fairlie  and  her 
family  are  still  with  me,  and  Bella  improves  daily  in  intelligence 
and  beauty.  We  often  speak  of  you,  and  wish  you  were  with 
us. 

"M.    BLE8SIKGT05." 

"Gore  House, Nov.  20,  1837, 
"  I  send  you  by  the  coach  your  copy  of  the  'Book  of  Beauty,' 
which  has  just  come  out,  and  which  I  trust  you  will  like.  If  all 
its  contents  resemble  your  contribution,  I  shall  have  no  doubt 
of  the  success  of  the  book ;  but  though  they  are  far,  far  removed 
from  such  excellence,  I  nevertheless  hope  that  a  book  containing 
such  a  gem  must  leave  behind  it  every  other  annual  Since  I 
wrote  to  you  I  have  been  extremely  ill.  I  tried  change  of  air, 
and  spent  some  days  on  the  sea  coast,  from  which  I  derived  but 
little  benefit.  I  am  now,  thank  God,  considerably  better,  which 
I  attribute  to  the  skilful  treatment  of  my  medical  adviser. 

"  M.  Blessinoto^" 

"  Gore  House,  Dec  20,  1837. 

There  is  no  person  in  whose  erudition  I  place  so  much  confi- 
dence as  in  yours,  and  no  one  in  whose  disposition  to  communi- 
cate it  that  I  have  such  faith.  Will  you  inform  me  if  you  know 
anything  about  an  ancient  monument  at  Frejus,  erected  to,  or  by 
a  Julia  Alpina,  or  some  similar  sounding  name,  remarkable  for 
her  strong  devotion  to  her  father  ?  I  have  read  a  most  inter- 
esting note  relative  to  her,  but  cannot  remember  where. 

"  I  shall  long  for  the  Spring  more  than  ever,  now  that  you 
have  promised  to  come  to  me  in  April. 

"M.  Blessinotob." 

"  Gore  House,  Jan.  17,  1838. 
"  I  will  not  let  you  continue  in  the  error  of  believing  that  Mr. 
Forster  is  in  a  minority  in  thinking  most  highly  of  your  works. 
Be  assured  that  every  person  possessed  of  taste,  feeling,  or  em- 
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dition,  admires  them  as  much  as  he  does ;  but  they,  unfortunately, 
are  not  the  great  mass  of  readers.  I  never  heard  a  difference  of 
opinion  relative  to  your  books;  all  who  have  intellects  capable  of 
comprehending  them,  were  unanimous  in  appreciating  them  as 
they  deserve;  and  among  the  number  no  one  spoke  more 
highly  than  Mr.  Fonblanque.  His  health  has  lately  been  very 
bad,  and,  though  better,  he  is  still  an  invalid.  Tour  friend 
Alfred  D'Orsay  has  discovered  the  passage  about  which  I  wrote 
to  you,  for  his  reading  is  so  desultory  that  he  constantly  re- 
proaches my  memory.  The  Julia,  whose  name  I  could  not 
remember,  was  Julia  Alpinula,  the  daughter  of  Julius  Alpinus, 
who  was  condemned  to  death  by  Albanus  Cecina.  His  daughter 
could  not  survive  him,  and  his  friends  erected  a  monument,  with 
an  inscription,  of  which  the  following  are  the  two  first  lines: — 
'  Julia  Alpinula  Hie  Jacet, 
'  Infelicis  Patris  Infelix  Proles. 

'  Yixit  Annos  xxuL' 
"The  fate  of  this  young  creature  would  furnish  a  subject 
worthy  your  pen. 

u  M.  Blessdjgton." 

"  Gore  House,  Oct  23,  1838. 
"  1  lament  as  much  as  you  do,  Lord  Durham's  throwing  up 
his  appointment ;  but  I  have  little  hope  that  any  representation 
of  mine  could  influence  him  to  change  his  determination.  He 
has  been  shamefully  used  by  Ministers,  whatever  their  advocates 
may  say  to  the  contrary ;  and  though  I  regret,  I  cannot  wonder 
at  his  resolution  of  returning.  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  of  your 
accident,  but  hope  you  will  soon  get  over  its  effect  I  was  moved 
to  tears  the  other  day,  on  reading  in  '  The  Examiner '  your  lines 

to  A .     If  he  read  them,  how  can  he  resist  flying  to  you  ? 

Alas !  half  our  pains  through  life  arise  from  being  misunderstood, 
and  men  of  genius,  above  all  others,  are  the  most  subject  to  this 
misfortune,  for  a  misfortune,  and  a  serious  one  I  call  it,  when 
those  near  and  dear  to  us  mistake  us,  and  erect  between  their 
hearts  and  ours  barriers  that  even  love  cannot  break  down, 
though  pride  humbles  itself  to  assist  the  endeavour. 

"  M.  Blessington." 
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"  Gore  House,  April  16,  1839. 

"  Saturclay's  post  brought  me  yours  of  Friday,  written  perhaps, 
when,  with  Mr.  Forster,  we  were  reading  your  '  Griovaima  *  and 
'  Andrea.'  Tour  friend  (and  you  have  not  a  more  sincere  one) 
Count  DXDrsay  and  I  had  the  doors  closed  against  all  visitors, 
that  we  might  enjoy  the  luxury  of  these  two  pieces  uninterrupted. 

"  Never  were  high  anticipations  more  perfectly  realized.  They 
breathe  the  very  soul  of  poesy  and  tenderness — nature  and  truth 
combine  to  render  them  matchless.  There  was  but  one  drawback 
to  the  pleasure  we  felt,  and  that  proceeded  from  a  knowledge  (the 
ground  for  which  we  found  in  your  dedication)  that  we,  who  love 
poetry  almost  as  well  as  we  love  you,  who  are  one  of  its  chosen 
high  priests,  were  not  deemed  worthy  to  hear  a  single  scene  from 
yourself,  although  some  portions  of  it  were  written  in  Gore 
House ! ! ! 

"  As  a  woman,  I  thank  you  for  having  redeemed  the  character 
of  Giovanna  from  the  imputation  cast  upon  it,  an  imputation  that 
has  always  pained  me ;  for  after  the  description  given  of  her  hy 
Petrarch,  I  never  could  believe  that  she  was  guilty  of  even  a 
knowledge  of  the  death  of  Andrea. 

"  How  interesting  you  have  rendered  the  character  of  Andrea 
too !  You  are,  in  truth,  a  very  wizard,  at  the  touch  of  whose 
wand  the  prejudices  of  centuries  fall  away,  and  the  real  character 
stands  revealed. 

"  M.  Blessisgton." 

"  Gore  House,  Nov.  14,  1839. 

"  If  all  could  see,  or  write  visions  like  you,  few  would  wish  to 
do  aught  else.  I  am  charmed  with  the  one  you  have  sent  me, 
which  shall  certainly  find  a  place  in  the  Book  of  Beauty  for  1841. 
Pray,  tell  me,  have  you  read  my  Irish  dream  ?  I  had  a  letter 
from  Mr.  Trelawny,  who  has  taken  to  lead  the  life  of  a  recluse 
in  a  villa  near  Putney,  never  going  to  see  a  single  acquaintance 
or  friend,  and  scarcely  ever  visiting  London.  He  charged  me 
with  his  kindest  regards  to  you. 

"  Did  I  ever  tell  you  that  Count  Alfred  de  Vigny,  author  of 
Cinque  Mars,  and  some  other  admirable  works,  told  me  that  he 
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had  rarely  in  his  life,  enjoyed  so  high  a  treat  as  the  perusal  of 
your  works  afforded  him  ?  He  knew  several  passages  by  heart, 
and  entered  into  their  beauty  with  a  zest  that  confirmed  my  good 
opinion  of  his  taste.  What  are  you  doing  ?  Providing  feasts  for 
posterity? 

"  M.  Blessington." 

"  Gore  House,  Sept  28,  1840. 

"  It  gave  me  great  pleasure  to  see  your  writing  again,  and 
to  be  assured  you  were  well,  of  which  pleasing  fact  I  had 
the  most  satisfactory  proof,  in  a  poem  so  full  of  fancy  and  grace, 
that  it  could  only  have  emanated  from  a  healthy  mind  and  body. 
The  tuneful  bird  inspired  of  old  by  the  Persian  rose,  warbled  not 
more  harmoniously  its  praise  than  do  you  that  of  the  English 
rose,  which  posterity  will  know  through  your  beautiful  verses. 

"  Happy  are  they  who  can  thus  inspire  great  bards,  and  happy 
ought  the  bards  to  be  who  can  thus  confer  immortality  on  beauty. 

So  Mrs.  D (for  I  like  that  name  better  than  Jones)  has  again 

married! 

"  What  a  compliment  to  your  sex,  to  enter  the  state  of  wedlock 
twice !  I  am  just  returned  from  Cheveley  Park,  and  am  happy 
to  tell  you  that  Mrs.  Fairlie  has  got  another  little  one,  a  boy, 
who  with  his  mother  is  doing  well.  My  sweet  Isabella  grows 
rapidly,  and  her  mind  keep  pace  with  her  stature.  She  reads 
and  comprehends  perfectly.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fairlie  inquired  most 
kindly  for  you,  and  said  how  glad  they  would  be  to  see  you  at 
Cheveley.  .  It  is  a  fine  old  place,  in  a  large  park,  with  umbrage- 
ous old  trees,  and  a  beautiful  terrace. 

"  Mr.  Wordsworth  has  been  printing,  but  not  publishing,  eight 
very  noble  sonnets  for  the  year  1840,  originating  in  the  state  of 
the  political  world. 

"  What  are  you  doing  beside  writing  beautiful  verses  ?  Some- 
thing grave,  and  worthy  of  you  I  hope,  in  no  way  inferior  to 
your  two  last  great  works.  I  wish  that  not  a  single  drop  of  the 
bright  wine  of  your  mind  should  be  wasted,  for,  like  the  best,  it 
will  run  pure  to  the  last 

"M.  Blessington." 
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"  Gore  House,  Dec  14,  184a 
"  I  sit  down  to  thank  you  for  a  few  of  the  most  delightful  hours 
imaginable,  passed  in  the  perusal  of  '  Fra  Rupert.'  This  produc- 
tion abounds  in  beauties  of  the  highest  order ;  and  genius  and 
tenderness,  that  ought  never  to  be  separated,  breathe  forth  in  all 
its  pages.  How  fine  is  the  contrast  between  the  strength  of  mind 
and  deep  feeling  of  Giovanna,  and  the  weakness  and  good  nature 
of  Marguerite ! 

"  When  you  visit  the  region  of  the  blest  (and  long  may  it  be 
before  that  hour  arrives),  how  many  shades  will  hail  with  grate- 
ful affection  that  noble  author,  who  has  rescued  their  names  from 
unjust  obloquy,  and  taught  posterity  to  pity  and  weep  for  thoee 
it  would  otherwise  have  blamed.  I  can  well  imagine  your  feel- 
ings in  the  church  on  reading  the  names  of  those  once  deaMo 
you,  on  the  cold  tomb.  Tes,  there  is  true  religion  in  the  heart 
at  such  moments,  for  is  not  love  and  sorrow  the  basis  of  true 
religion?  I  quite  agree  in  your  opinion  of  Colonel  Napier. 
There  is  a  grandeur  in  his  History  that  charms  me,  and  assures 
me  that  those  can  best  chronicle  great  deeds,  who  are  the  most 
capable  of  performing  them.  Our  sympathies  reveal  the  secrets 
of  our  natures,  and  I  am  never  so  satisfied  with  mine,  as  when  I 
feel  a  decided  preference  for  what  is  good  and  great. 

"  Count  D'Orsay  is  hunting,  and  Miss  Power  is  rejoicing  in 
the  society  of  her  parents,  and  sisters,  and  brothers,  a  family  of 
seven,  who  arrived  from  New  Brunswick  six  weeks  ago,  en  rank 
for  Van  Dieman's  Land.  You  ought  to  come  and  spend  the 
Christmas  with  me,  after  so  long  an  absence. 

u  M.  BLESSnCGTON." 

"Gore  House,  April  3,  1841. 
"  Mrs.  Fairlie  and  her  family  left  me  on  Saturday,  but  will 
return  in  about  eight  days.  Your  room  is  now  ready,  and  a 
hearty  welcome  awaits  you.  Even  when  Mrs.  Fairlie  returns, 
she  will  not  bring  so  many  of  her  children  as  on  her  last  visit,  so 
you  can  have  your  old  quarters,  and  she,  as  well  as  all  the  rest 
of  our  circle,  will  be  delighted  to  see  you. 

"  M.  Blessington." 
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"Gore  House,  Feb.  6.  1843. 
"  Your  letter  found  me  in  deep  affliction,  from  which  it  will  be 
long  ere  I  recover.  We  have  lost  our  darling  Isabella,  the  dear 
and  gifted  child,  who,  though  deaf  and  dumb,  possessed  more 
intelligence  than  thousands  who  can  hear  and  speak.  Attacked 
about  three  months  ago  with  a  complaint  in  her  chest,  I  nursed 
her  here,  and  had  hoped  for  her  final  recovery,  when,  on  the 
4th  of  January,  her  poor  mother's  impatience  to  have  her  with 
her  again,  induced  me  to  take  her  down  to  Cheveley.  A  few 
days  after,  a  relapse  ensued,  and  on  the  31st  she  resigned  her 
pure  soul  to  God.  On  Saturday  last  I  saw  her  mortal  remains 
consigned  to  the  tomb,  and  left  that  dearly  loved  form,  which  I 
would  scarcely  let  a  rude  breeze  visit,  in  the  cold,  dismal,  and 
dark  vault.  Alas!  how  soon  may  it  open  to  receive  her  poor 
mother,  whose  state  continues  to  be  most  alarming.  How  fond 
my  darling  Isabella  was  of  you.  Do  you  remember  her  endear- 
ing ways,  and  all  her  attractions  ?  This  blow  has  fallen  heavily 
on  us  all,  and  you  I  know  will  feel  it  My  heart  is  too  full  to 
write  more,  but  I  could  no  longer  leave  your  letter  unanswered. 
All  here  unite  in  kindest  regards  to  you. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

"  Gore  House,  March,  27,  1843. 

"  I  find  by  your  letter  received  this  morning,  that  we  were 
writing  to  each  other  at  the  same  time.  I  am  pleased  at  this 
proof  of  our  sympathy,  and  charmed  with  the  Imaginary  Con- 
versation, which  shall  certainly  grace  and  honour  the  pages  of 
the  *  Book  of  Beauty.'  No  man  ever  could  define  the  feelings 
and  thoughts  of  woman,  that  is,  the  most  pure  and  unsophisti- 
cated portion  of  the  sex,  as  you  can.  You  enter  even  beyond 
the  veil  of  that  temple  (in  woman's  heart)  so  seldom  penetrated, 
and  her  naivetd  and  tenderness  acquire  new  charms  by  your 
translation  of  them.  I  always  feel  this,  when  you  make  our  sex 
speak,  and  wonder  not  that  you  are  so  general  a  favourite  with 
those  whose  sentiments  you  so  beautifully  delineate. 

"  I  must  also  thank  you  for  the  verses,  received  in  a  season  of 
so  much  sorrow,  that  I  had  no  heart  to  thank  you  sooner.     Yes, 

VOL  II.  B   B 
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I  did  remember  having  read  them  long  years  ago  at  Florence,  in 
happier  times,  and  remember  all  my  dear  lost  husband's  admira- 
tion of  them.  My  poor  niece*  lingers  on  the  threshold  of 
Eternity,  and,  like  the  setting  sun,  reveals  a  new  brightness  as 
she  draws  nearer  to  her  departure.  Ah !  why  should  those  dor 
to  us  become  still  more  so  when  we  are  about  to  lose  them  ?  We 
like  Colonel  Stopford  exceedingly,  and  regret  that  the  affliction 
which  has  befallen  us  has  prevented  our  shewing  him  that  atten- 
tion which  any  friend  of  yours  will  be  always  sure  of  finding, 
and  which  he  so  well  merits  on  his  own  account 

"M.    BLE8SraGT0H." 

"Gore  House,  April  11th,  1843. 

"  I  felt  assured  of  your  sympathy  in  the  heavy  affliction  thai 
has  fallen  on  me.  You  knew  the  admirable  creature  we  have  lost,* 
but  you  saw  her  not  when  bowed  down  by  that  most  fatal  of  all 
maladies — her  resignation  and  sweetness  triumphed  over  its  pains : 
for  me,  the  scene  of  the  last  week  of  her  life  can  never  be 
effaced  from  my  mind.  That  lovely  face  which  grew  still  more 
fair  and  heavenly  in  its  expression  as  her  death  approached,  is 
ever  present  to  me,  and  the  sweet  tones  of  her  voice,  uttering 
words  of  consolation  to  those  around  her  dying  bed,  still  ring  m 
my  ear.  Her  strength  of  mind  and  heavenly  gentleness  in- 
creased to  the  last,  and  rendered  her  dearer  than  ever  to  us  aE 
Her  poor  husband  is  now  with  us,  but  returns  in  a  day  or  two  to 
his  lonely  home. 

"  This  is  the  first  letter  I  have  written,  except  to  the  bereaved 
mother,  my  poor  sister,  who  is  broken  hearted. 

"You  were  often  and  kindly  remembered  by  my  dear  de- 
parted niece,  who  said  to  me, '  1  am  sure  Mr.  Landor  lamented 
the  death  of  my  poor  Isabella.' 

"M.  BLEssnceTos." 

"  Gore  House,  August  29th,  1843. 
"  1  have  had  my  dear  little  grand-nephews  and  niece,  with 
their  poor  father,  staying  with  me.     It  was  in  truth  a  sad  meet- 
ing, and  their  presence  brought  with  bitterness  to  my  mind  the 

•   Mra.  Fairik. 
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recollection  of  her  who  always  accompanied  them,  and  whom  I 
shall  see  no  more  on  earth.  Time  has  not  yet  reconciled  me  to  her 
loss,  and  I  feel  it  so  poignantly,  that  I  forgot  how  soon,  according 
to  the  natural  course  of  events,  I  shall  follow  her  to  the  grave. 
'  She  cannot  come  to  me,  but  I  shall  go  to  her.'  I  have  a  family 
party  of  twelve  with  me  at  present,  consisting  of  Lord  and  Lady 
Canterbury  and  their  family  joined  to  mine. 

"M.  Blessington." 

"  Gore  House,  November  26th,  1845. 
"  I  felt  sure  of  your  sympathy  in  the  heavy  affliction  with 
which  it  has  pleased  God  to  visit  me.  I  have  made  more  than 
one  vain  attempt  to  thank  you  for  your  letter,  which  I  found  here 
on  my  return  from  Clifton,  but  I  could  not  accomplish  the  task- 
You  will  easily  imagine  my  grief  at  losing  the  playmate  of  my 
childhood,  the  companion  of  my  youth.*  Alas !  alas !  of  the  two 
heads  that  once  rested  on  the  same  pillow,  one  now  is  laid  in  a 
dark  and  dreary  vault  at  Clifton,  far,  far  away  from  all  she  loved 
from  all  that  loved  her. 

"  It  seems  strange  to  me  that  /  should  still  breathe  and  think, 
when  she  who  was  my  other  self,  so  near  in  blood,  so  dear  in 
affection,  should  be  no  more.  I  have  now  no  one  to  remind  me 
of  my  youth,  to  speak  to  me  of  the  careless,  happy  days  of  child- 
hood. All  seems  lost  with  her,  in  whose  breast  I  found  an  echo 
to  my  thoughts.  The  ties  of  blood  may  sometimes  be  severed, 
but  how  easily,  how  quickly  are  they  re-united  again  when  the 
affection  of  youthful  days  is  recalled. 

"  All  that  affection  has,  as  it  were,  sprung  up  afresh  in  my 
heart,  since  my  poor  sister  has  known  affliction.  And  now  she  is 
snatched  from  me,  when  I  hoped  to  soothe  her ;  and  all  that  now 
remains  to  me  of  her  is  memory,  a  tress  of  her  hair,  and  the  sad 
recollection  of  a  dark,  dreary  vault  at  Clifton,  which  no  sunbeam 
can  illume,  no  breath  of  summer's  air  ever  enter ! 

"  Adieu,  my  dear  friend.     May  Heaven  long  keep  you  from 

seeing  any  one  dear  to  you  die.     Every  affliction  is  less  heavy 

than  that 

"M.  Blessing'TON." 

*  Lady  Canterbury  died  in  November,  1845. 
B   B   2 
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"Gore  House,  Tuesday,  June  9,  1846. 
"  I  cannot  allow  another  day  to  pass  over  without  thanking 
you  for  the  delight  afforded  me  by  the  perusal  of  the  two  glo- 
rious volumes  given  to  me  the  day  before  your  departure.  What 
a  rich  gift !  Although  well  acquainted  with  the  '  Imaginary 
Conversations,'  a  re-perusal  of  them  has  revealed  new  beauties. 
Indeed,  every  page  of  both  volumes  contains  thoughts  as  pro- 
found and*  beautiful  as  they  are  original.  What  a  mine  this 
great  work  will  be  henceforth,  for  plagiarists  to  crib  and  steal 
from. 

"  How  beautiful  is  the  region  of  wisdom  and  tenderness  re- 
vealed in  it !  I  cannot  tell  you  the  gratification  I  have  enjoyed, 
and  shall  continue  to  enjoy,  from  these  precious  volumes.  Con- 
tinue to  write.  It  is  a  duty  you  owe  to  your  name — to  posterity. 
There  are  no  lees  in  the  rich  wine  of  your  imagination,  which 
will  flow  on  pure,  bright,  and  sparkling  to  the  last,  and  not  one 
drop  of  it  should  be  lost 

"  I  believe  I  told  you  that  this  will  be  the  last  year  of  the 
*  Keepsake'  or  '  Book  of  Beauty'  appearing.  You  will  not,  I  am 
sure,  desert  me  at  the  close,  but  let  me  have  a  contribution,  how- 
ever short,  to  wind  up  both  volumes.  How  much  I  regret  that 
you  could  not  prolong  your  stay  with  us.  Your  visit  appears 
like  a  pleasant  dream,  too  brief,  yet  leaving  a  pleasant  memory. 

"  M.    BLBSSraGTOi*." 

"  Gore  House,  February  28th,  1848. 
"  I  will  not  admit  that  the  eruption  of  the  Parisian  volcano 
has  brought  out  only  cinders  from  your  brain ;  au  contrairt>  the 
lava  is  glowing  and   full  of  fire — your  honest  indignation  has 
been  ignited,  and  has  sent  forth  a  bright  flame. 

*'  It  gave  me  pleasure  to  see  your  hand-writing  again,  for  I  had 
thought  it  long  since  I  had  heard  from  you.  I  saw  it  stated  to- 
day, iu  the  Daily  News,  that  Count  D'Orsay  had  set  out  for  Paris 
with  Prince  Louis.  This  report  is  wholly  untrue.  Prince  Louis 
has  gone  to  Paris  alone.  Here  no  one  pities  Louis  Philippe,  nor 
has  the  report  of  his  death  mitigated  the  indignation  excited 
against  him.     His  family  are  to  be  pitied,  for  I  believe  they  were 
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not  implicated  in  his  crooked  policy.     Seldom  has  vengeance  so 
rapidly  overtaken  guilt 

"M.   BL£8SDfGT05." 

u  Gore  House,  February  10,  1849. 
"  The  muse  who  loved  thee  in  thy  youth, 
With  such  a  fervency  and  truth, 
Forsakes  thee  not,  but  fond  as  fair, 
Still  joys  thy  solitude  to  share, 
And  blandly  has  seduced  old  time, 
To  let  thee  write,  as  in  thy  prime. 
Though  seventy-five  years  may  have  flown, 
The  calculation  well  not  own, 
It  must  be  false,  for  ne'er  did  age 
Indite  so  pure  and  sweet  a  page, 
Inspired  by  beauty,  as  I  see 
Breathe  in  the  verse  that  comes  from  thee. 
Long  may'st  thou  live,  the  world  to  show, 
That  time  can't  chill  the  brilliant  glow 
Of  minds  like  thine,  to  whom  'tis  given 
To  keep  the  flame,  till  they  reach  Heaven. 

"M.    BLESSmGTON." 
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LETTERS   FROM  WALTER  8  AY  AGE  LANDOR  TO  LADT 
BLESSFNGTON. 

"Florence,  March  14,  1833. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Blessixgton, 

"  The  children  are  delighted  at  your  recollection  of  them. 

A  German  tutor  is  coming  to  manage  A ,  within  a  few 

days ;  I  can  hardly  bring  him  to  construe  a  little  Greek  with  me, 
and  what  is  worse,  he  is  not  always  disposed  to  fence  with  me. 
I  foresee  he  will  be  a  worse  dancer  than  I  am,  if  possible ;  in 
vain  I  tell  him  what  is  very  true,  that  I  have  suffered  more  from 
my  bad  dancing,  than  from  all  the  other  misfortunes  and  miseries 
of  my  life  put  together.  Not  dancing  well !  I  never  danced  at 
all ;  and  how  grievously  has  my  heart  ached  when  others  were 
in  the  full  enjoyment  of  that  recreation,  which  I  had  no  right 
even  to  partake  of. 

"  Hare  has  lately  bought  a  Raffael  here  for  four  hundred  louis. 
It  is  a  Raffael,  indeed,  but  a  copy  from  Pietro  Perugino. 

"  The  original  is  extant,  and  much  finer  than  the  copy.  Raffael 
was  but  a  boy  when  he  painted  it ;  he  and  his  master  are  the  only 
two  painters  that  ever  had  a  perfect  idea  of  feminine  beauty. 

" '  Raffael,  when  he  went  to  Rome,  lost  Paradise,  and  had  only 
Eden ;'  his  Fornarina,  and  others,  are  fine  women,  but  not  such 
women  as  the  first,  that  God  made,  or  as  the  one  that  he  chose  to 
be  the  idol  of  half  the  world.  Titian,  less  fortunate  than  Law- 
rence, was  rarely  employed  to  paint  a  beauty ;  those  that  he  and 
Corregio  chose  for  models  had  no  grace  or  loveliness ;  Leonardo's 
are  akin  to  ugliness. 

"  I  remain,  my  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
"  Ever  yours  sincerely, 

"  W.  S  Laudo!/ 
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"Florence,  July  16,  1833. 

"  Politics  seem  to  be  serious  and  alarming  to  the  serious  and 

ambitious.     I  hate  Tory  principles  and  Whig  principles ;  but  I 

never  gave  any  opinion,  except  on  one  occasion,  which  was  when 

the  Reform  Bill  was  in  agitation,     I  then  wrote  from  this  villa 

to  Lord  L ,  telling  him  what  it  was  very  plain  his  party  did 

not  know,  that  the  King  has  just  as  good  a  right  to  give  repre- 
sentation to  a  borough  as  he  has  to  create  a  peer,  or  grant  a  fair 
or  market  to  a  town :  and  that  it  is  not  constitutional  for  Parlia- 
ment to  curtail  the  number  of  voters  where  no  corruption  has 
been  proved.  I  made  him  an  apology  for  addressing  him,  and 
told  him  that  I  did  not  expect  or  wish  even  a  reply.  It  is  the 
duty  of  the  wise  to  set  the  unwise  right  The  mode  I  mentioned 
would  have  made  the  King  popular,  and  would  have  saved  the 
country  from  that  collision  between  the  two  Houses  of  Parliament, 
which  is  likely  to  terminate  in  a  civil  war.  I  have  done  my 
duty. 

"  I  find  that  Coleridge  has  lost  the  beneficent  friend,  at  whose 
house  he  lived.  George  IV.,  the  vilest  wretch  in  Europe,  gave 
him  £100  a  year,  enough,  in  London,  to  buy  three  turnips  and 
half  an  egg  a  day.  Those  men  surely  were  the  most  dexterous  of 
courtiers,  who  resolved  to  shew  William  that  his  brother  was  not 
the  vilest,  by  dashing  the  half  egg  and  three  turnips  from  the 
plate  of  Coleridge.  No  such  action  as  this  is  recorded  of  any 
administration  in  the  British  annals,  and  I  am  convinced  that 
there  is  not  a  state  in  Europe,  or  Asia,  in  which  the  paltriest 
minister  of  the  puniest  despot  would  recommend  it  I  am  sorry 
that  Lord ,  who  speaks  like  a  gentleman,  should  be  impli- 
cated in  a  charge  so  serious,  though  he  and  his  colleagues  are 
likely  to  undergo  the  popular  vengeance  for  less  grave  offences. 

"  Those  affairs  are  the  gravest  that  compromise  the  dignity  of 
a  nation.  Strafford  would  have  hanged  up  a  dozen  or  two  of 
stout  rogues  and  haranguers,  at  the  hazard  of  his  life;  but  if 
Strafford  had  had  twenty  heads,  he  would  have  laid  them  on 
twenty  blocks,  rather  than  have  done  what  these  boobies  have 
been  doing.  Besides,  they  have  been  sowing  mushroom  spawn 
thinking  it  would  shoot  up  for  their  own  tables. 
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"  No,  no,  it  will  make  its  appearance  on  some  foul  dismal  day, 
and  smell  of  blood. 

"  An  ugly  word  to  end  with,  and  hardly  a  pleasanter  one,  I 
suspect,  to  their  imaginations,  than  to  mine. 

«  W.  S.  L.~ 

"  Florence,  December  21.  • 

"  Fortune  is  not  often  too  kind  to  me — indeed  why  should  she 
be  ?  but  when  she  is,  it  is  reasonable  enough  I  should  be  gratefuL 
We  have  come  at  last  to  this  agreement,  that  whenever  she  does 
anything  pleasant  to  you,  I  may  take  my  part  of  the  pleasure, 
and  as  large  a  part  as  any  one,  except  yourself  and  Lord  B. 
She  then  put  something  into  the  opposite  scale,  and  said  it  was 
but  just 

"  I  laughed  to  hear  her  talk  of  justice,  but  owned  it.  Now  I 
will  lay  a  wager  that,  of  the  hundreds  of  letters  you  and  my 
Lord  have  received,  to  congratulate  you  on  the  marriage  of  Mrs. 
Purves,  not  one  has  been  so  long  in  coming  to  the  point  It  is 
something  like  the  Preface  to  the  Carbonari  conspiracy.  I  must, 
however,  waft  my  incense,  though  in  an  earthen  pot 
.  "  «  Mighty  well,  good  Mr.  Landor !  but  I  cannot  be  sitting  here 
for  your  fumigations.  At  Paris  we  have  learned  a  new  tiling. 
We  throw  cold  water  on  the  asphixifier  to  cure  the  asphixifiedV 
I  have  another  scheme.  I  am  about  to  put  a  spark  of  patriotiMu 
just  under  your  nose. 

"  Mr.  Godwin  Swift,  a  descendant  of  that  Godwin  who  edu- 
cated dear  Jonathan,  and  was  his  uncle,  has  claims  upon  the  Vis- 
countess of  Carlingford,  which  he  is  bringing  before  the  House  of 
Lords.  I  never  saw  him  since  he  was  a  baby ;  but  I  hear  he  is 
a  most  amiable  and  gentlemanly  person.  If  Lord  B.,  or  any 
other  of  your  friends,  can  be  of  any  use  to  him,  let  me  hope  it 
I  should  be  overjoyed  to  see  the  representative  of  the  earlier 
patriot  in  Ireland  protected  by  him,  whom  I  consider  the  most 
disinterested  and  the  greatest  His  grandmother  was  a  Meado — 
I  believe  a  first-cousin  of  the  late  Lord  Clanwilliam. 

"  Has  Count  D'Orsay  hung  up  his  two  pictures?    If  the  King 
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of  France  should  make  an  offer  of  the  family  vase  for  one  of 
them,  I  would  persuade  him  to  accept  the  offer  with  his  usual 
good  grace.  But  perhaps  the  delicacy  of  his  most  Christian 
Majesty  may  withhold  him  from  proposing  an  exchange,  on  re- 
collection (if  he  should  recollect  such  a  thing),  that  it  was  a  gift 
from  the  D'Orsays." 

"Florence,  February  15,  1834. 
"  The  book  indeed  is  the  *  Book  of  Beauty,'  both  inside  and 
outside.  Nevertheless,  I  must  observe  that  neither  here  nor  in 
any  other  engraving,  do  I  find  a  resemblance  of  you.  I  do  not 
find  the  expression.  Lawrence  has  not  succeeded  either,  unless 
you  have  the  gift  of  changing  it  almost  totally.  The  last  change 
in  that  case  was  for  the  better — but  pray  stay  there. 

"  I  have  a  little  spite  against  the  frontispiece,  and  am  resolved 
to  prefer  Francesca.  If  I  had  seen  such  a  person  any  time  to- 
wards the  close  of  the  last  century,  I  am  afraid  I  should  have 
been,  what  some  rogue  called  me  upon  a  very  different  occasion, 
much  later,  motto  !  ma  matto  I  Age  breaks  down  the  prison  in 
which  beauty  has  enthralled  us ;  but  I  suspect  there  are  some  of 
us>  like  the  old  fellow  let  loose  from  the  Bastille,  who  would 
gladly  get  in  it  again  were  it  possible. 

"  You  are  too  generous  in  praising  me  for  my  admiration  of 
Wordsworth  and  Southey.  This  is  only  a  proof  that  I  was  not 
born  to  be  a  poet  I  am  not  a  good  hater ;  I  only  hate  pain  and 
trouble.  I  think  I  could  have  hated  Bonaparte  if  he  had  been  a 
gentleman.  Castlereagh  was  almost  as  mischievous,  and  was 
popularly  a  gentleman  ;  but  being  an  ignorant  and  weak  creature, 
he  escapes  from  hatred  without  a  bruise. 

"  The  Whigs,  I  am  afraid,  are  as  little  choice  of  men  as  the 
Tories  are  of  means.  It  is  among  the  few  felicities  of  my  life 
that  I  never  was  attached  to  a  party  or  a  party  man.  I  have 
always  excused  myself  from  dinners,  that  I  may  never  meet  one. 
It  does  little  honour  to  the  Whig  faction,  that,  among  the  num- 
ber of  peers  created  by  them,  they  have  omitted  Collingwood. 
Never  has  England  produced  a  fighting  man  more  able  in  his 
profession  or  more  illustrious  in  his  character,  than  the  late  Lord 
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CollingwoocL  He  sacrificed  his  health  and  life  to  the  service  of  his 
country,  and  asked  only  that  the  empty  honour  conferred  on  him 
might  be  continued  to  his  descendant  Had  he  been  a  Chapman 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  could  have  commanded  a  couple 
of  votes,  his  honours  would  have  been  perpetuated  The  English 
must  be  the  most  quiet  and  orderly  people*  in  the  universe,  not  to 
rush  into  the  rapacious  demagogues,  and  to  tie  them  by  the  necks 
in  couples,  and  throw  them  tutU  quanti  into  the  Thames.  This 
good  temper  is  really  most  fortunate  at  the  present,  for  their  op- 
ponents would  throw  Europe  back  upon  the  dark  ages,  and  the 
next  frontispiece  to  the  *  Book  of  Beauty '  would  be  decorated 
with  a  glorified  heart,  deliciously  larded  with  swords  and  arrows. 
Do  not  hint  this  to  any  of  your  Whig  friends,  or  we  may  have  a 
coalition,  and  see  the  thing  yet 

"W.  S.  L." 

"  Florence,  April  8th,  1834. 
"  For  some  time  I  have  been  composing  '  The  Citation  and 
Examination  of  William  Shakspeare,  &c,  before  the  Worshipful 
Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  Knight,  touching  deer-stealing,  on  the  19th 
day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  grace  1582,  now  first  published 
from  Original  Papers.' 

"  This  is  full  of  fun — I  know  not  whether  of  wit  It  is  the  only 
thing  I  ever  wrote  that  is  likely  to  sell. 

"W.  S.  L.w 

u  July,  7th,  1834. 

"  My  zeal  is  quite  evaporated  for  the  people  I  hoped  to  benefit 
by  the  publication  of '  The  Trial  of  Shakspeare.'  I  find  my  old 
schoolfellow  (whom,  by-the-bye,  I  never  knew,  but  who  placed 
enough  confidence  in  me  to  beg  my  assistance  in  his  distress)  has 
been  gaming.  Had  he  even  tried  but  a  trifle  of  assassination,  I 
should  have  felt  for  him ;  or,  in  fact,  had  he  done  almost  any- 
thing else.  But  to  rely  on  superior  skill  in  spoliation,  is  less 
pardonable  than  to  rely  on  superior  courage,  or  than  to  avenge 
an  affront  in  a  sudden  and  summary  way. 

"Iain  highly  gratified  by  Lord  Mulgrave's  recollection  of  me. 

"  When  he  and  Lady  M.  were  at  Florence,  I  received  every 
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civility  from  them  very  undeservedly.  I  hope  Lord  Mulgrave 
will  soon  be  the  Director  of  our  affairs  in  England.  There  is 
only  one  office  I  could  accept  under  him,  which  is  that  of 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  provided  I  am  not  called  to  the 
Papacy. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"Florence,  October  11,  1834. 

"  Before  I  express  to  you  any  of  my  fears  and  other  fancies,  let 
me  thank  you  for  your  letter, — and  now  for  the  fears ;  the  first  is, 
that  you  have  really  taken  the  trouble  to  overlook  the  sheets  of 
my  '  Examination ;'  the  next,  that  the  conferences  of  Spenser  and 
Essex  are  not  added  to  it.  For  this  I  have  written  an  Introduc- 
tion which  quite  satisfied  me ;  which  hardly  anything  does  upon 
the  whole,  though  everything  in  part 

"  Pray  relieve  me  from  this  teazing  anxiety,  for  the  Examina- 
tion and  the  Conferences  if  disjoined,  would  break  my  heart 
Never  were  two  things  so  totally  different  in  style,  #  #  I 
did  not  believe  such  kind  things  would  be  said  of  me  for  at  least 
a  century  to  come. 

"  Perhaps,  before  we  meet,  even  fashionable  persons  will  pro- 
nounce my  name  without  an  apology,  and  I  may  be  patted  on  the 
head  by  dandies,  with  all  the  gloss  upon  their  coats,  and  with 
unfrayed  straps  to  their  trousers.  Who  knows  but  I  may  be  en- 
couraged at  last  to  write  as  they  instruct  me,  and  may  attract  all 
the  gay  people  of  the  Parks  and  Parliament  by  my  puff-paste 
and  powder-sugar  surface  ? 

"  But  then,  how  will  my  older  and  rather  more  dignified  pa- 
tricians look  upon  me?  My  Caesar  and  Lucullus — my  pleasant 
Peterborough — above  all,  my  dear  Epicurus  ?  No,  not  above  all 
— for  if  my  little  Temissa  should  frisk  away  from  me,  I  am 
utterly  undone.  Lady  Jane  Grey,  too,  who  saw  so  many  of  my 
tears  fail  before  her,  foreknowing,  as  I  did,  what  must  happen, — 
all  these,  in  their  various  miens  and  voices,  would  upbraid  me. 

"  It  occurs  to  me,  that  authors  are  beginning  to  think  it  an 
honest  thing  to  pay  their  debts ;  and  that  they  are  debtors  (as 
they  surely  are)  to  all,  by  whose  labour  and  charges  the  fields  of 
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literature  have  been  cleared  and  sown.  It  must  be  confessed,  we 
have  been  a  rascally  gang  hitherto,  for  the  most  part,  particularly 
we  moralists.  Few  writers  have  said  all  the  good  they  thought 
of  others,  and  fewer  have  concealed  the  ill.  They  praise  their 
friends,  because  their  friends,  it  may  be  hoped,  will  praise  them 
— or  get  them  praised.  As  these  propensities  seem  inseparable 
from  the  literary  character,  I  have  always  kept  aloof  from  au- 
thors where  I  could.  Southey  stands  erect,  and  stands  alone. 
I  love  him  no  less  for  his  integrity  than  for  his  genius.  No 
man,  in  our  days,  has  done  a  twentieth  part  for  the  glory  of  our 
literature. 

«  W.  S.  L." 

"January  13,  1835. 

"  Arnold  is  so  mischievous  as  to  shew  me,  this  moment,  the 

portrait  of  the  Duchess  of ,  and  to  say  she  ought  to  have 

been  put  in  the  Index  or  the  Notes.  Sure  enough,  she  never  was 
a  beauty.     The  Duke  had  so  little  idea  of  countenance,  that  he 

remarked   a  wonderful  resemblance    betwen  me   and   . 

Perhaps  he  thought  to  compliment  both  parties.  Now  you  had 
better  find  a  ghost  than  a  resemblance.  If  an  ugly  woman  is 
compared  to  a  beautiful  one,  she  will  tell  you, '  this  is  the  first 
time  I  was  ever  taken  for  an  idiot.'  If  a  sensible  woman  is  com- 
pared to  Madame  de  Stael,  she  shews  you  her  foot,  and  thanks 
God  she  has  not  yet  taken  to  rouge. 

"  I  have  been  reading  Beckford's  Travels,  and  Vathek.  The 
last  pleases  me  less  than  it  did  forty  years  ago,  and  yet  the 
Arabian  Nights  have  lost  none  of  their  charms  for  me.  All  the 
learned  and  wiseacres  in  England  cried  out  against  this  wonder- 
ful work,  upon  its  first  appearance ;  Gray  among  the  rest  Yet 
I  doubt  whether  any  man,  except  Shakespeare,  has  afforded  *o 
much  delight,  if  we  open  our  hearts  to  receive  it  The  author 
of  the  Arabian  Nights  was  the  greatest  benefactor  the  East  ever 
had,  not  excepting  Mahomet  How  many  hours  of  pure  happi- 
ness has  he  bestowed  on  six-and-twenty  millions  of  hearers.  AD 
the  springs  of  the  desert  have  less  refreshed  the  Arabs  than  those 
delightful  tales,  and  they  cast  their  gems  and  genii  over  our  be- 
nighted and  foggy  regions. 
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j 
"  B.,  in  his  second  letter,  says,  that  two  or  three  of  Rosa  da  j 

Tivoli's  landscapes  merit  observation,  and  in  the  next  he  scorns 
P.  Potter.     Now  all  Rosa  da  Tivoli's  works  are  not  worth  a  blade  i 

of  grass  from  the  hand  of  P.  Potter.     The  one  was  a  consummate  j 

artist ;  the  other  one  of  the  coarsest  that  ever  bedaubed  a  canvas.  ! 

He  talks  of '  the  worst  roads  that  ever  pretended  to  be  made  use 
of,'  and  of  a  dish  of  tea,  without  giving  us  the  ladle  or  the  carving- 
knife  for  it.  When  I  read  such  things,  I  rub  my  eyes,  and 
awaken  my  recollections.  I  not  only  fancy  that  I  am  older  than 
I  am  in  reality,  (which  is  old  enough,  in  all  conscience),  but  that 
I  have  begun  to  lose  my  acquaintance  with  our  idiom.  Those 
who  desire  to  write  upon  light  matters  gracefully,  must  read  with 
attention  the  writings  of  Pope,  Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  and  Lord 
Chesterfield — three  ladies  of  the  first  water. 

**  I  am  sorry  you  sent  my  '  Examination  '  by  a  private  hand.  | 

I  never  in  my  life  sent  a  note  by  a  private  hand.     Nothing  affe.cts  j 

me  but  pain  and  disappointment  Hannah  More  says, '  There 
are  no  evils  in  the  world  but  sin  and  bile.'  They  fall  upon  me 
very  unequally.  I  would  give  a  good  quantity  of  bile  for  a  trifle 
of  sin,  and  yet  my  philosophy  would  induce  me  to  throw  it  aside. 
No  man  ever  began  so  early  to  abolish  hopes  and  wishes.  Happy 
he,   who  is  resolved  to  walk  with  Epicurus  on  his  right  and  j 

Epictetus  on  his  left,  and  to  shut  his  ears  to  every  other   voice  J 

along  the  road.  I 

"W.  S.  L."  | 

"Firenze,  March  16th,  1835. 

"  After  a  year  or  more,  I  receive  your  reminiscences  of  Byron. 
Never,  for  the  love  of  God,  send  anything  again  by  a  Welshman, 
I  mean  anything  literary.  Lord's  D.'s  brother,  like  Lord  D. 
himself,  is  a  very  good  man,  and  if  you  had  sent  me  a  cheese, 
would  have  delivered  it  safely  in  due  season.  But  a  book  is  a 
thing  that  does  not  spoil  so  soon.  Alas !  how  few  are  there  who 
know  the  aches  of  expectancy,  when  we  have  long  been  looking 
up  high  for  some  suspended  gift  of  bright  imagination. 

"  Thanks  upon  thanks  for  making  me  think  Byron  a  better 
and  a  wiser  man  than  I  had  thought  him.     Since  this  precious 
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volume,  I  have  been  reading  the  English  Opium-Eater's  Recol- 
lections of  Coleridge,  a  genius  of  the  highest  order,  even  in  Poetry. 

"  I  was  amused, — when  I  was  a  youth  I  should  have  been 
shocked  and  disgusted, — at  his  solution  of  Pythagoras's  enigma 
on  bears. 

u  When  I  was  at  Oxford,  I  wrote  my  opinion  on  the  origin  of 
the  religion  of  the  Druids.  It  appeared  to  me  that  Pythagoras, 
who  settled  in  Italy,  and  who  had  many  followers  in  the  Greek 
colony  of  the  Phoenicians  at  Marseilles,  had  engrafted  on  a  bar- 
barous and  blood-thirsty  religion  the  humane  doctrine  of  the 
Metempsychosis. 

•'  It  would  have  been  in  vain  to  say,  'Do  not  murder,'  no  peo- 
ple ever  minded  this  doctrine ;  but  he  frightened  the  savages  by 
saying, '  if  you  are  cruel  even  to  beasts  and  insects,  the  cruelty 
will  fall  upon  yourselves,  you  shall  be  the  same.'  In  this  disqui- 
sition, I  gave  exactly  the  same  solution  as  (it  appears)  Coleridge 
gave.  Our  friend,  Parr,  was  delighted  with  it,  and  beyond  a 
doubt  it  remains  among  my  letters,  &c  sent  to  him.  I  did  not 
allow  any  of  these  to  be  published  by  Doctor  John  Johnston,  his 
biographer,  who  asked  my  permission. 

"  Infinite  as  are  the  pains  I  take  in  composing  and  correcting 
my  'Imaginary  Conversations'  (having  no  right  to  make  other 
people  speak  and  think  worse  than  they  did),  I  may  indulge  all 
my  natural  idleness  in  regard  to  myself. 

t(  Mr.  Robinson,  the  soundest  man  that  ever  stepped  through 
the  trammels  of  law,  gave  me,  a  few  days  ago,  the  sorrowful  in- 
formation, that  another  of  our  great  writers  had  joined  Coleridge. 
Poor  Charles  Lamb,  what  a  tender,  good,  joyous  heart  had  he ! 
What  playfulness!  what  purity  of  style  and  thought!  His 
sister  is  yet  living,  much  older  than  himself  One  of  her  tales  is, 
with  the  sole  exception  of  the  *  Bride  of  Lamtnermoor,'  the  most 
beautiful  tale  in  prose  composition  in  any  language,  ancient  or 
modern.  A  young  girl  has  lost  her  mother,  the  father  marries 
again,  and  marries  a  friend  of  his  former  wife.  The  child  is  ill 
reconciled  to  it,  but  being  dressed  in  new  clothes  for  the  mar- 
riage, she  runs  up  to  her  mother's  chamber,  filled  with  the  idea 
how  happy  that  dear  mother  would  be  at  seeing  her  in  all  her 
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glory — not  reflecting,  poor  soul !  that  it  was  only  by  her  mother's 
death  that  she  appeared  in  it  How  natural,  how  novel  is  all 
this  !  Did  you  ever  imagine  that  a  fresh  source  of  the  pathetic 
would  burst  forth  before  us  in  this  trodden  and  hardened  world  ? 
I  never  did,  and  when  I  found  myself  upon  it,  I  pressed  my 
temples  with  both  hands,  and  tears  ran  down  to  my  elbows. 

"  The  Opium-eater  calls  Coleridge  '  the  largest  and  most  spaci- 
ous intellect,  the  subtlest  and  most  comprehensive  that  has  yet 
existed  among  men.'  Impiety  to  Shakspeare !  treason  to  Milton ! 
I  give  up  the  rest,  even  Bacon.  Certainly,  since  their  day,  we 
have  seen  nothing  at  all  comparable  to  him.  Byron  and  Scott  were 
but  as  gun-flints  to  a  granite  mountain;  Wordsworth  has  one 
angle  of  resemblance ;  Southey  has  written  more,  and  all  well, 
much  admirably.  Forster  had  said  grand  things  about  me ;  but 
I  sit  upon  the  earth  with  my  heels  under  me,  looking  up  devoutly 
to  this  last  glorious  ascension.  Never  ask  me  about  the  rest.  If 
you  do,  I  shall  only  answer,  in  the  cries  that  you  are  very  likely 
to  hear  at  this  moment  from  your  window, '  Ground  ivy !  ground 
ivy !  ground  ivy !' — 

"  Cannot  you  teach  those  about  you  to  write  somewhat  more 
purely?  I  am  very  fastidious.  Three  days  ago,  I  was  obliged 
to  correct  a  friend  of  mine,  a  man  of  fashion,  who  so  far  forgot 
the  graces,  as  to  say  of  a  lady, '  I  have  not  often  been  in  her  com- 
pany.9 '  Say  presence ;'  we  are  in  the  company  of  men,  in  the 
presence  of  angels  and  of  women. 

"  Let  me  add  a  few  verses  as  usual : 

'  Pleasures — away,  they  please  no  more : 
Friends — are  they  what  they  were  before  ? 
Loves — they  are  very  idle  things, 
The  best  about  them  are  their  wings. 
The  dance — 'tis  what  the  bear  can  do ; 
Music — I  hate  your  music  too. 
Whene'er  these  witnesses  that  time 
Hath  snatch'd  the  chaplet  from  our  prime 
Are  called  by  nature,  (as  we  go 
With  eyes  more  vary,  step  more  slow), 
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And  will  be  heard,  and  noted  down, 
However  we  may  fret  or  frown ; 
Shall  we  desire  to  leave  the  scene 
Where  all  our  former  joys  have  been  ? 
No !  'twere  ungrateful  and  unwise : 
But  when  die  down  our  charities 
For  human  weal  and  human  woes, 
'Tis  then  the  hour  our  days  shall  close. 

W.  S.  LT 

[No  date]. 
"  My  disquisition  on  Pythagoras  arose  from  finding  the  law- 
giver (as  he  is  called)  of  the  Gauls  to  have  been  named  Samote*. 
Now  Samotes  would  mean  the  Samiot,  and  Pythagoras  was  of 
Samos.  Although  I  never  keep  what  I  write,  hating  the  labour 
of  transcribing,  and  never  having  a  good  pen  in  the  house,  yet  I 
believe  one  of  my  brothers  has  taken  a  copy  of  this  boyish  pro- 
duction. I  do  not  wonder  that  Coleridge  and  I  should  have  often 
gone  into  the  same  train  of  thought  I  have  usually  thrown 
myself  down,  when  I  have  found  some  pleasant  spot  to  rest  in, 
and  have  looked  about  me  quietly  and  complacently — he  has  gone 
quite  through,  and  has  sometimes  lost  himself,  and  has  often 
reached  the  outskirts  and  shuddered  (which  he  need  not  to  have 
done)  at  the  briery  hedge  and  barren  termination. 

"I  am, dear  Lady  B.,  yours,  &c, 

«  W.  S.  Lw 

"  Florence. 

"  My  old  friend,  the  Countess  P ,  is  dead ;  her  daughters 

both  married.  It  grieves  me  when  I  look  up  to  the  terrace,  yet 
I  never  fail  to  look  up  at  it  whenever  I  am  within  sight  of  it,  hut 
grief  is  now  so  old  a  stager  with  me  as  to  be  almost  paralytic  and 
done  for. 

"It  is  a  bad  sign  to  be  too  philosophical,  but  it  cannot  be  helped. 
The  hot  flue  of  poetry  will  burst  next,  and  then  it  is  all  over. 
"  Meanwhile  (and  even  then)  I  shall  ever  be 

"  Your  Ladyship's  obliged, 

"  W.  S.  L." 
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"  June  9th,  1835. 

"  The  book  I  sent  was  intended  for  your  acceptance,  because  I 
thought  it  worthy  of  your  notice.  Your  letter  confirms  my 
belief.  I  send  you  one  from  the  author,  which  will  show  you 
what  kind  of  man  he  is,  a  thing  which  we  are  always  anxious  to 
know  when  a  work  has  interested  us.  For  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury we  have  lived  without  much  correspondence,  neither  of  us 
good  tempered;  I  am  perhaps  the  worst  of  the  two.  However, 
there  b  not  a  more  honorable,  upright,  Christian  gentleman  than 
my  brother  Robert  He  was  appointed  Chaplain,  much  against 
his  will,  to  the  Prince  Regent  He  retired  from  that  office,  and 
my  mother  bought  him  the  Rectory  of  Burlington,  in  Worcester- 
shire. The  living  is  moderate,  the  house  (I  hear)  a  magnificent 
one ;  his  income  is  sufficient  to  keep  it  up.  In  the  time  of  the 
cholera,  he  not  only  attended  all  the  numerous  sick  of  his  own 
parish,  but  those  of  the  next,  from  whom  their  own  pastor  fled. 
He  visits  nobody,  not  even  the  Squire  of  his  own  parish,  with 
whom,  however,  he  has  always  been  on  friendly  terms.  His 
charities  are  large  and  judicious.  He  has  a  good  library,  and 
some  fine  pictures,  and  a  large  garden,  kept  in  excellent  order. 
This  is  all  I  know  of  him,  except  his  poetry,  which  appears  to 
me  to  surpass,  by  many  degrees,  the  best  our  country  has  pro- 
duced of  late. 

"  Be  pleased  to  send  me  back  his  letter,  one  of  these  days,  for  I 
have  not  answered  it  The  gout,  I  am  afraid,  must  have  affected 
his  head  instead  of  his  stomach,  when  he  talked  of  my  '  Andrea' 
in  comparison,  with  his  '  Ferryman.'  I  am  curious  to  see -how 
the  critics  will  treat  him.  My  name  I  suspect  Will  sink  his  boat, 
and  there  will  be  many  a  one  ready  on  the  river-side  to  stab  him 
through  the  back.  If  the  professor  Wilson  should  suspect  him 
to  be  a  gentleman  as  well  as  a  poet,  woe  betide  him !  His  being 
the  most  rigid  of  Tories  will  stand  him  in  little  stead. 

€€  I  look  forward  with  great  pleasure  to  the  time  when  I  shall 
see  your  Ladyship  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  health  at  Gore 
House,  and  when  I  shall  hear  another  sweet  voice  which  makes 
English  sound  like  Italian. 

"  If  this    weather    continues,    you    have    only  to    remove 

VOL.   II.  C  C 
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your  carpets,  and  we  shall  be  again  in  Italy,  in  the  Aroo 

Terrace. 

"W.  S.  LT 

"  Baths  of  Lucca. 

"  You  know  how  many  have  had  reason  to  speak  of  you  with 
gratitude,  and  all  speak  in  admiration  of  your  generous  and  gen- 
tie  heart,  incapable  as  they  are  of  estimating  the  elevation  of  your 
mind. 

"  Among  the  last  letters  I  received,  was  one  from  Mrs.  D  — , 
whose  sister  married  poor  Reginald  Heber,  the  late  Bishop  of 
Calcutta.  She  is  a  cousin  of  W  — 's,  and  has  heard  Augustus 
speak  of  you  as  I  have  often  written.  Her  words  are  (if  she 
speaks  of  faults,  remember  you  are  both  women),  '  I  wish  I  was 
intimate  with  her,  for,  whatever  may  be  her  faults,  so  many 
virtues  can  be  told  of  few !' 

"  These  are  the  expressions  of  a  woman  who  has  seen  and  lived 
amongst  whatever  is  best  and  most  brilliant,  and  whose  judgment 
is  as  sound  as  her  heart,  and  she  does  not  speak  of  introduction 
merely,  but  of  intimacy ;  it  is  neither  her  curiosity  nor  her  pride 
that  seeks  the  gratification. 

"W.8.L" 

"  Clifton,  June  6,  1836. 
"  I  have  engaged  my  lodgings  here  at  Clifton  for  three  weeks; 
afterwards  I  go  to  visit  a  few  of  my  nearest  relatives,  none  of 
whom  I  have  seen  since  my  return  to  England.  On  my  way 
hither,  I  spent  a  day  at  Oxford,  and  another  at  Cheltenham. 
Last  evening  I  unpacked  my  volumes  and  manuscripts.  They 
are  in  sad  confusion — probably  I  left  them  so.  It  would  be  an 
easier  and  a  pleasanter  business  to  write  fresh  ones  than  to 
arrange  and  decypher  these.  Perhaps  I  may  attempt  both,  when 
I  recover  the  use  of  my  senses.  The  rattle  of  carriages  is  yeC 
sounding  in  my  ears,  and  my  brains  are  floating  in  the  fumes  of 
a  coal-pit,  with  no  Davy  lamp  to  save  me. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

[No  data] 
"lam  inclined  to  hope  and  believe  that  the  *  Repealers  *  may 
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do  good.  Pardon  me  smiling  at  your  expression,  the  only  one 
perhaps  not  original  in  the  book,  going  to  the  root  of  the  evil.  This 
is  always  said  about  the  management  of  Ireland.  Alas!  the  root 
of  the  evil  lies  deeper  than  the  centre  of  the  earth. 

"Two  things  must  be  done,  and  done  soon.  It  must  be  enacted 
that  any  attempt  to  separate  one  part  of  the  United  Kingdom 
from  the  other  is  treason.  Secondly,  no  churchman,  excepting 
the  two  Archbishops  and  the  Bishop  of  London,  shall  enjoy  more 
than  twelve  hundred  pounds  yearly  from  the  church,  the  re- 
mainder being  vested  in  government  for  the  support  of  the  poor. 
Formerly  the  clergy  and  the  poor  were  joint  tenants,  nay,  the 
clergy  distributed  among  the  poor  more  than  half.  Even  in  the 
territories  of  the  Pope  himself,  the  bishoprics,  one  with  another, 
do  not  exceed  eight  hundred  a-year,  and  certainly  a  fifth,  at 
least,  is  distributed  among  the  needy.  What  a  scandal !  that  an 
admiral  who  has  served  fifty  years,  and  endangered  his  life  in 
fifty  actions,  should  receive  but  a  twentieth  part  of  what  is  thrown 
into  the  surplice  of  some  cringing  college  tutor,  whose  services 
two  hundred  a-year  would  over-pay !  I  am  afraid  Sir  Robert 
Peel's  quick  eye  may  overlook  this.  Statesmen,  like  goats,  live 
the  most  gaily  among  inequalities." 

"  Bath,  April,  1836. 

"To-day  I  finished  a  second  reading    of  Barry  Cornwall's 

poems.     Scarcely  any  tether  can  bring  my  nose  down  to  that 

rank  herbage  which  is  springing  up  about  us  in  our  walk  of 

poetry.      But  how  fresh  and  sweet  is  Barry  Cornwall's  ;    he 

unites  the  best  qualities  of  the  richest  moderns,  and  the  purest 

ancients. 

"W.  S.  L." 

" ,  1836. 


"  I  wish  our  friend  Robinson  would  shew  you  my  defence,  for 
I  never  make  a  note  of  what  I  write,  be  the  subject  what  it 
may. 

"  Wordsworth,  no  doubt,  has  a  thousand  good  reasons  why 
there  is  not  a  poet  upon  earth ;  but  as  there  arc  many  who  have 
given  me  pleasure,  I  love  them  for  it ;  some  of  them  perhaps  a 

C  C  2 
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little  more  than  they  deserve.  All  men  are  liable  to  error.  I 
particularly,  who  believe  that  there  may  be  criticism  without 
sarcasm,  and  Christianity  without  deans  and  chapters. 

"  The  surface  of  Wordsworth's  mind,  the  poetry,  has  a  good 
deal  of  staple  about  it,  &nd  will  bear  handling ;  but  the  inner, 
the  conversational  and  private,  has  many  coarse  intractable 
dangling  threads,  fit  only  for  the  flock-bed  equipage  of  grooms. 
I  praised  him  before  I  knew  more  of  him ;  else  I  never  should : 
and  I  might  have  been  unjust  to  the  better  part  had  I  remarked 
the  worse  sooner.  This  is  a  great  fault,  to  which  we  are  all 
liable,  from  an  erroneous  idea  of  consistency. 

"  Beside,  there  is  a  little  malice,  I  fear,  at  the  bottom  of  our 
hearts  (men's,  I  mean,  of  course). 

"  What  a  fool  I  must  be  to  have  written  as  I  have  just  been 
writing;  if  my  own  could  rise  up  against  me  on  this  occasion ! 
Alas  !  it  has  done  on  too  many. 

"Do  not  be  angry  with  me  for  my  sincerity  in  regard  to 
Byron.  He  deserves  it  Of  this  I  find  evident  proofs  in 
abundance,  although  I  never  read  his  dramas,  nor  anything 
beside '  Don  Juan,'  and  some  short  pieces.  One  is  admirable, 
I  mean — 

'  A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream.' 

"  This  is  not  the  beginning,  as  you  will  recollect  The  bosom 
of  Byron  never  could  hold  the  urn  in  which  the  muse  of  tra- 
gedy embalms  the  dead.  There  have  been  four  magic  poets  in 
the  world.  We  await  the  fifth  monarchy,  and  like  the  Jews 
with  the  Messiah  we  shall  not  be  aware  of  it  when  it  comes. 

"Poets  are  called  improvident  in  all  affairs  out-lying  from 
poetry ;  but  it  appears  to  me,  that  in  their  poetry  they  are  the 
most  so— forgetful  as  they  are  while  they  are  writing,  that  they 
must  transcribe  it  afterwards.  Then  comes  the  hoe-husbandry, 
the  weeding,  &c,  enough  to  break  the  back.  Infinite  pains  it 
has  always  cost  me,  not  to  bring  together  the  materials,  not  to 
weave  the  tissue,  but  to  make  the  folds  of  my  draperies  bang 
becomingly.  When  I  think  of  writing  on  any  subject,  I  ab- 
stain a  long  while  from  every  kind  of  reading,  lest  the  theme 
should  haunt  me,  and  some  of  the  ideas  take  the  liberty  of  play- 
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ing  with  mine.     I  do  not  wish  the  children  of  my  brain  to  imi- 
tate the  gait  or  learn  any  tricks  of  others. 

"  By  living  at  Clifton,  I  am  grown  as  rich  as  Rothschild  ;  and 
if  Count  D'Orsay  could  see  me  in  my  new  coat,  he  would  not 
write  me  so  pressingly  to  come  up  to  London.  It  would  breed 
ill-blood  between  us — half  plague,  half  cholera.  He  would  say 
— 'I  wish  that  fellow  had  his  red  forehead  again — the  deuce 
might  powder  it  for  me.'  However,  as  I  go  out  very  little  I  shall 
not  divide  the  world  with  him.  How  glad  I  am  that  you  are 
become  acquainted  with  Forstert 

«W.  S.  L." 

"Bath,  24. 
"  If  I  did  not  express  to  you  any  part  of  the  satisfaction  I  felt 
at  your  intention  of  naming  me  among  your  friends  in  Italy,  pray 
attribute  it  to  its  only  motive — I  always  conceal  my  pride  as  well 
as  I  can.  And  now  you  are  in  the  whole  possession  of  my  secret 
Whatever  you  think  of  me,  say  it  plainly,  good  or  evil.  If  you 
over-value  me,  you  do  not  stand  quite  alone,  though  almost;  and 
the  only  harm  is,  that  it  may  make  me  over-value  myself.  For 
there  is  very  little  mischief  done  in  making  three  or  four  good, 
honest,  sober-sided  people  a  little  bilious,  I  will  distribute  among 
them  a  box  of  blue  pills,  which  poor  Leckie  gave  me  eight  years 
ago,  and  which  is  untouched.  I  will  make  an  effort  not  to  admire 
the  too  sensitive  delicacy  by  which  I  might  have  the  praise  known 
of  my  life.  I  am  little  anxious,  as  you  know,  of  ordinary  dis- 
tinctions,— such  distinctions  as  ordinary  people,  although  of  the 
highest  rank  and  power  can  confer.  But  I  must  have  a  very 
quaker  eye  or  a  very  episcopal  one,  before  I  can  complete  my 
countenance  for  declaring  that  I  am  indifferent  to  the  expression 
of  your  esteem.  Am  I  indebted  to  your  Ladyship  alone,  or  to 
your  lovely  niece  for  the  'Children  of  the  Nobility  V  I  have 
enough  thankfulness  for  both. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"  Bristol,  October  23,  1836. 
"I  am  grieved  at  the  continuance  of  your  imperfect  health, 
which  I  hoped  had  been  over  and  forgotten.     All  the  way  down 
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the  Rhine,  wherever  there  was  a  more  beautiful  view  than  the 
rest,  I  fanced  how  it  would  have  charmed  you  with  its  scenery 
and  its  recollections.  Yet  the  Rhine,  exclusive  of  its  castles  and 
legends,  will  bear  no  comparison  with  the  Lake  of  Coma  It 
wants  majestic  trees,  it  wants  Italian  skies,  it  wants  idleness  and 
repose,  the  two  most  heavenly  of  heavenly  things,  the  most  illu- 
sory of  illusions. 

"  W.  S.  L.~ 

"November  30,  1836. 

"  B has  declared  that  I  read  his  publication.     If  as  Byron 

thought,  and  Byron  was  not  over  nice,  a  gentleman  could  not 
write  in  it,  how  can  a  gentleman  be  supposed  to  read  it  ? 

"  I  never  ran  over  a  single  number  in  my  whole  existence, 
though  something  was  once  shewn  to  me  as  very  clever ;  and  it 
was  so.     I  should  have  thought  it  criminal  to  give  half-a-crown 

to  a of  Keats,  to  say  nothing  of  scurrilities.     By-the-bye, 

there  is  (in  propriety)  no  such  word  as  scurrilous,  the  word  is 
scurrile :  we  might  as  well  say  sterilous,  and  factious,  and  flexilous, 
This  remark  is  of  no  consequence  to  you,  who  are  unlikely  to  see 
the  word,  and  sure  never  to  use  it     Did  you  remark  a  logical 

defect  in  Lord  L 's  speech  ?  Read  over  again  the  first  three 

lines. 

"'  I  am  anxious  to  call,  means  /  am  very  desirous  to  call :  this 
is  self-evident ;  now,  he  who  feels  very  desirous  to  do  a  thing, 
cannot  rise  with  extreme  reluctance  to  do  it 

"  I  should  rather  have  expected  this  from  Pitt  or  Canning  than 
from  Lord  L ,  who  has  fifty  times  their  knowledge,  scholar- 
ship, and  discernment  He  quarrels  with  some  *  officer  of  the 
crown '  for  calling  the  House  of  Lords  a  dormitory.  The  officer 
of  the  crown  acted  the  part  of  Blood  in  stealing  this  crown  jewel, 
which  the  crown  never  paid  for,  however  it  may  have  worn  it 

"  The  jewel,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine :  you  will  find  it  tale  quaU. 
as  we  used  to  say  in  Florence,  in  my  *  Imaginary  Conversations.* 
If  the  officers  of  the  crown  kidnap  from  me,  my  friends  the 
Liberals  are  quite  as  liberal  in  their  handfuls.  A  letter  was  sent 
me  full  of  expressions  as  well  as  thoughts  taken  from  my  Letter*, 
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by  a  Conservative,  and  spoken  in  the  House  of  Commons.  People 
think  they  have  just  as  much  right  to  use  me  as  the  alphabet, 
and  that  they  can  as  little  write  without  me. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"November  24,  1836. 

"  It  grieves  me  to  hear  that  you  are  still  unwell.  I  think,  I 
know,  and  may  I  say  it  with  impunity  ?  you  give  up  too  much 

time  to  the  world.     All  your  evenings,  all  your  days 

My  satire  will  be  out  in  ten  days.     I  never  will  write  to  please 

the  public,  but  always  to  instruct  and  mend  it     If  C 

would  give  me  twenty  thousand  pounds  to  write  a  taking  thing, 
I  would  not  accept  it  What  a  delight  I  should  have,  in  being 
able  to  refuse  twenty  thousand  pounds  by  a  fortnight's  easy 
occupation ! 

uMy  satire  cost  me  five  evenings,  besides  the  morning 
(before  breakfast),  in  which  I  wrote  as  much  as  you  have  about 
Wordsworth. 

«W.  S.  L." 

[No  date.] 
"Are  you  quite  sure  that  your  studies  do  not  occupy  too 
much  of  your  attention  ?  It  may  be  an  amusing  thing  to  let  the 
imagination  take  its  flights — particularly  to  one  who  can  regulate 
it  as  you  can — but  the  thread  that  guides  it  may  cut  the  finger. 
I  am  reading,  for  the  third  time,  Charles  Elton's  Elegy  on  the 
loss  of  his  sons.  It  is  published  in  a  volume  he  calls  *  Boyhood.' 
Few  things  ever  gave  my  heart  such  movements. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

"January  21st,  1837. 

"  While  I  was  in  the  act  of  opening  my  paper-case,  in  order  to 
write  to  you,  a  letter  was  brought  me,  signed  S.  C.  H.,  asking 
me  for  'some  memoranda,  out  of  which  to  form  a  brief  page  of 
biography,  to  accompany  specimens  of  modern  Poets.' 

"  My  ignorance  of  every  thing  that  passes  in  the  literary  world 
is  such,  that  I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  whether  this  is  Mrs.  H.,  or 
some  one  else  of  a  name  distinguished  for  letters.    Another  thing 
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puzzles  me  no  less.  Is  it  possible  that  any  one,  excepting 
Southey,  Forster,  and  James,  can  believe  that  I  myself  am  a 
poet  ?  Now,  if  I  knew  who  was  the  writer  of  the  letter,  I  coakl 
not,  in  common  decency,  take  such  a  thing  for  granted.  If, 
however,  it  should  really  be  the  case,  and  your  acquaintance, 
Mrs.  H.,  should  be  the  writer,  I  will  send  you  a  few  notices  of 
my  life — as  much  may  be  omitted  as  suits  the  Editor.  I  have 
mentioned  all  the  good  nearly  I  can  remember  of  myselt  It 
need  not  be  recorded.     I  would  only  insist  on  the  evil. 

«  W.  S.  L." 


"Clifton,  Jan.  30,  1837. 

"  This  day  is  my  birth-day,  and  never  on  my  birth-day  was  I 
happy.  The  best  expedient  I  have  is  to  lay  your  letter  before 
me ;  and  even  that  will  not  do.  Is  it  possible  I  did  not  send  you 
my  Clytemnestra?  How  often  in  this  world  must  we  take  the 
will  for  the  deed !  It  was  yours  properly.  James,  who  corrected 
the  Press  for  my  Pericles,  asked  me  to  give  him  some  verses  for 
Lady  Mary  Fox.  He  had  a  right  to  anything  of  mine,  unless  I 
had  promised  you  first ;  and  this  I  had  done,  and  deserve  a  frown 
from  your  Ladyship.  I  can  not  say  more :  a  heavier  chastise- 
ment is  not  in  your  statute-book,  nor  I  believe  in  any  other. 

"  You  ask  me  about  poor  Augustus  Hare.  Alas !  this  very 
morning  I  received  his  sermons ;  when  I  opened  the  first  volume 
and  saw  his  bust,  I  was  most  painfully  affected.  The  last  time 
I  saw  him  he  had  dined  with  me  as  usual,  and  we  walked  towards 
Fiesole.  He  little  knew  that  he  was  carrying  death  in  his  bosom, 
nor  I  that  I  should  receive  it  from  the  rocks  that  arose  before  us. 
When  my  hall  door  closed  the  tombs  opened. 

"  This  is  the  first  of  my  birth-days  on  which  I  ever  wrote 
verses,  such  as  they  are,  pray  accept  them  with  your  usual 
kindness. 

"  The  day  returns,  my  natal  day, 

Borne  on  the  storm,  and  pale  with  snow, 
And  seems  to  ask  why  I  delay, 

Stricken  by  time  and  bow'd  by  woe. 
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"  Many  were  once  the  friends  who  came 
To  wish  me  joy ;  and  there  are  some 
Who  wish  it  now ;  but  not  the  same ; 
They  are  whence  friends  can  never  come. 

"  Nor  are  they  you,  my  love  watch't  o'er, 
Cradled  in  innocence  and  sleep ; 
You  smile  into  my  eyes  no  more, 
Nor  heed  the  bitter  tears  they  weep. 

«W.  S.  L." 
"Jan.  30,  1837." 

[No  date]. 
"lam  always  too  proud  when  I  am  mentioned  by  you,  and 
take  a  mischievous  delight  in  seeing  what  a  number  of  enemies  a 
voice  of  praise  always  brings  out  against  me.  Boys  have  much 
the  same  feeling  when  they  see  curs  exasperated,  knowing  as 
they  ride  along  that  the  said  curs  cannot  reach  their  stirrup- 
leathers.  If  they  could,  the  laughter  would  be  somewhat  in  a 
lower  key.  I  have  written  some  fan  for  that  surly  ill-conditioned 
prig  H ,  who  has  be-splashed  the  boots  of  Sismondi  by  follow- 
ing on  the  same  road.  He  took  it  into  his  head  to  write  a  piece  of 
impudence  against  me  in  the  last  British  and  Foreign  Review. 
I  make  merry  with  him  these  Christmas  times,  but  I  suspect  the 
merriment  is  chiefly  in  my  corner,  and  he  possibly  may  find 
rather  too  much  lemon  in  his  punch. 

"W.  S.  L." 

[No  date.] 
"  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  magnificent  investiture.  If  the 
Russians  would  raise  the  blockade  of  the  Phasis  and  Medea  come 
to  England,  she  could  hardly  make  choice  of  a  properer  steam- 
vessel  to  boil  me  into  youth  again.  With  that  little  improvement, 
and  this  vest  along  with  it,  I  should  work  wonders. 

"W.  S.  L." 

(No  date.) 
"lam  glad  to  hear  that  Mr.  Cholmondeley  has  waited  on  your 
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ladyship.     I  know  not  any  man  at  once  so  elegant  and  intelligent, 

except  our  friend  D .     Bnt  Mr.  C.  has  this  advantage,  he 

does  not  allow  himself  to  be  carried  away  by  the  world.  D. 
ought  to  feel,  and  does  not,  that  he  is  stronger  than  the  world. 
This  sounds  much,  but  is  little.  There  is  something  to  regret  in 
one,  but  enough  to  admire  in  both,  for  a  gentleman  is  even  a 
rarer  thing  than  a  genius.  How  many  have  you  seen — and  yon 
have  seen  all — how  many  who  did  not  occasionally  show  the 
cloven  foot  ?  Not  half  a  dozen,  I  will  answer  for  it,  although 
your  presence  put  them  on  their  best  behaviour.  But  some  awk- 
wardness, some  inconsiderateness,  some  relaxation  of  deference — 
of  these  is  the  dust  that  falls  on  even  polished  men  in  the  long 
run  of  conversation.  Now,  I  really  think  Mr.  C.  has  not  con- 
tracted any  of  it 

"  Well,  have  you  got  no  task  for  me  ?  Task  does  not  imply 
difficulty,  for  there  can  be  none  in  executing  any  of  your 
commands.  Your  ladyship  will  receive,  and  soon,  my  Certaldo — 
the  last  interviews  of  Petrarca  and  Boccaccio.  Being  now  quite 
resolved  not  to  publish  more  works,  I  lay  these  pages  at  your 
feet  They  contain  the  dream  you  were  pleased  with,  and 
another,  not,  perhaps,  worse.  These,  I  do  believe,  and  perhaps 
some  other  things,  may  do  hereafter  for  the  '  Book  of  Beauty/ 
You,  who  have  the  power  of  creating  have  also  that  of  anni- 
hilating. When  I  have  once  composed  a  thing,  I  never  care 
what  becomes  of  it  This,  and  being  grey,  are  the  only  things 
in  which  I  differ  from  what  I  was.  What  treasures  I  thought 
my  trumpery  some  thirty  or  forty  years  ago !  I  am  now  thinking 
I  see  you  descend  into  your  garden,  and  look  into  those  high 
lilacs  not  quite  ready  to  flower  for  you,  but  resembling  in  colour 
the  first  fumes  of  incense  as  they  roll  above  the  thuribole. 

"  Do  not  let  Count  D'Orsay  shoot  any  more  little  birds.  I 
never  see  one  fall  but  its  ghost  haunts  me,  and  '  thou  canst  not 
say  I  did  it'  is  quite  vain, 

"lam  glad  to  hear  Mrs.  Fairlie  is  with  you.  She  and  little 
Bella  will  not  let  you  ever  be  out  of  spirits.  I  kiss  the  hand  of 
Mrs.  Fairlie  and  the  foot  of  little  Bella. 

"  W.  S.  L." 


TO   LADY   BLESSINGTON.  395 

"  March  12th,  1837. 

"  Tho'  my  eyes  are  in  a  miserable  plight  from  the  influenza, 
and  I  can  hardly  see  whether  I  write  plainly  or  not,  I  can  by  no 
means  delay  my  congratulations  on  the  happy  result  of  Mrs. 
Fairlie's  confinement  Sweet  little  Bella  will  be  even  more 
charmed  than  mamma  herself.  I  can  scarcely  imagine  how  she 
improves  in  beauty,  but  her  intelligence  must  be  making  a  per- 
petual progress,  both  by  the  difficulties  it  encounters  in  its  de- 
velopment, and  by  the  anxious  care  everybody  must  take  in 
making  way  for  her  ideas.  We  cannot  doubt  that  they  will  break 
through  all  obstruction.  She  will  cease  to  be  irritable  when  she 
finds  the  necessity  of  calm  attention,  and  appreciates  the  anxiety 
of  her  friends  to  win  it  Your  Ladyship  has  laid  up  a  treasure 
in  that  little  heart,  the  richest  you  possess. 

"  I  sat  up  all  last  night  to  read  Attila,  not  greatly  to  the  benefit 
of  my  eyes,  or  the  credit  of  my  prudence.  But  I  never  can  leave 
off  a  book  that  interests  me  until  I  have  gone  through  it 

"  Again  I  say  it,  I  have  received  more  honour  than  Augustus, 
or  Mecaenas,  or  Louis  Quatorze,  or  any  other  man  living  or  dead 
— for  to  no  one  person  were  ever  inscribed  two  such  works  of 
imagination  as  the  Curse  of  Kehema  and  Attila. 

"  Night  fell  and  all  was  done." 

"  But  he  understood  his  own  business  best.  No  other  man 
could  have  described  the  close  of  Attila's  life  as  he  has  done. 
Pray  tell  Trelawny  that  in  my  admiration  for  kings  there  are 
moments  when  Attila  seems  to  me  almost  as  terrific  as  his  raven. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

"  21  May,  1837. 

"  The  Tories  were  formerly  more  gentlemanly  than  the 
Whigs,  but  what  a  revolution  are  they  bringing  about  in  their 
own  body !  Would  they  claim  for  themselves  the  right  of  asy- 
lum for  their  culprits,  instead  of  consigning  them  to  the  most 
lenient,  as  well  as  the  most  able  hands  for  reprehension  and 
chastisement  ? 

"There  is  nothing  in  this  world  but  contrariety  and  false- 
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hood     The  best  men  of  all  parties  are  only  what  David  says  all 
men  were  of  old. 

"  Did  yon  never  see  a  child  throw  a  piece  of  bread  before  a 
parcel  of  dogs,  and  enjoy  the  scuffle?  The  dogs  would  rather 
eat  than  snarl,  though  they  do  both— our  wranglers,  less  wisely, 
set  about  growling,  and  forget  how  much  they  stand  in  need  of 
sustenance.  The  only  thing  I  could  pick  a  quarrel  with,  in 
'  The  Victims  of  Society,'  is  the  compte  rendu  of  so  many  deaths. 
Would  it  not  (you  know  best)  have  been  easy  to  leave  the  end 
of  some  of  them  to  uncertainly  and  conjecture  ?  I  also  in 
'  Pericles,9  have  killed  off  largely,  but  remember,  I  had  a  plagu$ 
gratis.  I  did  not  make  the  most  of  it  I  never  do  of  anything. 
If  I  had  all  your  management,  I  should  be  in  danger  of  writing 
such  a  book  as  would  get  me  torn  in  pieces.  At  present,  die 
curs  only  smell  at  me,  and  trot  on. 

"  Your  censurers,  not  having  before  their  eyes  the  fear  of  a 
future  state,  in  another  literary  world,  commit  injustice  without 
compunction.  If  they  can  give  no  lesson,  they  may  cause  one 
reflection. 

"I  hear  they  have  been  reviewing  me  in  the  Quarterly.  I 
wonder  where  they  found  their  telescope.  By  the  account  I  re- 
ceive of  it,  it  wants  nothing  but  the  glasses.  How  perilous  it  is 
to  tread  upon  the  heels  of  truth. 

"  With  best  compliments  to  the  party  at  Gore  House. 

"W.S.L." 

[No  date.] 
"  I  have  subjoined  to  the  '  Pentameron'  five  dramatic  pieces 
which  I  call '  PentaJogia,' — the  title  given  to  five  Greek  plays. 
Mine  are  only  single  scenes.  Few  people  will  like  them,  and 
those  who  like  them  most,  will  speak  worst  of  them,  excepting 
Southey,  Fonblanque,  and  Forster.  It  is  quite  enough,  if,  among 
all  our  critics,  these  three  are  satisfied. 

"  I  have  been  at  Plymouth,  where  I  met  Colonel  Hamilton 
Smith,  a  man  who  has  collected  a  greater  variety  of  knowledge 
than  any  other  I  ever  conversed  with.  His  drawings  of  different 
races  of  men  in  different  ages,  of  animals,  and  works  illustrative 
of  history,  are  most  wonderful. 
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"  I  hope  you  will  be  delighted  with  the  review,  by  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  and  Lord  Hill,  at  which  our  little  Queen  will  be 
present  If  I  had  any  chance  of  getting  a  fair  sight  of  it  and 
of  her,  I  do  verily  think  I  should  mount  a  coach,  and  defy  the 
risk  of  another  such  mulberry  face  as  I  brought  to  you  last 
year. 

"  I  must  have  been  very  like  him  whom  the  Athenians  called 
a  mulberry,  covered  with  meal.  He  killed  them  for  their  fun. 
I  do  not  imagine  I  shall  kill  anybody. 

"W.  S.  L." 

«  Bath,  January  19th,  1838. 

"  When  my  letter  makes  its  way  between  you  and  Julia  Al- 
.  pinula,  you  will  wish  me  frozen  up,  as  long  and  as  soundly  as 
the  Siberian  mammoth.  Let  me  confess  to  you,  I  never  stared 
more  than  at  this  sweet  Alpinula.  I  had  no  recollection  of  the 
name.  Indeed,  both  names  and  faces  leave  an  extremely  weak 
impression  on  my  memory.  Evidently  it  was  a  Gaulish  family. 
Nearly  all  the  Roman  inscriptions  were  collected  as  early  as  the 
time  of  Scaliger,  and  no  great  quantity  of  others  has  been  added 

to  those  of  G #  and  Montfaucon.     The  Latin  of  this  is  very 

barbarous.  Indeed,  the  lapidary  skill,  even  of  better  and  earlier 
times,  is  wonderfully  so,  on  most  occasions. 

"  It  would  be  difficult  to  select  five-and-twenty,  which  do  not 
seem  to  have  been  left  to  the  learning  and  taste  of  the  stone- 
cutter. The  best,  however,  that  ever  was  written,  either  in 
Latin  or  any  other  language,  is  attributed  to  Shenstone.  Yale 
(I  forget  who)  Heu  quanta  minus  est  cum  reliquis  versari,  quam 
tui  meminisse  t 

"  When  will  any  man  write  any  thing  worth  this  again  ?  It 
never  comes  into  my  mind  but  it  takes  entire  possession  of  my 
heart,  and  I  am  as  incapable  of  reading  for  an  hour  after,  as  if  I 
had  just  left  Hamlet  or  Othello.  There  are  single  sentences  in 
the  world,  far  outvaluing  three  or  four  hundred  authors,  all 
entire;  as  there  have  been  individual  men,  out-valuing  many 
whole  nations;  Washington,  for  instance,  and  Kosciusko,  and 
Hofer,  were  fairly  worth  all  the  other  men  of  their  times;  I 

•   Name  illegible. 
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mean  that  each  was.  So  Count  D'Orsay  was  the  happy  dis- 
coverer of  Alpinula.  Sure  enough,  they  who  look  out  of  a 
window  see  more  than  they  who  pore  over  a  desk.  D'Orsay** 
mind  is  always  active,  I  wish  it  would  put  his  pen  in  motion. 
At  this  season  of  the  year,  I  fancied  he  was  at  Melton.  Does 
not  he  lament  that  this  hitter  frost  allows  him  no  chance  of 
breaking  his  neck  over  gates  and  double  hedges  ?  Pray  offer 
him  my  kindest  remembrances.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  Fon- 
blanque's  bad  health,  although  it  has  not  yet  diminished  his 
vigour  in  writing.  We  have  nothing  like  him  in  the  political 
world.  Your  friend,  Lord  Durham,  must  either  be  a  very 
patriotic  man,  or  a  very  ambitious  one.  I  confess  to  you,  my 
ambition  and  patriotism  united  would  not  induce  me  to  under- 
take what  he  has  undertaken,  for  the  possession  of  all  America, 
North  and  South.  I  am  so  timid  and  thoughtless  a  creature, 
that  I  would  not  have  a  chilblain  for  a  kingdom.  I  would  not 
even  dip  this  pen  in  ink,  if  it  cost  me  any  exertion,  to  set  obsti- 
nate fools  rather  more  right  than  they  were  before.  What  are 
they?  chaff,  soon  blown  away,  to  make  room  for  other  chaff, 
threshed  on  the  same  floor.  Superstition  and  fraud  must  be 
drawn  out  of  the  ring,  then  men  will  have  fair  play,  and  fight  for 
any  stake  that  suits  them. 

"  Believe  me  ever  your  obliged, 

"  W.  S.  LakdobT 

[No  date/ 
"  Certainly  it  was  my  intention  to  surprise  you,  some  day, 
with  a  couple  of  tragedies.  You  ought  never  to  have  heard  thai 
I  had  written  one.  Forster  is  the  only  person  to  whom  I  ever 
spoke  a  word  about  it,  and  1  requested  him  to  keep  it  a  secret 
It  is  not  my  intention  or  wish  that  either  of  them  should  come 
upon  the  stage.  Indeed.  I  cannot  easily  be  induced  to  allow 
them  to  be  printed  in  my  life-time.  I  said,  in  my  last  publica- 
tion, that  I  would  publish  nothing  more.  At  present,  you  will 
not  easily  believe  that  I  finished  one  of  my  dramas  in  thirteen 
days,  the  other  in  eight,  from  the  conception  to  the  completion. 
"  My  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Brown,  whom  you  remember  for 
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the  Dictionary,  has  been  induced  to  come  over  and  spend  the 
last  week  with  me.  On  Wednesday,  he  will  shew  me  Plymouth, 
near  which  city  he  is  residing.  I  shall  return  after  three  days. 
He  told  me  some  curious  anecdotes.     Tou  know  his  accuracy. 

He  heard  from  H that  J ,  Lady  H 's  pet,  was  very 

unwilling  that   he   (H )   should   notice,  in  any  way,  my 

*  Imaginary  Conversations.'  But  hearing  that  he  intended  to 
punish  me  for  my  contemptuousness  towards  Bonaparte,  he 
assented. 

"  Mr.  Brown  accompanied  poor  Keats  on  a  visit  to  W . 

Keats  read  to  him  a  part  of  his  '  Endymion,'  in  which  I  think  he 

told  me,  there  is  a  '  Hymn  to  Pan.'    W looked  red,  though 

grave ;  and  said,  at  last,  *  A  pretty  piece  of  paganism.9 

"  This  reminds  me  of  Kenyon's  question  to  Robinson, — *  Did 
you  ever,  you  who  have  travelled  with  him  for  months  together, 
did  you  ever  hear  him  speak  favourably  of  any  author  whatso- 
ever r 

"  Robinson's  reply  was,  '  He  certainly  is  not  given  to  the 
laudatory.' 

"  He  well  deserves  the  flagellation  I  have  given  him,  for  his 
impudence  in  regard  to  Southey.  But  to  make  amends,  if  ever 
he  writes  five  such  things  as  you  will  find  at  the  end  of  my 
volume,  I  will  give  him  as  many  hundred  pounds.  I  will  now 
publish  nothing  more,  for  the  remainder  of  my  life.  The  little 
I  have  to  say  on  this  subject,  I  say  in  a  few  lines  to  good  Southey, 
which  I  prefix  to  the  '  Five  Dramatic  Scenes.' 

"  W.  S.  L." 

"  April  3rd,  1838. 
"  If  any  one  knows  the  warmth  and  sincerity  of  your  friend- 
ship, I  do :  and  therefore  it  grieves  me  that  what  I  published  of 
[  ]  has  given  you  uneasiness.     But  his  petulant  animosity, 

his  malignant  spirit  was  to  be  rebuked  ;  and  it  was  time  to  teach 
him  that  there  are  men  in  the  world  as  much  stronger  than  him- 
self, as  he  is  stronger  than  a  spider. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"Bath,  October,  1838. 
"What  a  deplorable  thing!  that  the  only  man  in    England 
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capable  of  governing  a  country,  has  thrown  up  his  powers — 
powers  exercised  so  signally  for  the  public  good. 

"  His  enemies  say  he  has  persons  of  bad  character  about  him 
— nothing  more  likely.  What  potentate  was  ever  without  them  ? 
Armour  is  not  made  of  gold,  but  of  iron  and  brass ;  thoroughly 
good  men  will  never  be  hangers-on,  even  on  men  better  than 
themselves.  We  want  scoundrels.  God  has  been  indulgent  to 
us  in  this  article  of  equipment  Cannot  you  do  more  than  our 
ciucci*  of  ministers  ?  cannot  you  persuade  Lord  Durham  to  shew 
on  this  occasion  all  the  firmness  of  his  character;  pacify  Canada, 
then  return,  look  his  enemies  in  the  f%ce,  scatter  them  to  the  dust 
by  it,  and  turn  his  back  ? 

"W.  S.  L." 

"December,  1838. 

"  My  friend  Forster  has  promised  to  come  to  Bath,  to  make 
me  a  visit,  after  Christmas.  This  is  friendship  put  to  the  proof! 
I  would  rather  face  a  fire  of  musketry  than  these  abominable  fogs. 
We  have,  however,  some  amusements.  Thalberg  has  been  here,  and 
there  is  to  be  another  concert  on  Monday.  To  attend  it  is  really 
going  in  spite  of  one's  teeth.  Mine  begin  to  mutiny  on  such  oc- 
casions, although  they  are  as  strong  as  another's. 

"  Piety  is  greatly  on  the  increase  at  Bath,  not  only  conceited 
Evangelism,  but  most  genuine  piety,  and  among  men  who  cer- 
tainly make  no  false  pretensions.  The  last  time  I  was  at  the 
rooms,  I  heard  two  go  through  the  same  formula  on  the  same 
occasion.  They  both  had  been  waiting  in  the  lobby,  and  they 
both  had  been  blest  by  having  handed  their  ladies  into  their 
carriages.  One  shuffled  his  shoulders,  and  the  other  dilated 
both  nostrils,  and  each  exclaimed  with  equal  devotion,  '  Thank 
God!' 

"  W.  S.  L.~ 

"January  1st,  1839 

"  I  have  this  instant  sent  your  note  to  poor  .     I  nerer 

was  paid  so  well  for  celebrity.     It  has  made  him  very  ill.    He  is 
now  about  to  publish  a  drama  on  the  Deluge,  on  which  he  tells 

*  Neapolitan  term  for  i 
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me  he  has  been  engaged  for  twenty  years.  You  cannot  be  sur- 
prised that  he  is  grievously  and  hopelessly  afflicted,  having  had 
water  on  his  brain  so  long.  The  threatened  deluge  makes  me 
open  my  prayer-book  to  look  for  the  blessed  words  of  the  Royal 
Psalmist,  and  join  his  Majesty  in  « O  that  I  were  a  bird ! '  a 
water-bird  of  course,  wild  goose,  sheldrake,  gull,  &c,  in  short, 
anything  that  might  possibly  escape  from  the  interior  of  the 
ark,  for  which  (I  fear)  not  a  drop  of  spirit  has  been  provided. 
Contented  as  I  am  to  be  a  water-drinker,  I  do  not  prefer  the 
water  of  tanks  and  cisterns,  particularly  if  it  has  lain  very  long 
in  lead. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"January  15,  1839. 
"  I  have  been  in  Berkshire  for  four  days,  on  a  visit  to  Hare, 
who  insisted  on  my  keeping  his  birthday.  He  is  residing  at  West 
Woodhay  House,  built  by  Inigo  Jones.  It  would  do  passably 
well  for  Naples,  better  for  Timbuctoo.  All  but  my  victuals  were 
congealed.  I  almost  envied  the  bed  of  Procrustes,  so  enormous 
was  mine,  such  a  frozen  sea.  A  company  of  comedians  might 
have  acted,  in  it  any  piece  they  chose,  and  there  would  have  been 
ample  room  for  prompter  and  orchestra.  I  was  ready  to  say  my 
prayers  when  I  was  delivered  from  it. 

"W.  S.  L." 

March  7,  1839. 

"  This  morning  1  have  taken  back  to  the  circulating  library 
the  last  volume  of  Vidocq.  If  I  had  time,  or  rather,  if  I  took 
any  great  interest  in  two  such  people  as  the  great  thief  and  the 
great  thief-taker,  I  would  compose  a  parallel,  inch  by  inch,  of 
these  two  men.*  One  of  them  frightened  all  the  good,  the  other 
all  the  bad — one  betrayed  all  his  employers,  the  otljer  all  his 
accomplices — one  sacrificed  the  hopeful  to  ambition,  the  other 
the  desperate  to  justice. 

"  I  doubt  whether  in  seven  years  I  could  form  the  corollary 
more  completely  than  I  have  done  in  the  seventh  of  a  minute, 
but  it  will  require  a  century  to^iake  men  honest  and  wise  enough 

•  The  contemplated  parallel  was  between  Napoleon  and  Vidocq. 
VOL  II.  D   D 
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to  bear  the  question  *  which  is  best?'  The  whole  race  of  moral 
swindlers  and  ringdroppers  must  be  taken  up  first  When  God 
has  stripped  us  all  of  furs  and  flounces,  our  just  proportions  will 
be  discovered  better. 

«  W.  S.  L." 

"  April  9. 

"  Taylor  will  perhaps  soon  be  able  to  arrange  for  me  about  the 
last  volume  of  *  Imaginary  Conversations.'  This  will  include 
several  which  were  printed  in  the  *  Book  of  Beauty,'  and  those 
which  are  contained  in  '  Abbott's  Little  Volume.' 

"I  have  enough  and  more  than  enough  material  for  mine. 
Among  the  rest  is  a  Conversation  of  Michael  Angelo,  and 
Vittoria  Colonne. 

"  This  also  is  a  piece  of  criticism,  for  the  most  part  on  the 
'Poets  of  the  Age,'  and  chiefly  on  those  who  wrote  in  Latin, 
which  unfits  it  for  the  '  Book  of  Beauty.' 

"  With  this  then  there  will  be  three  volumes  to  each  series 
and  about  a  hundred  conversations  I  think.  I  wish  to  see  m\ 
book  completed  before  my  death.  I  never  shall  undertake 
another. 

"  W.  S.  L" 

July  17th,  1839. 

•  ♦  •  • 

Talking  of  tyrants,  I  have  been  reading  the  memoirs  of  Vidoeq. 
He  appears  to  be  a  man  of  somewhat  the  same  stamp  as  Bona- 
parte, but  much  above  him  both  in  policy  and  courage.  Fortune 
cast  him  into  another  galley,  among  less  voluntary  and  less 
versatile  slaves.  I  did  not  imagine  that  Europe  had  produced  in 
our  days  a  public  man  of  such  abilities.  He  has  as  much  of  the 
fox  as  Talleyrand,  and  more  of  the  lion  than  his  master.  Whit 
would  Bonaparte  have  done  in  any  one  of  those  innumerable 
difficulties  with  which  Vidocq  struggled  successfully?  Hecoold 
have  taken  an  emetic  and  have  persuaded  the  good  people  of 
Paris  that  his  star  stuck  in  his  th*oat  and  hindered  die  operation 
of  the  poison.     He  could  easily  have  done  that ;  for  he  had  per- 
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suaded  them  already  that  he  was  a  good  republican,  that  he  was 
a  sound  politician,  and  that  he  was  an  honest  man.  Where  is 
the  use  of  being  great,  supposing  we  can  be?  Was  not  this 
fellow  great  ?  Was  not  Pitt  great  ?  Is  not  everybody  great  who 
can  do  a  great  deal  of  harm  and  give  away  a  great  deal  of  money. 
*  it  is  a  blessing  to  be  far  removed  from  the  sight  and  sound 
of  animals  who  almost  give  me  a  lock-jaw  when  I  look  at  them. 
Remembrance  of  Italy  smooths  it  down  again.  I  love  her  good- 
natured  gods  of  old,  am  amused  at  the  little  tricks  and  thieveries 
of  the  suburban  ones  who  succeeded  them,  and  only  wish  I  could 
felicitate  the  people  in  having  among  them  no  worse,  no  more 
rapacious,  no  more  ferocious  ones.  You  may  look  with  wonder 
at  all  this  foam  about  my  mouth,  however,  let  me  assure  you  I 
am  not  mad,  most  noble  Festa! 

"W.  S.  L." 

«  Bath,  October  8th,  1839. 
"  I  have  often  thought  of  the  pleasure  you  must  enjoy  in  the 
society  of  Miss  Power.  It  is  to  be  hoped  she  will  prevail  on 
you  to  be  less  studious,  and  to  think  a  little  more  of  your  health. 
"  It  is  long  since  I  heard  anything  of  Forster  or  Kenyon.  I 
suspect  that  Kenyon  must  be  abroad,  for  I  wrote  to  him  about  a 
month  ago,  and  have  received  no  answer. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"Bath,  November  17,  1839. 
"I  am  not  surprised  at  hearing  that  Trelawney  has  retired 
from  society.  He  possesses  a  strong  and  philosophical  mind, 
and  we  have  only  the  choice  of  living  quite  alone  or  with  scoun- 
drels. He  might  perhaps  have  taken  the  alternative  if  these  had 
any  genius  or  even  any  pleasantry.  I  could  be  well  content  in 
solitude  as  deep  as  his.  Never  were  my  spirits  better  than  in 
my  thirtieth  year,  when  I  wrote  '  Gebir,'  and  did  not  exchange 
twelve  sentences  with  men.  I  lived  among  woods,  which  are 
now  killed  with  copper  works,  and  took  my  walk  over  sandy 
sea-coast  deserts,  then  covered  with  low  roses  and  thousands  of 
nameless  flowers  and  plants,  -trodden  by  the  naked  feet  of  the 

•  Word  illegible 
D    D    2 
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Welsh  peasantry,  and  trackless.  These  creatures  were  somewhat 
between  me  and  the  animals,  and  were  as  useful  to  the  landscape 
as  masses  of  weed  or  stranded  boats.  But  what  can  be  said  of 
those  manufactured  things  from  the  workshop  of  politics  which 
have  neither  edge  nor  handle,  which  it  may  hurt  one  to  tread 
upon,  and  which  it  is  troublesome  to  kick  aside  ? 

"I  am  grieved  that  my  good  Milnes,  so  pure-hearted,  so 
affectionate,  should  mix  with  the  busy  adventurers  of  either 
faction.  His  genius  is  so  very  far  from  them,  and  his  fortune  so 
independent  We  are  losing  some  families,  among  the  rest  is  one 
I  much  esteem :  the  Frenches.  Mr.  French  is  the  brother  of 
Lord  Ashbrooke,  who  has  written  of  old  some  very  elegant 
poetry,  and  is  an  amusing  and  pleasant  man. 

"  W.  S.  L.~ 

[No  date,  probably  written  in  1839.]] 
"Digby,  who  became  a  Catholic,  and  Padre  Pagani,  who 
probably  is  the  next  in  learning  to  Digby  among  the  Catholics, 
are  inclined  to  convert  me.*  Doubtless  it  is  an  amusement  to 
them  to  throw  the  rod  and  line  over  the  running  stream :  the 
trout  laughs  in  his  sleeves,  and  sidles,  and  shows  all  his  specks. 
Alas !  I  can  no  longer  sing  my  old  version  of  Adeste  Fidele*, 
for  want  of  chorus — '  Adeste  Fideles !  laete  triumphantes  T  &c- 

"  A  few  months  ago  I  went  to  occupy  my  former  seat  in  the 
Catholic  Chapel,  wjiere  I  had  once  been  seated  between  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert  and  Helen  Walsh  Porter.  On  the  wall,  at  the  ex- 
tremity of  it,  I  saw  a  marble  tablet  I  went  toward  it,  and  there 
I  found  the  name  of  my  oldest  friend,  Mrs.  Ferrers,  and  just 
beyond  it,  was  her  daughter's.  I  will  venture  to  say,  and  I  do 
it  without  pride,  I  was  at  that  moment  the  most  religious  and 
devout  man  in  the  whole  chapel.  It  is  true  I  did  not  hear  the 
service,  and  the  music,  which  was  so  mingled  with  the  affections 
as  to  be  lost  among  them :  yet,  instead  of  wishing  to  be  reminded 
of  soft  words  and  tender  looks,  which  I  went  for,  the  faces  of  old 

•  Dr.  Pagani,  a  native  of  Italy,  the  president  of  the  R  C  College*  at  Rngty  and 
Ratclifle.  in  Leicestershire,  is  one  of  the  roost  gifted  men  of  his  order,  and  perhapa  of 
his  profession,  in  this  country.  He  belongs  to  the  order  founded  by  the  to 
Rosmini,  one  of  the  most  remarkable  theological  writers  of  his  time- R.  R  M. 
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friends  rose  up  from  the  grave  before  me,  and  were  far  more 
welcome.  I  waited  until  all  were  gone  out,  and  then  I  placed 
my  brow  against  the  edge  of  the  monument  Age  has  its  follies, 
you  see,  no  less  than  youth. 

"  I  wish  to  hear  your  ladyship's  opinion  of  my  friend  Colonel 
Napier's  History.  In  my  opinion,  he  holds  incomparably  the 
highest  rank  among  all  now  extant  in  the  literary  world. 

"W.  S.  L." 
"Bath,  December  1,  1839. 

"  On  Wednesday  last,  I  was  present  at  a  wedding ;  the  only 
one  I  ever  was  at,  excepting  one  other.  There  was  bridecake, 
Mid  there  were  verses  in  profusion,  two  heavy  commodities !  But 
what  an  emblematic  thing  the  bridecake  is !  All  sugar  above, 
and  all  lumpiness  below.  But  may  Heaven  grant  another,  and 
far  different  destiny,  to  my  sweet-tempered,  innocent,  sensible, 
young  friend. 

"  Lord  and  Lady  Aylmer  are  here,  and  we  have  had  cose 
stupende  in  music.  Lady  Aylmer  gave  me  a  different  account 
of  Rose  Bathurst's  sad  fate,  from  the  '  Idler  in  Italy.'  She  ex- 
pressed a  wish  that  your  Ladyship  had  heard  it  circumstantially 
from  Mills.  It  was  most  affecting.  Lord  Aylmer  twice  dashed 
into  the  Tiber,  once  with  hat  and  coat  on.  Being  a  bad  swimmer 
and  finding  he  could  do  nothing  with  these  impediments,  he  made 
for  the  bank,  threw  his  coat  off,  and  plunged  in  a  second  time.* 
He  would  have  attempted  a  third  time,  but"  Lady  A.  seeing  the 
horse  now  at  last  without  his  rider,  held  him,  and  declared,  if  he 
went  again,  she  would  follow.  His  mouth  was  full  of  mud,  and 
he  was  quite  distracted.  He  felt  the  effect  for  two  entire  years, 
and  probably  his  health  still  suffers  from  it  A  more  humane  or 
a  more  generous  man  does  not  exist.  How  he  loves  his  nieces ! 
Rose  Bathurst  kept  her  seat,  in  the  middle  of  the  stream,  to  a 
great  distance.     Probably  some  stake,  or  fragment  of  ruin,  caught 

her  riding  habit,  and  drew  her  off. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

•  In  Lady  Aylmer* 8  account  of  this  catastrophe,  given  in  the  Life  of  Bifhop 
Bathurst,  it  was  stated  that  Lord  AylmeT  was  a  very  tolerable  swimmer,  and  it  was  the 
groom  of  the  Duke  Laval  de  Montmorency,  and  not  of  Miss  Bathurst,  who  had  been 
sent  back  to  Lord  Aylmer. 
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"Bath,  April  1,  1841. 
"Perhaps  you  may  have  interest  enough  with  the  Tories,  now 
they  are  coming  into  place,  and  I  am  growing  old,  to  obtain  me 
the  appointment  of  road  sweeper  from  Gore  House  across  to 
Hyde  Park.  You  can  present  them  a  proof  in  print  that  I 
avowed  myself  a  Conservative.  If  you  should  not  succeed  in 
the  application,  I  shall  still  be  ever 

"  Your  Ladyship's  obliged, 

"  W.  S.  Lahbob." 

"P.S.  I  know  there  must  be  many  names  already  down  before 
mine.  I  can  wait  Be  particular  in  saying,  that  the  place  I 
wanted  was  for  removing  dirt,  or  else  there  may  be  some  mistake. 

"It  is  beginning  to  rain  again.  What  are  our  bishops  at? 
But  their  venison  never  was  fatter.  A  glorious  season  on  the 
whole,  if  people  would  but  think  so.  And  are  not  the  good  old 
times,  which  were  behind  us  far  away  last  year,  again  in  foil 
prospects  before  us  T 

(No  date). 
"  You  cannot  doubt  how  happy  and  proud  I  shall  be  to  be  your 
guest     If  you  should  not  have  left  London  in  the  beginning  of 
May,  do  not  be  shocked  at  hearing  that  a  cab  is  come  to  the  door 
with  a  fierce  looking  old  man  in  it 

"  Remember  you  have  promised  to  present  me  to  Mr.  Fon- 
blanque. 

«W.  S.L." 

"  Bath,  July  21,  1841. 
"  When  a  thing  has  been  long  in  my  mind,  I  am  apt  to  fbiget 
whether  it  has  been  done  or  whether  it  ought  to  have  been ;  that 
is  I  mistake  the  one  for  the  other,  perhaps  from  being  so  ex- 
actly opposite. 

"  Hence  it  appears  to  me  to  be  by  no  means  improbable  that  I 
never  have  thanked  you  either  by  word  or  letter  for  your  Idler 
in  France. 

«W.  S.L." 

"  Mr.  Rosenhagen  told  me  yesterday  a  curious  tale  of  [  ] 
having   been   sent  to  Paris  to  liquidate  the  respective  debts  of 
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the  two   nations.     Meanwhile  Lord   S had   signed   a 

treaty,  in  which,  among  other  things  impossible  to  be  executed, 
was  a  stipulation  that  the  French  laws  should  protect  French 

subjects  in  England  upon  all  commercial  questions.     Mr.  C , 

a  cautious  and  most  judicious  man,  remarked  to  Lord  S 

the  impossibility  of  admitting  it     Lord  S acquiesced,  and 

said  plainly,  '  I  signed  it  without  reading  it.'  Of  such  materials 
are  our  agents  in  foreign  countries  almost  uniformly  composed. 
"  At  this  recollection  I  have  cracked  my  nether  lip  between  a 
smile  and  a  sneer,  for  cold  weather  is  come  which  I  never  feel 
anywhere  but  on  this  important  spot 

"W.  S.  L." 

"Bath,  July  4,  1841. 

"On  Monday,  early  in  the  morning,  I  started  for  my  brother 
Robert's  in  Worcestershire.  He  possesses  a  most  delightful 
place  at  Berlingham.  All  the  money  he  receives  from  his  bene- 
fice, he  spends  on  the  education  and  comforts  of  the  poor.  Enough 
is  left  for  a  capitally  good  table.  He  has  neither  horse  nor 
servant  of  the  male  sex,  except  a  couple  of  gardeners — one  for 
his  melons,  &c,  the  other  to  keep  in  perfect  order  about  four 
acres  of  lawn  before  the  house.  ^ 

"  I  am  delighted  to  find  how  gloriously  my  friend  Dickens  has 
been  received  at  Edinburgh.  But  the  Scotchmen  could  not  avoid 
ill-placed  criticisms,  and  oblique  comparisons.  One  blockhead 
talked  of  his  deficiency  in  the  female  character — the  very  thing 
in  which  he  and  Shakespeare  most  excel. 

"Juliet  herself  may,  for  one  moment,  turn  her  eyes  from 
Romeo  on  little  Nell,  and  Desdemona  take  to  heart  her  hairbreadth 
escapes.  I  dare  not  decide  which  of  these  three  characters  is  the 
most  interesting  and  pathetic. 

"  There  was  plenty  of  heat  in  this  Edinburgh  laboratory ;  but 
all  that  came  from  the  leaden  alembic  came  drop  by  drop. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"July  21,  1841. 
"  I  went  over  last  week  to  see  a  lady  at  Clifton. 
"  She  was  outrageous  against  the  '  vile  wicked  Radicals,  who 
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turned  out  Lord  Powerscourt,  although  he  has  the  most  beautiful 
place  in  all  Ireland.' 

"  There  was  another  turned  out  at  the  same  time :  I  do  not 
know  the  man's  name;  but  unless  he  has  a  fine  place  he  has 
never  any  commiseration.  I  am  afraid  we  are  running  into 
confusion. 

"Two  honest  and  wise  men,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and 
Lord  Morpeth,  think  differently  on  all  the  principal  points :  the 
others  are  shufflers  and  adventurers.  I  would  commend  them  to 
any  upright  and  impartial  hangman,  with  the  refuse  of  about  a 
dozen  of  each  party. 

"  When  I  talk  of  shufflers,  I  mean  the  leaders :  the  others 
might  go  safely  back  to  their  offices  and  courts  of  law.  My 
friend  Napier  made  a  glorious  speech  to  the  Chartists.  I  hope 
his  authority  will  keep  them  quiet  No  man  in  Europe  holds 
such  influence  over  the  public  mind.  What  other  man  unites 
a  fiftieth  part  of  such  glorious  judgment,  courage,  and  integrity  ? 
His  cousin,  the  commodore,  has  a  portion  of  all  these  qualities. 

"W.  S.  L? 

"  November  23,  1842. 
"  I  must  not  burst  forth  into  praises,  but  I  may  express  my 
admiration  of  two  lovely  portraits.  My  opinion  is,  that  you  would 
rather  hear  this  than  things  you  have  heard  oftener.  There  is  a 
little  question  asked  by  Miss  Ellen  Power,  which  a  juvenile  friend 
of  hers  has  had  the  temerity  to  solve.     She  asks — 

"  *  But  by  the  friends  who  loved  us  here, 
Shall  we  be  loved  in  Heaven  ? 
Or  have  they  to  the  angels  there, 
The  love  they  bore  us  given  ? ' 

"  Now  this  daring  youth,  who  pretends  to  know  a  great  deal 
about  the  matter,  has  the  appearance  to  have  his  face  turned 
towards  her,  and  says — 

" '  The  happy  who  are  called  above, 

Must  give  the  angels  all  their  love  ; 

So  when  you  get  there,  you  will  find 

Exactly  what  vou  left  behind.' 

"  W.  S.  L~ 
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Bath,  December  21. 

"  I  am  indeed  very  far  from  indifferent  to  the  loss  of  poor 
Lady  Belmore. 

"  Thirty-seven  years  ago  I  began  my  acquaintance  with  her, 
and  I  liked  her  frankness  so  much,  that  I  overcame  my  abhor- 
rence of  routs,  and  went  at  her  desire  to  hers,  although  to  no 
others.  But  then  her  small  Sunday  parties,  never  exceeding 
fourteen,  and  from  which  all  but  those  whom  she  thought  the 
pleasantest  or  the  prettiest,  were  excluded !  Ah,  then,  indeed, 
was  I  devout,  and  offered  my  little  taper  offerings  up  at  shrine 
after  shrine.  Bath,  in  those  days,  was  frequented  for  a  few 
weeks  by  many  persons  of  high  rank,  and  there  was  none  of  that 
familiarity,  even  among  themselves,  which  people  now  indulge  in 
with  their  superiors  of  all  sorts. 

"  Centrifugal  force  is  as  needful  to  the  order  of  society  as  the 
attraction  of  adhesion ;  and  gravity  (not  excessive)  adds  grace  to 
good  humour.  I  thought  so  then,  and  I  think  so  now.  In  too 
great  closeness  there  is  neither  growth  nor  sunshine ;  it  does  only 
for  dwarf  plants. 

"  Permit  me  to  be  quite  vernacular,  and  to  say,  instead  of  the 
compliments  of  the  season, c  a  merry  Christmas ! '  How  well  that 
sounds — there  are  the  village  bells  in  it 

4(  This  evening  I  have  been  writing  some  verses,  which  I  will 
transcribe.  I  hope  you  will  think  them  good  enough  for  a  place 
either  in  the  *  Book  of  Beauty '  or  its  sisters.  The  three  persons 
mentioned  in  them  are  among  the  very  best  that  ever  lived.  My 
excellent  old  friend,  Mr.  Parkhurst  was  appointed  by  Lord  North 
to  be  one  of  the  commissaries  to  the  armies  in  North  America. 

On  his  return  he  met  Lord  North  in  the  Park. 

" '  What,  Parkhurst !  you  a  commissary  I  and  in  your  old 
family  coach  ? ' 

"  *  Yes  my  Lord !  thank  God !  and  without  a  shilling  more  in 
my  pocket  than  when  I  set  out.' 

"  *  A  pretty  thing  to  thank  God  for !' 

"  He  and  his  son-in-law  Rosenhagen  are  the  men  who  unite 
most  of  virtue  and  most  of  polish  that  I  have  ever  met  with ;  so 
that   I  have  written   these   verses    con   amore  at  least      Mrs. 
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Rosenhagen,  whom  I  remember  an  infant,  is  the  providence  of 

her  husband.     Never  were  two  persons  so  devoted  one  to  the 

other. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"March  23,  1843. 

"  Stopford  wrote  to  me  yesterday,  full  of  such  praises  as  I 
have  not  the  courage  to  repeat,  lest  you  should  think  some  of 
them  came  purely  and  originally  from  me.  But  I  may  venture 
to  say  of  Count  D'Orsay  that  Stopford  thinks  him  the  most  per- 
fect gentleman  in  the  world,  and  other  things,  which,  being  in 
author,  I  ought  to  love  him  for  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart 

"How  does  he  do?  And  pray  let  me  hear  too  that  your 
affliction  is  softened.  Forster  tells  me  of  your  condescension  and 
humanity.  Admiration  is  very  like  wonder,  but  I  did  not  wonder 
at  all. 

«W.  S.L.* 

"  March  27,  1843. 
"  Poor  Southey  is  now  beyond  all  suffering  and  sorrow.  In- 
deed, so  he  was  long  before  he  died.  His  excellent  wife  gave  me 
frequent  notices  of  him.  I  never  dare  ask  about  health  which  is 
doubtful,  and  to  inquire  about  that  which  is  hopeless  is  a  cruelty 
or  a  folly.  I  have  often  been  inclined  to  write  to  you,  but  I  wis 
afraid  of  your  remarking  that  I  said  nothing  of  poor  Mrs.  FairuVs* 
How  often  have  I  thought  of  her !  particularly  since  that  little 
angel  left  her. 

"W.  S.L.W 

"  Bath,  April  8,  1843. 
"  Believe  me — you  cannot  do  otherwise,  you  who  have  known 
me  so  long  and  so  thoroughly. — I  feel  a  sad  shock  from  the 
second  blow  that  has  befallen  you.  Poor  dear  Mrs.  Fairlie! 
But  her  virtues  and  her  piety  made  her  life  and  her  death  happy. 
Let  us  believe  she  is  more  so  now. 

"I  remain,  W.  S.  L." 

"Bath,  April  16,  1843. 
"  Let  me  congratulate  you  on  the  importation  of  a  spring  fresh 
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from  Italy.  I  hope  Miss  Power  enjoys  its  presence,  or  rather, 
that  it  enjoys  Miss  Power.  She  forgot  to  send  me  her  exercises 
and  her  music. 

"  Yet  a  master  ought  to  have  some  hold  on  a  fair  lady,  until  a 
lord  and  master  makes  him  loose  his  hold.  Alas,  by-the-bye,  for 
lords  and  masters.  What  fugiiivities  in  this  lower  world  of  ours  I 
If  the  gentle  creatures  seize  the  wings  of  the  zephyrs  and  fly 
away  in  the  month  of  March,  what  can  we  expect  in  May !  Poor 

L seems  to  have  encountered  his  evil  genius  a  little  on  this 

side  of  PhilippL  The  dying  close  of  the  dithynambics  was  de- 
plorably lugubrious. 

"  Since  the  little  loves  have  been  playing  such  pranks,  I  my- 
self am  afraid  of  walking  with  any  thing  white  or  flower-coloured. 
If  I  heard  a  dove  or  a  wood-pigeon,  I  should  be  afraid  of  re- 
marking it ;  I  should  lower  my  eyes,  being  a  stickler  on  the  side 
of  legitimacy,  and  a  doubter  on  many  points. 

"  Now,  although  I  began  with  no  other  object  in  view  than  to 
make  inquiries  about  your  health,  I  too  am  become,  on  this  little 
piece  of  paper,  as  great  a  rambler  as  those  whose  rambles  are  less 
solitary. 

"  Next  month,  my  two  sons,  Arnold  and  Walter,  make  me  a 
visit  here  at  Bath.  Perhaps  good  grave  Walter  will  remain  with 
me.  Arnold,  I  doubt  not,  has  attractions  nearer  the  south  than 
the  north.  Wherever  they  may  be,  it  would  be  a  sign  of  any 
man's  sagacity  to  pull  him  out  of  bed  by  the  heels. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

"  Bath,  October  18,  1843. 

"  It  is  now  ten  days  since  Walter  and  Julia*  left  me.  They 
stayed  a  single  day  with  their  grandmother  at  Richmond.  Julia 
told  me  she  had  not  forgotten  how  kind  you  and  the  Duchess  de 
Guiche  were  to  her,  when  she  was  a  child,  at  Florence.  They 
go  to  Brusselles,  Aix-la-Chapelle,  Cologne,  Wisbaden.  All  to 
be  done  in  ten  days,  for  fear  of  the  snows  meeting  them  on  the 
Alps. 

"  I  have  entreated  them  to  spend  two  entire  days  at  Como, 

•  The  children  of  Mr.  Landor. 
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although  the  rest  of  the  world  (Naples  included)  will  look  little 
after.  In  passing  through  Switzerland,  to  took  eternally  at  the 
sharp  points  of  the  Alps,  is  as  bad  as  reposing  on  a  spine  of  a 
hedgehog,  But  then  there  is  Vevay,  there  is  Meillerie  !  scenes 
for  which  one  has  abandoned  every  other  upon  earth,  and  scarcely 
deigns  to  look  up— at  the  balcony  of  Juliette. 

"  I  detest  the  character  of  Rousseau,  but  I  cannot  resist  his 
eloquence.  He  had  more  of  it,  and  finer  than  any  man.  De- 
mosthenes' was  a  contracted  heart ;  and  even  Milton's  was  vitiated 
by  the  sourness  of  theology.  • 

"  W.  S.  L.m 

"  p.m.  Bath,  November  5th,  1844. 

"  Always  kind  and  considerate,  I  have  indeed  had  a  touch  of 
the  rheumatism — a  mere  touch — not  a  blow — and  the  rheumatism 
you  know  (or  rather  I  hope  you  do  not  know)  always  comes  with 
a  heavy  cudgel.  It  was  caused  by  my  imprudence  in  rising  up 
in  my  bed  to  fix  a  thought  on  paper — night  is  not  the  time  to  pin 
a  butterfly  on  a  blank  leaf.  Four  hot  baths  have  now  almost 
buoyed  up  this  monster  from  oppressing  me.  Of  its  four  legs,  I 
feel  only  one  upon  me,  and  indeed  just  the  extremity  of  the  hoof. 
At  Gore  House  I  should  forget  it — there  I  forgot  the  plague 
when  I  had  it.  But  Bath  air  is  the  best  air  in  the  world.  In 
twenty  minutes  we  can  have  three  climates. 

"  I  hope  in  the  spring  I  may  be  able  to  pay  you  my  respects. 
Where  else  can  I  find  so  much  wit  and  so  much  wisdom  ?  The 
rest  of  the  earth  may  pretend  it  can  collect  (but  I  doubt  it)  as 
much  beauty.  Do  not  whisper  a  word  of  this  to  a  certain  pair 
of  sisters.  I  hope  I  myself  shall  be  in  full  bloom  when  we  meet 
again.  Indeed,  I  have  little  doubt  of  it — I  have  youth  on  my 
side.  I  shall  not  see  seventy,  for  nearly  three  months  to  conic. 
I  am  very  busy  collecting  all  I  have  written.  It  may,  perhaps, 
be  published  in  another  eight  or  ten  months.  Once  beyond 
seventy,  I  will  never  write  a  line  in  verse  or  prose  for  publica- 
tion. I  will  be  my  own  Gil  Bias.  The  wisest  of  us  are  uncon- 
scious when  our  faculties  begin  to  decay.  Knowing  this,  I  fixed 
iny  determination  many  years  ago.     I  am  now  plucking  out  mj 
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weeds  all  over  the  field,  and  will  leave  only  the  strongest  shoots 
of  the  best  plants  standing. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"January  1,  1845. 
"  Before  I  open  any  other  letter,  I  must  thank  you  for  the 
graceful  lines  you  have  written  to  me.  They  will  keep  my  breast 
warmer,  and  adorn  me  more  than  the  waistcoat  Nothing  can  be 
dearer  to  me  than  your  recollection,  accompanied  by  such  in- 
variable kindness.  Every  friend  I  have  in  the  world  knows  how 
highly  I  esteem  your  noble  qualities,  and  I  never  lose  an  oppor- 
tunity of  expatiating  on  them.  You  have  left  me  nothing  to  wish 
but  a  favourable  account  of  your  health,  and  a  few  words  about 
my  other  friends  at  Gore  House.  To-morrow  I  am  promised 
your  new  novel.  With  your  knowledge  of  the  world,  and,  what 
is  rarer,  of  the  human  heart,  the  man  is  glorified  who  enjoys 
your  approbation ;  what  then  if  he  enjoys  your  friendship !  Often 
and  often,  in  this  foggy  weather,  have  I  trembled  lest  you  should 
have  a  return  of  the  bronchitis.  But  I  am  credibly  informed 
that  the  sun  has  visited  London  twice  in  the  month  of  December. 
Let  us  hope,  that  such  a  phenomenon  may  portend  no  miscliief 
to  the  nation. 

"<  To  thee  I  call, 
O  Sun !  to  tell  thee  how  I  love  the  beams 
That  bring  to  my  remembrance  the  blue  skies 
Of  Italy,  so  brightened  by  thy  smile.' 

"  It  is  well  I  have  left  off  poetry,  or  certainly  I  should  be  as 
jealous  of  a  certain  young  lady,  as  any  other  man  is  of  the  youth 
who  sits  beside  her. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"December  18,  1845. 

" ....  I  have  been  delighted  with  your  last  volume  of  '  The 
Idler  in  Italy.'  There  are,  however,  two  oversights  in  the  255 
pages ;  one  is  the  printer's. 

"In  the  first  line,  *  above  two  centuries'  should  be  'about 
twenty  centuries.'' 
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"  Cimbri  were  Gauls — the  Teutones  were  Germans,  who  joined 
them  in  the  invasion  of  Italy.  The  name  of  these  Cimbri 
is  still  retained  by  the  Welsh,  in  Cimrai ;  and  the  Germans,  in- 
cluding the  Dutch,  bear  no  other  in  their  own  country.  Eren 
the  Italian  word,  Tedesco,  shews  its  origin  plainly  :  for  Germane, 
which  is  often  used  by  the  English,  means  a  wild  duck.  Query, 
are  not  ducks  and  Dutch  one  and  the  same  origin  ? 

[In  regard  to  observations  in  the  work  of  Lady  B.  on  paintings.] 

"Guercino,  in  my  poor  opinion,  is  very  inferior  to  Guido, 
Domenichino,  Ludovico,  and  Annibal  Caracci,  and  another  great 
painter  (who,  however,  paints  often  badly),  Cavedone.* 

One  of  the  finest  pictures  in  the  Gallery  at  Bologna  is  by  him. 
I  stood  a  long  time  before  it,  to  recover  from  the  '  Murder  of  the 
Innocents,9  for  this  is  too  reaL  Most  things  are  real  with  me, 
except  realities. 

"  How  very  just  is  your  remark  on  that  picture  in  the  Brera. 
That  and  the  Cenci  were  both  painted  by  some  lady,  perhaps 
the  favourite  scholar  of  Guido,  but  not  in  the  time  of  a  CencL 
Both  are  pleasing :  neither  is  very  admirable  as  a  work  of  art 

"  In  the  '  Book  of  Beauty/  if  I  had  not  seen  the  verses  of  Miai 
Power  (and  beautiful  ones  they  are),  prefixed  to  the  portrait  of 
Miss  Isabella  Montgomery,  nothing  could  ever  have  persuaded 
me  that  it  is  not  Miss  Power's.  I  doubt  if  any  painter  will  pro- 
duce so  perfect  a  likeness  of  her.  This  is  incomparably  the 
most  beautiful  one  in  the  whole  volume I  hope  that,  accord- 
ing to  my  orders,  a  copy  of  i  Fra  Rupert '  was  sent  for  her  to 
Gore  House. 

"W.  S.  LT 

"  August  28,  1846. 

"  Yesterday  Colonel  Jervis  told  me  that  Prince  Louis  Napoleon 
is  here,  and  had  done  me  the  favour  to  mention  me  to-day,  I  will 
therefore  leave  my  card  at  his  hotel 

"  I  feel  I  am  growing  old,  for  want  of  somebody  to  tell  me 
(charming  falsehood)  that  I  am  looking  as  young  as  ever.  There 
is  a  vast  deal  of  vital  air  in  loving  words. 

•  Caredone,  a  great  fresco  painter,  born  in  1677,  died  in  1060. 
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€€  Pray  waft  the  breath  of  my  earnest  wishes  and  kindest  re- 
membrances round  about  all  at  Gore  House. 

"W.  S.  L." 

"November  23,  1846. 
"  On  my  return  from  Clifton,  where  I  spent  last  week,  I  find 
on  my  table  the  'Book  of  Beauty,'  and  the  'Keepsake.'  So 
anxious  are  some  of  my  lady  friends  to  read  them,  that  I  had 
only  time  to  look  at  what  came  from  the  pen  of  those  I  most 
value  and  regard ;  but  I  could  recognize  in  their  new  dresses 
the  heroines  of  Byron's  Burlington  Arcade.  Miss  Garrow's 
exquisite  poem  was  quoted  in  the  'Examiner.'  Wonderful 
creature !  pity  that  Byron  did  not  live  long  enough  to  profit  by 
her  refined  taste.  I  am  too  old  to  be  a  gainer  by  it ;  but  it  has 
been  my  fate,  long  before  now,  to  be  an  admirer  where  I  could 
be  no  gainer,  luckless  man !  Are  you  quite  resolved  to  close  the 
'  Book  of  Beauty'  for  ever  ?  I  am  among  the  many  who  hope  it 
may  not  be  so. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

"  November,  1848. 
"  I  am  beginning  to  read  '  Sismondi  on  the  Italian  Republics.' 
It  grieves  me  to  think  I  never  saw  him  while  he  was  living  near 
Pescia.     He  expressed  to  Miss  Mackenzie  and  Mr.  Hutton  a 
great  desire  to  know  me.     This  is  amongst  the  highest  honours  I 
have  received  in  literature :  for  never  was  there  an  honester  man, 
and  seldom  a  wiser.     It  is  only  from  such  hands  I  could  with 
complacency  or  pleasure  receive  distinctions. 
ts  And  now  he  is  gone,  pure  and  true-hearted  Sismondi  I 
"  I  hope  these  horrible  fogs,  which  make  incursions  even  into 
our  own  Elysian  fields,  have   spared  you.     I  see  the  Due  de 
Guiche  is  gone  to  Lord  Shrewsbury's,  to  meet  the  Due  de  Bour- 
deaux.     How  much  livelier  at  Gore  House,  where  he  did  not 
seem  a  day  older  than  his  uncle  D'Orsay. 

"W.  S.  L." 

[In  re  Louis  Napoleon.] 

"January  9,  1849. 
"  Possibly  you  may  never  have  seen  the  two  articles  I  enclose. 
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I  inserted  in  the  '  Examiner'  another,  deprecating  the  anxieties 
which  a  truly  patriotic,  and,  in  my  opinion,  a  singularly  wise 
man,  was  about  to  encounter,  in  accepting  the  Presidency  of 
France.  Necessity  will  compel  him  to  assume  the  Imperii] 
Power,  to  which  the  voice  of  the  Army  and  People  will  call 
him. 

"You  know  (who  know  not  only  my  writings  but  my  heart) 
how  little  I  care  for  station.  I  may  therefore  tell  you  safely,  that 
I  feel  a  great  interest,  a  great  anxiety,  for  the  welfare  of  Louis 
Napoleon.  I  told  him,  if  ever  he  were  again  in  a  prison,  I  would 
visit  him  there ;  but  never,  if  he  were  upon  a  throne,  would  I 
come  near  him.  He  is  the  only  man  living  who  would  adorn 
one,  but  thrones  are  my  aversion  and  abhorrence.  France,  I 
fear,  can  exist  in  no  other  condition.  Her  public  men  are  greatly 
more  able  than  ours,  but  they  have  less  integrity.  Every 
Frenchman  is  by  nature  an  intriguer.  It  was  not  always  so,  to 
the  same  extent ;  but  nature  is  modified,  and  even  changed,  by 
circumstances.  Even  garden  statues  take  their  form  from 
clay. 

"  God  protect  the  virtuous  Louis  Napoleon,  and  prolong  in 
happiness  the  days  of  my  dear,  kind  friend,  Lady  Blessington. 

"  W.  S.  L." 

"  I  wrote  a  short  letter  to  the  President,  and  not  of  congratu- 
lation.    May  we  find  many  friends  as  disinterested  and  sincere." 

[No  date.] 
"  When  I  had  written  my  letter,  it  came  into  my  recollection 
that  I  had  somewhere  written  a  few  verses  to  Miss  Garrow.    I 
have  been  able  to  recover  a  copy,  not  having  kept  one  myself 

TO  THEOD08IA   GARROW,   WITH   PERICLES   AND   ASPA81A. 

"  By  whom,  Aspasia,  wilt  thou  sit  ? 
Let  me  conduct  thy  steps,  apart, 
To  her  whose  graces  and  whose  wit 
Had  shared  with  thine,  Cleona's  heart 
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CT  No  more  beneath  Pandion's  walls 
The  purer  muses  sigh  in  vain : 
Departed  Time  her  voice  recalls, 
To  hear  the  attic  song  again. 

"Walter  Savage  Landor;* 

other  lines  of  mr.  landor  sent  to  lady  blessington. 
"  I  fear  these  lines  upon  that  cyphered  cover 
(Gift,  I  will  answer  for  it,  of  some  lover) 

Which  you  have  opened  for  me  more  than  once, 
And,  when  you  told  me  I  must  write  therein 
And  found  me  somewhat  tardy  to  begin, 

Call'd  me  but  idler,  tho'  you  thought  me  dunce. 

"  Ah !  this  was  very  kind  in  you,  sweet  maiden, 
But,  sooth  to  say,  my  panniers  are  not  laden 
With  half  the  wares  they  bore 
In  the  days  of  yore : 
Besides,  you  will  believe  me  when  I  say 
That  many  mad-cap  dreams  and  urchin  fancies, 
As  old  dame  Wisdom  with  her  rod  advances, 
Scamper  away. 

"  The  first  thing  I  did  after  I  had  read  your  letter  was  to  cor- 
rect six  verses,  and  to  add  six  more :  here  they  are — 

ON   THE   BIRTHDAY   OF   MISS   ROSE   PAYNTER. 

"  Tell  me,  perverse  young  year ! 
Why  is  the  day  so  drear  ? 

Cans't  thou  no  flowers  entwine  ? 
Then,  churl  away,  away ! 
'Tis  Rose's  natal  day, 

Reserve  thy  frowns  for   mine. 

"  Life  hath  a  verdant  base, 
But  higher  up  we  trace 

Rocks,  precipices,  snows. 
The  verdant  base  enlarge 
O  Heaven !  and  take  in  charge 
Your  pure  and  pious  Rose. 
"Jan.  19,  1839."  "Walter  Savage  L." 

VOL.  II.  E  E 
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"  To  remove  the  nausea  of  my  last  verses  I  must  have  giren 
you,  here  are  some  a  little  different : — 

"  My  verse  was  for  thine  eyes  alone, 
Alone  by  them  was  it  repaid ; 
And  still  thine  ear  records  the  tone 
Of  thy  grey  minstrel,  gentle  maid. 

"  Amid  the  pomps  of  regal  state, 

When  thou,  O  [        ]  art  called  to  move, 
Nothing  wilt  ever  thou  deem  great 
But  virtue — nothing  bright,  but  love. 

"  Sometimes,  when  dark  is  each  saloon, 

Dark  every  lamp  that  crowned  the  Seine, 
Memory  hangs  low  Amalfi's  moon, 
And  lights  thee  o'er  Sorrento's  plain. 

"  And  onward  when  Giovanna  bore 

Corroding  chains,  envenom'd  tongues. 
Her  fame  my  pages  shall  restore, 
Thy  pity  shall  requite  her  wrongs." 

"  Wishing  you  many  anniversaries  and  all  happy, 

"  I  remain,  Dear  Lady  Blessington, 

"W.  S.  L." 

"  I  enclose  you  some  lines  written  on  the  first  blank  leaf  of  mj 
poems  about  to  be  sent  abroad : — 

"  To  turn  my  volume  o'er  nor  find 
To  chide  or  discommend, 
Some  vestige  of  a  wandering  mind, 
Sweet  unsuspicious  friend ! 

"  Believe  that  all  were  loved  like  you, 
With  love  from  blame  exempt, 
Believe  that  all  my  griefs  were  true 
And  all  my  joys  were  dreamt" 

«W.  S.  LT 
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VERSES  05  SOME   HAIR  OF   ONE  LONG    DEAD. 

[Enclosed  in  a  letter  dated  22nd  February,  1837.] 

"  Beauty's  pure  native  gems,  ye  golden  hairs 
Once  mingled  with  my  own ! 
While  soft  desires,  ah,  me !  were  all  the  cares 
Two  idle  hearts  had  known : 

"  How  is  it,  when  I  take  ye  from  the  shrine 
Which  holds  one  treasure  yet, 
That  ye,  now  all  of  that  is  mine, 
Shrink  from  my  fond  regret! 

"  Ye  leaves  that  droop  not  with  the  plant  that  bore  ye, 
Start  ye  before  my  breath  ? 
Shrink  ye  from  tender  love  who  would  adore  ye, 
O !  ye,  who  fear  not  death." 

"W.  S.  L." 

"  In  early  morn  and  radiant  day 
The  merry  lark  may  cheer ; 
But  is  there  not  a  later  lay 
More  grateful  to  the  ear  ?" 

"  Sweet  was  the  song  that  youth  sang  once, 
And  very  sweet  was  the  response ; 
But  there  are  accents  sweeter  far, 
When  love  leaps  down  our  evening  star, 
Holds  back  the  blighting  wings  of  time, 
And  looks  into  our  eyes,  and  says 
Come  let  us  talk  of  former  days." 

"W.  S.  L." 

«  Bath,  27th  Nov.,  1839. 
"Here  are  some  verses,  poor  enough,  on  an  alabaster  hand, 
adorned  with  a  ring  and  amulet  above  it,  presented  by  Lord 

£  E   2 
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Elgin,  with*the  most  graceful  note  I  ever  read.     These  are  not 
for  the  '  Book  of  Beauty,'  nor  for  any  book,  so  pray  burn  them — 

"  He  who,  rais'd  high  o'er  war's  turmoils, 
Rescued  from  time  his  richest  spoils, 

Had  laid  them  at  thy  feet,  O  Rose ! 
But  Britain  cried — To  me  belong 
Trophies  beneath  whose  shadows  sung 

The  choir  of  Pallas  where  Ilyssus  flows. 

"  Of  purest  alabaster,  well 
Expressing  what  our  speech  would  tell, 
Beauteous,  but  somewhat  less  divine 
Than  Phidias,  taught  by  Pallas,  plann'd, 
Elgin  presents  the  only  hand 

That  throbs  not  at  the  gentle  touch  of  thine.** 

"  W.  S.  LT 

"  I  send  you  some  lines  suggested  by  a  recent  occurrence. 

TO   A   TRAITOR. 

"  Thy  lying  heart,  and  not  thy  vanquish'd  arms, 
Degrade  thee,  vilest  of  earth's  vilest  race ! 
On  France  descends  her  glory  with  fresh  charms, 
On  thee  thy  infamy  with  fresh  disgrace ! 

"  Twas  not  enough  to  thrust  in  Hymen's  hand 

A  torch  that  would  not  light  while  Love  wept  by ; 
At  midnight  couch  to  bid  a  Bresson  stand, 
Stifling  with  threats  a  victim  niece's  cry. 

"  'Twas  not  enough  to  seat  beside  thy  Queen 
A  harlot  reeking  with  thy  kinsman's  blood ; 
Twas  not  enough  to  lick  the  spoils  obscene 
Which  that  low  losel  cast  before  thy  brood. 

"  But  thou  must  pilfer  the  poor  pittance  thrown 
To  those  who  carv'd  for  thee  the  royal  feast 
Off!  off!  let  France  stand  upright,  stand  alone, 
From  Austria,  Guizot,  Philip,  Fraud,  releast ! " 
Feb.  25.  «  Walter  Savage  Lando!.* 
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LOBD  MOUNTJOY  AND   LORD  EDWARD  FITZGERALD. 

An  imaginary  conversation  by  Walter  Savage  Landor, 
between  Lord  Mountjoy  and  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  ad- 
dressed to  the  Rev.  Julius  Hare,  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
by  the  author.  Post-mark  of  letter  enclosing  a  copy  of  it 
to  Lady  Blessington — Firenza,  February  12,  1829. 

There  are  two  notes  of  Mr.  Landor  appended  to  this  con- 
versation, in  which  the  character  of  the  son  and  heir  of 
Lord  Mountjoy  (the  late  Earl  of  Blessington)  are  spoken 
of  in  very  complimentary  terms.  In  the  second  note,  the 
recent  death  of  the  Earl  is  referred  to,  and  the  fact  men- 
tioned that  the  "Imaginary  Conversation"  of  Lord  Mountjoy 
with  Lord  E.  Fitzgerald  had  been  only  completed  when  the 
news  had  arrived  of  the  sudden  death  of  Lord  Blessington. 

[Lord  Mountjoy,  the  staunch  and  early  friend  of  the  Irish 
Roman  Catholics,  was  slain  by  the  people  in  rebellion  in  1798. 
Lord  E.  Fitzgerald  perished  at  the  hands  of  authority  in  the 
same  rebellion,  he  the  head  and  front  of  its  offending.] 

Lord  Edward.  "  My  dear  Mountjoy,  I  wish  I  could  enter- 
ain  the  flattering  hope,  that  you  have  granted  me  admittance  to 
you,  as  much  from  your  old  friendship  as  from  your  invariable 
politeness." 

Mountjoy.  "  Such  a  wish  is  itself  a  proof  to  me  that  I  was  in 
the  wrong,  if  I  did  not" 

Lord  Edwabd.  "  Neither  my  knowledge  of  your  easy  temper, 
nor  of  your  warm  and  generous  heart,  gave  me  all  that  assurance 
which  I  now  receive  from  the  pressure  of  your  hand ;  a  diversity 
in  politics,  I  need  not  tell  you,  has  made  several  of  my  earliest 
friends,  and  nearest  relations,  turn  their  backs  upon  me." 

Mountjoy.  "  I  hope  I  shall  never  turn  mine  on  a  good  soldier, 
friend,  or  enemy." 

Lord  Edwabd.  "  I  will  be  sworn  for  you ;  if  the  last  spark  of 
honour  and  chivalry  is  to  be  extinguished  on  the  earth,  it  will  be 
in  the  breast  of  Mountjoy." 
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Mountjot.  "Lord  Edward,  let  us  leave  off  compliments, 
which,  while  they  were  in  use,  were  used  principally  to  display 
some  grace  in  the  person,  or  to  conceal  obliquity  in  the  mind." 

Lord  Edward.  "  Faith  !  if  that  is  the  good  of  them,  you  have 
the  best  right  of  any  man  to  vote  them  out  of  fashion:  now  to 
the  business  of  my  visit  The  people,  you  have  long  been  aware, 
my  Lord,  are  highly  exasperated  against  the  government ;  I  will 
not  ask,  you  whether  you  think  they  are  so,  with  reason  or  with- 
out ;  certainly,  there  is  danger  pf  an  open  insurrection." 

Mountjot.  "  Lord  Edward,  when  a  dog  is  mad,  I  do  not  ask 
what  drove  him  mad?  I  defend  my  own  dogs  and  myself  from 
his  fury  as  well  as  F  can." 

Lord  Edward.  "  Sometimes  it  is  wiser  to  get  out  of  his  way.w 

Mountjot,  "  I  neither  can  nor  would  get  out  of  the  way, 
gladly  as  I  should  see  every  root  of  grievance  torn  up  from  a 
country  but  too  fertile  in  them." 

Lord  Edward.  "  We  were  together  in  the  association  of 
Dublin  volunteers,  which,  supported  by  others  throughout  the 
kingdom,  was  then  strong  enough  to  have  set  at  defiance  the 
battered  and  broken  arms  of  our  oppressor,  and  could  have  ac- 
complished all  that  was  wanting  for  the  permanent  good  of  Ire- 
land. The  English  gpvernment  no  longer  had  money  or  credit ; 
the  English  people,  exhausted  by  the  expenditure  of  war,  alienated 
by  the  misconduct  of  it,  began  at  last  to  preceive  and  to  acknow- 
ledge the  justice  of  the  American  cause;  ours  was  the  same 
under  much  longer  and  much  worse  irritations ;  we  had  a  larger 
and  a  better  array  to  assert  it ;  more  within  our  reach  to  confis- 
cate justly  for  the  support  of  it ;  and  we  should  have  had  the 
same  allies.  When  we  could  have  done  every  thing  for  our 
country,  what  did  we  ?  we  sat  down  again  contented  with  paltry 
concessions  and  empty  promises:  England  thought  herself 
generous  for  granting  them ;  Ireland  for  her  easy  acceptance  of 
the  grant  In  England  every  generosity  is  called  a  folly;  in 
Ireland,  every  folly  is  called  a  generosity.  We  are  now  told 
that  too  much  has  been  done  for  us,  and  truly,  I  believe  it ;  since 
every  tiling  is  too  much  for  us,  which  we  do  not  for  ourselves." 

Mountjoy.  "  Lord  Edward,  our  country  endures  no  injury  to 
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which  I  am  not  as  sensitive  as  you  are ;  we  differ  only  in  the  ex- 
pediency of  resistance ;  we  have  lost  the  only  opportunity  we 
ever  had  of  being  the  confederates  rather  than  the  subjects  of 
England,  or,  what  is  yet  better  than  confederacy,  a  part 
Britons,  Saxons,  Danes,  Normans,  have  united;  what  hinders 
the  Irish?" 

Lord  Edward.  "English  policy." 

Mountjoy.  "  I  see  no  reason  why  saltwater,  rather  than  fresh, 
should  separate  those  whom  affections  and  interests  draw  together." 

Lord  Edward.  "Nor  do  I.;  but  the  wholesale  butchers  who 
have  turned  Ireland  into  their  slaughter-house,  have  so  ensan- 
guined the  knot,  that  it  will  hold  no  longer. 

Mountjoy.  "  Nothing  in  the  whole  of  our  misfortunes  is  so 
deplorable,  as  that  it  should  continue  to  be  the  policy  of  our 
rulers  to  bind  us  rather  by  restrictions  than  by  generosity — a  bad 
policy  with  any  nation,  but  worse  with  the  Irish  than  with  any 
other,  for,  among  the  Irish,  the  very  vilest  and  the  most  incon- 
siderate are  brought  over  and  attached  to  you  by  one  kind 
action,  and  alienated  by  one  effort  of  control.  Who  would 
imagine  that  the  English  aristocracy  and  the  Irish  democracy 
should  be  equally  strenuous  in  producing  the  same  result?  Yet 
so  it  is ;  if  you  cannot  lead  the  blind  man,  do  not  mock  him, 
my  dear  Lord  Edward.  The  trick  may  bring  about  the  calamity. 
It  now  appears  to  be  the  intention  of  certain  men,  that  we  should 
throw  ourselves  into  the  arms  of  France,  and  thus  render  our 
country  the  arena  for  all  the  battles  of  the  English  with  all  their 
enemies." 

Lord  Edward.  "  How  much  better  it  would  have  been,  as  you 
remarked,  to  identify  the  two  countries,  and  to  render  every  man 
in  each,  the  neighbour  of  his  neighbour.  It  seems  an  absurdity, 
a  contradiction,  an  impossibility,  that  it  should  not  be  so ;  yet, 
where  all  men  with  equal  wishes  and  knowledge,  may  not  aspire 
to  equal  rank  and  estimation,  where  a  thought  on  God  is  a  crime 
in  the  eyes  of  him  who  has  another  thought  on  the  same  God ; 
where  a  son,  if  he  follows  his  father,  is  stripped  of  his  civic  rights 
for  it,  and  interdicted  his  natural ;  what  hope  then,  can  we  have 
of  justice  or  what  desire  of  reconciliation  ?  " 
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Mountjoy.  "  I  will  not  discourse  with  you  on  open  war.** 

Lord  Edward.  "  But  shew  me  if  you  can,  in  all  the  record* 
of  history,  a  war  of  nation  against  nation  more  manifestly  just"* 

Mount  jot.  "  The  cause  of  justice  is  but  little  forwarded  by 
compromising  the  cause  of  humanity ;  we  are  hardly  the  people 
that  can  teach  the  English  to  be  wiser,  or  that  can  compel  them 
to  be  more  equitable — I  wish  we  were :  we  would  then  begin  the 
first  lesson  to-morrow.  As  matters  stand,  by  any  attempt  to  re- 
sistance, we  should  only  make  the  brutal  more  brutal,  and  the 
suffering  more  suffering ;  and  the  end  of  it  would  be,  that  every 
peaceable  man  would  leave  tfce  kingdom  by  choice,  and  every 
brave  man  by  proscription.  I  think  it  criminal  to  contend  with- 
out a  chance  of  success,  unless  it  be  where,  by  the  sacrifice  of  oar 
lives,  as  well  as  theirs,  under  us,  we  can  give  time  for  others  to 
come  on,  who  may  continue  or  renew  the  contest  with  better 
hopes.  In  that  case  our  bodies  may  well  fill  up  the  straits,  and 
the  idlest  of  strangers  will  never  write  fool  above  our  epitaphs. 
I  see  clearly  the  expectations  of  the  United  Irishmen,  and  no  less 
clearly  the  disappointment  and  delusion  of  them.  The  French 
and  Irish  can  never  cordially  agree." 

Lord  Edward.  "  Why  do  you  think  so  ?" 

Mountjoy.  "Because  the  one  will  no  longer  be  ruled  by 
priests ;  the  other  will  be  ruled  by  none  else." 

Lord  Edward.  "  It  must  indeed  be  a  tremendous  curse,  that 
can  render  them  endurable.     We  may  want  them  for  a  time," 

Mountjoy.  "  Their  time  will  be  longer  than  ours ;  hopes,  fears 
consciences,  are  tost  about,  and  distributed  by  their  hands." 

Lord  Edward.  "  Too  true ;  throw  in  likewise  a  moietv  of  the 
wives,  present  and  future ;  they  find  spouses  both  for  God  and 
man,  with  good  accommodation  ;  and  not  only  do  they  bring  about 
marriages,  but  they  can  make  heavy  ones  light,  and  light  one* 
heavy,  and  can  put  other  horns  above  the  devil's,  in  any  doorway 
they  have  once  entered." 

Mountjoy.  "  If  England  had  the  equity  and  wisdom  to  place 
Ireland  by  her  side  in  the  same  level,  and  no  lower;  if  she  would 

•  That  snch  is  not  the  case  at  present  is  quite  certain  ;  on  the  authority  of  the  Duk* 
of  Wcllingtor,  and  of  neatly  all  the  principal  men  in  the  cabinet. — W.  S.  L. 
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grant  to  the  Irish  all  the  rights  of  citizens,  as  she  hath  done  to  the 
Canadians  ?" 

Lord  Edward.  "  Which  renders  it  the  more  galling,  the  more 
iniquitous,  the  more  intolerable." 

Mountjoy.  "  Then,  indeed,  the  priesthood  could  make  no 
farther  appeals  to  the  passions  of  the  ignorant,  and  the  contest 
for  mastery  would  shortly  lie  between  the  people  and  it  Popery 
would  lose  her  hold  on  the  latter's  ignorance ;  for  among  the  Irish, 
if  the  acutest  sense  is  that  of  injustice,  the  quickest  is  that  of 
ridicule ;  the  expression  of  which  two  feelings  can  never  exist  to- 
gether. Ireland  will  grow  more  Catholic  every  day  she  conti- 
nues to  be  oppressed ;  less  Catholic,  every  day  after  she  is  relieved 
from  her  oppression.  Faction  will  cease  within  the  first 
century  of  this  real  Reformation,  which  it  seems  wonderful 
that  the  Protestant  clergy  should  be  reluctant  to  bring 
about" 

Lord  Edward.  "  Not  at  all ;  the  Protestant  clergy  leap  from 
the  goat-fold  to  the  sheep-fold ;  from  the  sheep-fold  to  the  oxstall, 
and  being  there,  grow  too  lazy  to  budge.  Who  among  them 
would  not  abandon  parishioners  for  a  vicarage,  for  a  deanery,  a 
bishopric  for  an  archbishopric,  and  the  house  of  God  for  the 
house  of  Lords  ?  The  government — be  the  party  what  it  may 
— Whig  or  Tory,  never  wished  our  pacification ;  a  state  of  dis- 
content, of  discord,  and  of  turbulence,  kept  up  artificially  and 
sedulously  by  them,  is  necessary  as  a  plea  to  keep  up  likewise  a 
large  establishment  here,  both  military  and  civil,  and  the  people 
of  England  are  induced  to  pay  taxes  for  it,  on  which  many 
hundred  dependants  of  every  administration  rear  their  families. 
Were  Ireland  flourishing,  as  she  must  be  under  any  other  system, 
the  rival  oligarchies  would  lose  a  large  portion  of  their  patronage; 
England  wavers  peq>etually,  in  every  branch  of  her  policy,  ex- 
pecting this.  The  Horatii  and  Curatii,  who  contend  for  supre- 
macy, instead  of  three,  are  about  nine  on  a  side,  and  in  the 
families  of  these  we  are  to  look  for  the  secret  Why,  by  their 
consent  we  are  never  to  meliorate  our  condition :  the  people  of 
England  would  gain  some  millions  yearly  by  our  freedom,  by 
our  mere  equality  with  the  French-Canadians.     The  means  of 
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keeping  them  in  subjection  to  these  ruling  families  would  be  lost, 
by  leaving  us  unbound." 

Mountjoy.  "  The  English  would  benefit  in  wealth  by  it  quite 
as  much  as  we  should,  and  greatly  more  in  the  reduction  of 
taxes;  all  that  they  would  lose  would  be  the  sentiment  of  con- 
tempt for  the  generality  of  us,  and  of  hatred  for  the  remainder." 

Lokd  Edwabd.  "  If  they  persist,  my  life  for  it,  they  shall  lose 
one  of  these  sentiments,  and  very  soon," 

Mountjoy.  "  I  see  nothing  but  a  divided  people  and  a  corrupt 
parliament." 

Lord  Edward.  "  You  shall  see  neither  much  longer.  Those 
who  separate  themselves  from  the  people  are  no  part  of  it,  and 
what  is  corrupt  will  drop  off,  or  must  be  cut  off,  who  could 
regret  it  Was  there  ever,  an  association,  even  an  assemblage 
in  any  lane  of  the  worst  city,  or  in  any  forest  of  the  wildest 
country,  so  profligate  and  shameless,  so  barbarous  and  rapacious 
as  our  Irish  peers." 

Mountjoy.     "  Little  better,  I  confess  it,  than  the  Poles.** 

Lord  Edward.  "  In  Poland  every  thing  is  noble  that  is  not  a 
slave,  in  Ireland,  every  thing  that  is  ...  " 

Mountjoy.  "Our  peerage,  with  the  exception  of  six  or 
seven." 

Lord  Edward.  "  Take  the  six,  give  me  the  seventh,  and  I 
pay  you  down  his  weight  in  rubies,  such  scrapings  from  sugar- 
casks  and  tobacco  wrappers,  never  was  flung  among  the  mussel 
shells  and  skate  tails  of  Kelvoc  slugs  of  Flushing,  so  disorderly 
a  gang  of  cut-throats  and  cut-purses  never  sate  on  the  same 
benches  in  any  galley  of  Tripoli  or  Marseilles.*  The  poor  are 
sent  back  to  their  parishes ;  it  were  greater  equity  to  send  back 
the  rich,  who,  without  some  gross  injustice,  some  intolerable 
grievance,  ought  not  to  live  away.  Have  we  no  cart  to  carry, 
no  constable  to  escort  our  packed  pedlary:  wonderful  it  must 
appear,  that  England,  as  a  residence,  is  preferable  to  Ireland 
amongst  those  who,  in  the  London  gaming-houses,  are  liable  to 

*  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  may  be  imagined  to  hare  fanned  this  erroneous  ofimm 
on  the  Iriah  peers,  whom  (equally  erroneously)  be  deemed  actuated  by  eompdosi  m 
the  business  of  the  Union ;  he  spoke  unguardedly  of  all  whom  he  thought  rogue*,  mi 
it  would  have  been  well  for  him,  if  he  had  been  more  suspicious  than  he  was, — W.&L. 
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be  mistaken  for  the  candle-snuffers,  whenever  in  the  hurry  of 
their  rapacity,  they  forgot  to  put  a  star  before  them,  for  a  light 
to  steer  by," 

Mountjoy.  "  Your  estimation  of  our  peerage  is  pretty  correct, 
and  you  are-  as  little  to  be  accused  of  envy  as  of  ambition ;  you 
yourself  are  likely  to  be,  one  day,  the  first  nobleman  in  the 
empire;  for  where  there  is  only  one  duke,  surely  that  one  is 
above  any,  wheue  there  is  fifteen  or  twenty." 

Lord  Edward.  "  I  have  never  permitted  the  contingency  to 
enter  into  my  calculations.  Were  I  a  duke  to-morrow,  and 
everything  went  on  well  and  prosperously,  both  with  me  and 
with  our  country,  I  declare,  before  you  and  before  God,  I  would 
throw  my  dukedom  off  my  back,  if  by  so  doing  I  could  run  the 
quicker,  to  raise  up  one  honest  and  brave  fellow  from  oppression." 

Mountjoy.  "I  believe  you,  and  you  are  the  only  man  I 
could  believe  who  should  make  me  a  similar  protestation." 

Lord  Edward.  "  The  better  of  the  Lords  are  very  hostile 
to  me,  not  for  what  I  think  about  the  rest,  but  for  what  I  would 
do  in  regard  to  all." 

Mountjoy.     "  No  wonder." 

Lord  Edward.  "  And  yet,  Mountjoy,  such  men  as  yourself, 
for  instance,  ought  to  rejoice  at  being  no  longer  confounded 
with  brokers  and  bankers,  and  bullock  drivers ;  ought  to  rejoice 
at  that  personal  distinctness,  which  alone  is  true  distinction; 
ought  to  rejoice  at  that  superiority  as  gentlemen,  which  is  seen 
more  advantageously,  when  people  are  not  standing  upon  stilts 
about  you.  Is  it  not  a  shame  to  hold  by  favour,  from  .another, 
what  we  can  take  to  ourselves  by  right  ?  Reason  has  a  long  time 
lain  fermenting  in  the  canker  of  society,  and  must  soon  cast  off 
the  froth.  The  generous  juice,  I  swear  by  God  and  my  country  ! 
shall  be  distributed  by  a  hand  both  steady  and  unsparing." 

Mountjoy.  "  I  will  not  irritate  you,  nor  myself,  by  discussing 
the  views  of  a  political  body  so  universally  hated  and  despised, 
yet  I  hope,  Lord  Edward,  you  do  not  believe  the  invidious  and 
spiteful  story  raised  about  them  by  the  factions,  that  Mr.  Pitt 
intends  an  union  of  the  two  nations,  by  means  of  their  giving  each 
member  of  the  peerage  a  thousand  pounds  aryear,  and  other  in- 
demnities for  loss  of  privilege. 
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Lord  Edward.  "  No,  no,  my  lord,  what  I  have  said  of  them 
I  think  is  pretty  near  enough  the  truth.  The  Irish  would  tear 
them  in  pieces,  as  betrayers ;  the  English  would  feed  the  eels  of 
the  Thames  with  them,  rather  than  endure  such  blood-suckers  on 
their  shoulders.  I  am  no  visionary  in  evil ;  I  see  enough  of  it. 
I  know  its  proximity  and  magnitude ;  I  distinguish  its  form  and 
colour.     I  want  neither  telescope  nor  darkened  glass." 

Mountjoy.  "  Let  us  attempt  to  allay  the  passions  of  the 
multitude,  and  to  enlighten  the  prejudices  of  the  rest." 

Lord  Edward.  "  The  only  chance  of  assuaging  the  multitude, 
is  in  their  being  used  to  suffer.  Weak  as  a  hope,  and  weaker  as 
an  argument:  and  what  are  the  prejudices  of  the  rest?  and 
where  do  they  exist  ?  Take  from  them  the  prospect  of  living 
on  the  plunder  of  their  country,  and  what  you  call  prejudices 
vanish.  I  came  to  your  house,  my  dear  Mountjoy,  with  intentions 
which  I  ardently  wish  may  not  be  quite  so  fruitless.  The  people 
are  more  angry  with  those  whom  they  know  to  be  patriotic ;  and 
yet,  who  will  not  join  them  when  they  are  with  the  old  stagers 
on  the  king's  highway  of  oppression  arid  peculation  ?  Hence  their 
love  for  you,  which  was  unrivaled,  is  converted  into  acrimony  T 

Mountjoy.  "  Whatever  I  could  do,  constitutionally  and  con- 
scientiously, I  have  always  done  for  them,  and  will  do  always, 
It  would  not  become  me  to  throw  up  my  commission  in  the  hour 
of  danger ;  would  you  yourself  commend  me  if  I  did  ?  Your 
silence  shows  me  that  if  anything  were  necessary  to  shew  it, 
that  my  resolution  is  right." 

Lord  Edward.  "  There  are  questions  that  might  involve  my 
security,  my  life  itself,  which  I  could  answer  you  at  the  first  ap- 
peal ;  this  I  cannot.  Let  me  guard  as  warmly  as  I  wish,  and  as 
effectually  as  I  can,  the  safety  of  a  citizen  and  a  soldier  more 
widely  and  more  worthily  esteemed  than  any  other  in  Ireland. 
I  need  not  inform  you  of  armed  bands  in  every  part  of  the  king- 
dom, I  have  already  told  you  of  their  exasperation  against  you. 
Let  me  now  come  to  that  point  which  now  pains  me,  and  warn 
you  that  I  have  heard  your  life  threatened,  should  you  appear  in 
any  array  against  them.     Why  do  you  laugh  ?" 

Mountjoy.  "  What  man's  life  is  not  threatened  who  appears  in 
arms,  and  in  the  face  of  an  enemy  ?" 
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Lord  Edward.  "  Faith,  I  did  not  think  about  life  or  danger 
in  the  common  accidents  of  war ;  but,  in  America,  there  began 
a  custom  which  nothing  short  of  national  independence  can  ever 
authorise : — the  custom  of  singling  out  officers P 

Mountjoy.  "  A  high  compliment,  if  hand  to  hand  P 

Lord  Edward.  "  But  the  rifleman  is  rude  at  compliments,  and 
I  should  be  grieved  to  the  heart  by  your  falling,  be  the  cause 
what  it  may." 

Mountjoy.  "  I  have  little  inclination  to  die  just  at  present,  and 
less  to  desert  my  station.  If  you  heard  any  threats  against  my 
life,  individually,  you  ought  to  have  seized  the  threatener  by  the 
collar,  and  to  have  delivered  him  over  to  the  laws." 

Lord  Edward.  "  I  chose  to  do  what  I  believe  to  be  more 
efficacious.  The  apprehension  of  one  would  excite  a  thousand 
to  avenge  him,  by  doing  what  he  left  undone.  Should  you  be 
ordered  to  quell  any  disturbance,  vain  as  I  know  it  is  to  request 
you  not  to  be  the  foremost,  let  me  entreat  you  rather  to  be  heard 
and  known  by  your  own  men  than  by  those  opposite." 

Mountjoy.  "  Lord  Edw'ard !  both  sides  shall  hear  and  know 
me.  The  service  that  is  imposed  on  me  is  indeed  most  painful ; 
and,  for  this  very  reason,  the  discharge  of  it  shall  be  complete 
and  prompt.  We  are  lost  when  our  affections  glide  in  between . 
us  and  our  duties ;  and  I  perceive  you  do  not  like  a  moralizer, 
and  look  graver  than  one  yourself." 

Lord  Edward.  "If  all  moralizers  were  Mountjoys,  I  could 
listen  in  the  thickest  of  a  sermon.  In  general,  men  are  given  to 
moralizing  when  their  most  ravenous  desires  are  crop  full ;  and 
when  they  are  determined  to  sit  quiet  and  enjoy  their  sunny  side 
of  life,  you  take  to  it,  for  the  first  time,  when  you  are  resolved 
on  more  activity  than  ever,  and  are  as  ready  to  die  as  to  live." 

Mountjoy.  "  Lord  Edward !  in  this  I  am  confident  we  agree  : 
that  a  glorious  death  is  the  best  gift  of  heaven,  and  that  an  early 
one  is  not  the  heaviest  of  its  dispensations." 

Lord  Edward.  "  True,  true ;  God  bless  you,  Mountjoy  (going). 

I  must  not  falter  ;...but are  all  the  rest  in  the  kingdom  worth 

this  man  ?" 
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JOHN   FORSTEB,   ESQ. 

Mr.  Forster  was  born  in  Newcastle,  in  1812.  He  is  in- 
debted to  the  best  of  all  patrons  for  his  eminence  in 
literature — his  own  sterling  worth  and  talents,  sound  judg- 
ment, and  solid  understanding. 

The  rarest  and  most  advantageous  of  all  combinations — 
the  union  of  common  sense  and  great  intellectual  endow- 
ments— constitutes  the  power  and  peculiarity  of  Mr. 
Forster's  abilities  alike  in  literature  and  journalism.  One 
is  reminded,  by  his  lucid,  plain,  trenchant,  and  forcible 
style  of  writing,  of  Cobbett's  best  manner,  but  with  a  large 
infusion  into  it  of  literary  taste  and  scholarship.  If 
Cobbett  had  been  a  man  highly  educated,  with  sensibility, 
and  that  delicacy  of  organization  which  is  essential  to  the 
development  of  a  taste  for  art,  a  love  of  poetry,  a  longing 
after  excellence  of  every  sort  in  nature,  or  beyond  its 
realms,  and  it  was  possible  for  him,  thus  constituted,  to 
have  retained  his  original,  rough,  intellectual  vigour,  his 
style  would  be  found,  perhaps,  to  bear  a  strong  resemblence 
to  that  of  Forster.  If  there  be  anything  to  be  desired  in 
the  latter,  it  is  an  admixture  of  light  wit  and  humour 
— to  relieve  the  ponderous  prose  of  subjects  discussed  with 
profound  thought  and  gravity,  and  when  treated  with  irony, 
of  too  fine  a  sort  perhaps  for  the  perception  and  discern- 
ment of  the  generality  of  matter-of-fact  people.  Pascal 
made  himself  master  of  the  minds  of  his  readers,  while  be 
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amused  their  imaginations — la  veritable  mditre  du  cceur, 
saitfaire  rire  V esprit 

A  disciple  of  Lavater  or  Gall  and  Spurzheim  could  not 
encounter  Forster  in  any  society,  or  position  in  it,  without 
being  struck  with  his  appearance,  bis  broad  and  ample 
forehead,  his  massive  features,  his  clear,  intelligent  eye,  his 
firm,  fixed,  and  solemn  look,  and  expressiveness  of  lips  and 
other  features.  When  we  are  ushered  into  the  presence  of 
Ferster,  we  feel  at  home  in  his  company,  and  well  assured 
of  our  safety  in  it.  We*  find  ourselves  in  the  company  of 
a  man  of  high  integrity  and  moral  character — of  an  en- 
larged mind  and  of  a  generous  nature. 

His  original  pursuits  have  given  to  him  an  acuteness  of 
intellect,  which  enhances  the  value  of  his  opinions  on  sub- 
jects wholly  unconnected  with  those  pursuits ;  hence,  perhaps, 
to  some  extent,  the  unbounded  confidence  placed  in  his  pru- 
dence, sagacity,  and  experience  by  several  of  the  most 
eminent  literary  people  of  the  day.  Forster  is  the  intimate 
friend  of  Landor  and  Dickens.  The  peculiar  bent  of  his 
literary  taste  is  the  study  of  history,  and  his  acquaintance 
with  it  is  profound.  The  lesson  thus  derived  from  history, 
and  his  experience  of  professional  and  literary  life  conjoined, 
give  a  philosophical  turn  to  his  sentiments  and  social 
character.  One  who  knows  him  well,  thus  writes  of  his 
genial  disposition : — "  He  is  not  general  in  his  friendships, 
but  I  have  known  him,  in  cases  where  his  aid  has  been 
required,  display  a  zeal  and  energy  rarely  surpassed,  or, 
indeed,  equalled,  more  especially  in  cases  of  literary  men 
or  their  families,  when  in  distress." 

In  December,  1836,  Lady  Blessington,  writing  to  one  of 
her  correspondents,  said — "  I  have  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Mr.  Forster,  and  like  him  exceedingly ;  he  is  very  clever, 
and,  what  is  better,  very  noble-minded." 
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The  principal  works  of  Forster  are,  "  The  Statesmen  of 
the  Commonwealth,"  *  and  the  "  Life  of  Goldsmith," — the 
latter,  a  performance  of  great  merit,  remarkable  for  the 
vigor  of  its  style,  extensive  research,  and  calm  philosophical 
views  of  the  times  and  persons  he  treats  of;  manifesting 
not  only  literary  talents  of  the  highest  order,  but  kindly 
feelings  and  generous  impulses.  A  lover  of  literature  for 
its  own  dear  sake,  a  zealous,  able  and  fearless  advocate  of 
its  interests ;  a  man  of  strong  sympathies  with  his  fellow- 
men,  and,  above  all,  with  the  unfortunate,  the  neglected,  or 
the  ill-used  of  that  literary  profession  of  which  he  is  a 
frank,  manly,  warm-hearted,  and  most  distinguished  mem- 
ber. 

Mr.  Forster's  contributions  to  reviews  and  other  periodi- 
cals, if  collected  and  published  in  a  distinct  form,  would 
probably  do  more  for  his  fame  than  either  of  his  separate 
works,  excellent  as  they  are. 

It  always  appeared  to  me  a  great  merit  in  Lady  Blessing- 
ton,  that  she  had  the  ability  to  discover  the  worth  of  men 
like  Forster,  and  the  power  of  attaching  them  to  her  by 
the  strongest  ties  of  friendship. 

In  this  instance,  from  a  large  correspondence,  only  such 
passages  have,  by  request,  been  taken  as  helped  to  exhibit 
the  kindliness  of  Lady  Blessington's  nature  and  the 
generosity  and  warmth  of  her  friendships. 

LETTERS  FROM  LADY  BLESSINOTON  TO  JOHN  FORSTER  $SQ. 

"  Gore  House,  Monday.  1835. 
"  It  has  given  me  the  greatest  pleasure  to  hear  that  yoa  are 
so  much  better.  Count  D'Orsay  assures  me  that  the  improve- 
ment is  most  satisfactory.  To-morrow  will  be  the  anniversary 
of  his  birth-day,  and  a  few  friends  will  meet  to  celebrate  it  How 
I  wish  you  were  to  be  among  the  number.     What  you  say  of 

•  Published  in  Laidnci's  Cyclopedia. 
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Horace  Walpole  well  exposes  the  littleness  of  that  overpraised 
man's  character.  I  never  liked  him,  and  always  considered  him 
a  sort  of  nondescript,  combining  all  the  qualities  of  an  envious, 
spiteful  old  maid.  Hi3  one  redeeming  point  was  his  affection  for 
General  Conway,  and  now  even  that  is  gone.  How  I  wish  the 
weather  would  mend  and  that  you  could  come  to  us. 

"  M.  Blessington." 

"  Gore  House,  October  7th,  1838. 
"  I  have  been  a  sad  invalid  of  late,  and  am  still  making  but  a 
very  slow  progress  towards  health.  My  literary  labours,  slight 
as  the  subjects  to  which  they  have  been  directed  are,  have  fa* 
tigued  me,  and  I  now  discern  light  works  may  prove  as  heavy  to 
the  writer,  as  they  too  frequently  do  to  the  reader. 

"M.  Blessington," 

"  Saturday  night 
"  1  thought  of  you  often  last  evening  and  this  day.  I  hav© 
felt  all  that  you  are  now  undergoing  thrice  in  my  life,  and  know 
what  a  painfully  unsettled  state  of  mind  it  produces,  what  a  dread 
of  the  present,  what  a  doubt  of  the  future.  What  a  yearning 
after  the  departed,  and  what  an  agonizing  conviction  that  never 
was  the  being  while  in  life,  so  fondly,  so  tenderly  loved  as  now, 
when  the  love  is  unavailing.  Judge  then,  after  three  such  trials, 
how  well  I  can  sympathize  in  yours.  I  feel  towards  you,  as  some 
traveller  returned  from  a  perilous  voyage,  where  he  narrowly  es- 
caped shipwreck,  feels,  when  he  sees  a  dear  friend  exposed  to 
similar  danger,  and  would  fain  make  his  sad  experience  useful  to 

him-     I  am  glad  you  have  heard  from  our  friend .     To 

find  a  friend  when  one  most  needs  consolation,  is  indeed  some- 
thing to  be  grateful  for ;  and  I  am  glad  when  anything  brings 
back  old  and  dear  associations.  Perhaps  if  we  could  all  see  each 
other's  hearts,  there  would  be  no  misgivings,  for  coldness  of  man- 
ner often  covers  warmth  of  heart,  as  to  use  a  very  homely  simile, 
wet  slack  covers  over  the  warm  fire  beneath.  My  nieces  send 
you  their  cordial  regards.  Count  D'Orsay  will  be  the  bearer  of 
this.     God  bless  and  comfort  you  I  prays  your  cordial  friend, 

"  M.  Blessington." 

VOL.    II.  F   F 
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"  Gore  House,  February  10th,  1843. 
"lam  deeply  sensible  of  your  sympathy,  and  truly  value  it 
You,  who  knew  the  interesting  creature  who  has  been  taken  from 
us,  can  imagine  our  grief,  *  .  She  had  wound  herself  around  the 
fibres  of  my  heart,  and  it  will  be  long  ere  I  recover  the  sorrow 
her  death  has  occasioned  me.  The  development  of  the  mind  of 
this  dear  child  has  long  been  to  me  a  subject  of  study  and  de- 
light Such  an  extraordinary  intellect,  and  so  warm  and  tender 
a  heart  At  ten  years  old  she  had  a  knowledge  and  piety  almost 
unexampled,  without  having  lost  the  least  portion  of  that  inno- 
cence and  gaiety  which  forms  such  an  attraction  in  childhood. 
Her  poor  mother  bears  this  trial  wonderfully,  and  I  do  believe  the 
certainty  of  soon  joining  her  lost  child  assists  her  in  supporting  it 

"  M.  Blessington.* 

"Gore  House,  December  10th,  1844. 
"  And  so  our  friend  is  gone  1  Does  not  his  visit  now  seem  like 
a  pleasant  dream  from  which  one  is  sorry  to  awake  ?  Will  you 
tell  me  how  I  can  send  him  the  '  Keepsake,'  and  *  Book  of 
Beauty?'  'The  Chimes'  delighted  me  although  it  beguiled 
me  of  many  tears.  It  will  do  great  good,  for  I  defy  any  one 
to  read  it  (and  all  the  English  world  will),  without  being  deeply 
affected  in  the  fate  of  that  class  whose  cause  he  so  powerfully 
advocates.  Yes,  this  book  will  melt  hearts  and  open  purse 
strings.  There  is  a  truthfulness  in  the  writer,  not  only  in  his 
works,  but  in  his  life,  that  makes  itself  felt,  and  commands  our 
sympathies.  I  could  not  lay  down  i  The  Chimes '  until  those 
of  my  clock  had  told  three  in  the  morning,  and  I  was  embar- 
rassed to  meet  the  eyes  of  my  servants,  mine  were  so  red  from 
my  tears.  Do  name  a  day  to  come  and  dine  with  us.  It 
will  be  very  kind,  in  this  cold,  dark  weather ;  and  more  so,  as 
Count  D'Orsay  is  absent,  and  will  be  for  some  days.  I 
heard  from  our  friend  Sir  £.  B.  Lytton  yesterday,  and  am 
glad  to  hear  he  is  in  better  health  than  usual  I  long  to  hare 
another  book  from  him,  for  it  seems  an  age  since  the  last  My 
nieces  send  you  their  kindest  regard. 

"  M.  BLE88ntGT0*.~ 

•  The  death  of  Mist  Isabella  Fairlie  it  interred  to. 
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€t  Gore  House,  Jan.  1,  1845. 

**  If  the  warmest  sympathy  of  your  friends  at  Gore  House 
could  alleviate  your  grief,  be  assured  its  bitterness  would  be 
softened.  We  feel  so  sincere  a  regard  for  you,  that  the  loss  you 
have  sustained  cannot  be  a  matter  of  indifference  to  us,  and 
therefore  we  hope  you  will  come  to  us  enfamille,  without  the  fear 
of  meeting  other  guests,  until  your  spirits  are  more  equal  to  en- 
countering a  mixed  society. 

"  Before  I  knew  of  your  affliction,  I  had  prepared  a  little  gift 
for  you  this  day.  Its  sombre  hue,  alas !  but  too  well  accords 
with  your  present  feelings,  and  therefore  I  venture  to  send  it 
Should  you  return  to-day,  and  be  equal  to  the  exertion,  we 
shall  be  most  happy  to  see  you  at  dinner  at  eight  o'clock.  My 
nephew  will  be  the  only  guest 

"  When  you  write  to  Mr.  Dickens  remember  us  most  kindly 
to  him.  I  have  made  many  persons  buy  '  The  Chimes'  who  were 
afraid  it  was  not  amusing,  and  made  them  ashamed  of  expecting 
nothing  better,  nothing  greater,  from  such  a  writer.  They  can 
laugh  until  their  sides  ache  over  Mrs.  Gamp,  but  they  dread 
weeping  over  dear  good  Trotty,  that  personification  of  goodness ; 
sweet  Meg,  the  beau  ideal  of  female  excellence;  poor  Lilian, 
and  the  touching  but  stern  reality  of  Bill  Fern,  which  beguiled 
me  of  so  many  tears.  We  should  pity  such  minds,  yet  they 
make  us  too  angry  for  pity.  I  have  read  *  The  Chimes'  a  third 
time,  and  found  it  as  impossible  to  repress  my  tears  when  perus- 
ing the  last  scene  between  Meg  and  Lilian  as  at  the  first     God 

bless  you. 

"  M.  Blessinoton." 

"  Gore  House,  Saturday,  Jan.  11,  1845. 
"  If  you  knew  the  anxiety  we  all  feel  about  your  health, 
and  the  fervent  prayers  we  offer  up  for  its  speedy  restoration, 
you  would  be  convinced,  that  though  you  have  friends  of  longer 
date,  you  have  none  more  affectionately  and  sincerely  attached 
to  you  than  those  at  Gore  House.  I  claim  the  privilege  of  an 
old  woman  to  be  allowed  to  see  you  as  soon  as  a  visitor  in  a  sick 
room  can  be  admitted. 

F  F  2 
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"  Sterne  says,  that  *  a  friend  has  the  same  right  as  a  phy- 
sician/ and  I  hope  you  will  remember  this.  Count  D'Orsay 
every  day  regrets  that  he  cannot  go  and  nurse  you,  and  we  both 
often  wish  you  were  here,  that  we  might  try  our  power  of  alle- 
viating your  illness,  if  not  of  curing  you.  God  bless  you,  and 
restore  you  speedily  to  health. 

"  M.  BLE8SnfOT05.W 

"Gore  House,  Feb.  13,  1845. 
"We  are  greatly  distressed  by  the  news  of  my  poor 
nephew's  death  in  India,  the  brother  of  your  friends.  The 
poor  souls  are  in  great  affliction.  He  was  a  fine  youth  of 
twenty-two  years  old,  and  gave  great  promise.  He  had  caught 
the  Chinese  fever,  while  on  service  in  China,  and  his  con- 
stitution sunk  under  it  Poor  fellow!  how  sad  to  dip  so  far 
from  all  who  loved  him.  In  addition  to  all  our  troubles, 
Captain  P ,  of  the  Guards,  has  been  attacked  by  small- 
pox, and  gives  us  great  anxiety.  I  spend  the  greater  part  of 
every  day  by  his  bed-side,  to  which  I  am  now  hastening ;  but  in 
all  my  domestic  trials,  I  cannot  forget  we  have  a  friend  whose 
health  deeply  interests  us  all,  whom  I  cannot  unfortunately  go 
to  see,  and  therefore  I  solicit  a  few  lines  to  tell  us  how  you 
are. 

"  M.  BuESSENGrOX." 

"  March  2nd,  1848. 
"  Thanks  for  the  little  book.  It  is  what  an  Irishman  would 
call  a  great  little  book.  What  a  mighty  spirit  still  dwells  in  the 
heart  of  our  friend  Landor.  It  is  comforting  to  see  that  his 
genius  is  not  tamed  by  time.  I  long  for  your  book  to  be  out 
We  may,  indeed,  call  ourselves  the  Posterity  of  our  own  times. 
What  stirring  days  we  live  in !  I  who  witnessed  one  revolution 
in  France,  can  well  picture  to  myself  this  last  I  have  just 
read  the  last  No.  of  Dombey.  It  gives  a  fearful  picture  of  a 
guilty  conscience  that  can  find  no  rest  The  catastrophe  of 
that  bad  man  is  so  powerfully  written,  that  I  could  wish  the 
Number  closed  with  it,  for  there  is  no  going  into  the  marriage 
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of  Florence,  with  all  its  simple  and  touching  details,  with  the 
spirit  with  which  they  should  be  read,  after  the  strong  excite- 
ment of  the  previous  pages.  Have  you  read  the  advice  to  the 
people  in  '  The  Press,'  written  by  Emile  de  Girardin  ?  It  is 
full  of  vigour  and  good  sense.  It  will  give  me  great  pleasure 
to  see  you,  and  soon.     You  must  be  oppressed  by  labour. 

*  M.  Blessington." 

"  Gore  House,  April  12th,  1848. 
"  Count  D'Orsay  repeated  to  me  this  morning  the  kind 
things  you  said  of  him  when  proposing  his  health.  He,  I  assure 
you  was  touched  when  he  repeated  them,  and  his  feelings  were 
infectious,  for  mine  responded.  To  be  highly  appreciated  by 
those  we  most  highly  value,  is,  indeed,  a  source  of  heartfelt 
gratification.  From  the  first  year  of  our  acquaintance  with  you, 
we  had  learned  to  admire  your  genius,  to  respect  your  princi- 
ples, and  to  love  your  goodness  of  heart,  and  the  honest  warmth 
of  your  nature.  These  sentiments  have  never  varied.  Every 
year,  by  unfolding  your  noble  qualities  to  us,  has  served  to 
prove  how  true  were  our  first  impressions  of  you,  and  our  sole 
regret  has  been  that  your  occupations  deprive  us  of  enjoying 
half  as  much  of  your  society  as  all  who  have  once  enjoyed  it 
must  desire.  Count  D'Orsay  declares  that  yesterday  was  one 
of  the  happiest  days  of  his  life.  He  feels  proud  at  having 
assisted  in  the  triumph  of  a  friend  whose  heart  is  as  genial  as 
his  genius  is  great  Who  can  resist  being  delighted  at  the  suc- 
cess of  one  who  wins  for  himself  thousands  of  friends  (for  all  his 
readers  become  so),  without  ever  creating  an  enemy,  even 
among  those  most  envious  of  another's  fame,  and  simply  by  the 
revelations  of  a  mind  and  heart  that  excite  only  the  best  feel- 
ings of  our — nature  ?  I  cannot  resist  telling  you  what  is  passing 
in  my  breast  You  will  understand  this  little  outbreak  of 
genuine  feeling  in  the  midst  of  the  toil  of  a  literary  life. 

"M.  Blessington.'' 

"  Gore  House,  September  14th,  1848. 
"  My  Memoir  of  Mme.  de  Grassigny,  which  I  send  you,  is 
only  one  of  the  series  of  Remarkable  Women  of  the  Eighteenth 
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Century,  and  will  not  be  the  opening  memoir  of  the  book.  I 
wrote  it  first,  because  I  happen  to  have  a  very  fine  original 
portrait  of  the  lady.  The  book  will  open  with  an  introduction 
explanatory  of  the  influence  exercised  by  women  at  that  time, 
which  I  will,  with  your  permission,  submit  to  your  judgment. 
I  shall  spare  no  trouble  in  research  for  the  liyes  I  intend  to 
write.  I  am  now  considerably  advanced  in  that  of  the  Mar- 
quise du  Chatelet,  which  will  not,  of  course,  follow  close  on 
that  of  Mme.  de  Grassigny,  of  whom  little  is  known.  Indeed, 
I  believe  I  have  noticed  everything  that  can  be  stated,  for  I 
have  consulted  every  French  authority  relative  to  her.  I  shall 
perform  my  task  conscientiously,  and  render  my  book  a  useful 
one  of  reference.  I  can  hear  of  no  work  of  a  similar  nature  in 
English  or  in  French. 

"  M.  BLESSUtGTO*." 

"  Gore  House,  October  18th,  1848. 
"  Alas  !  the  poem  comes  too  late.  *  The  Keepsake'  was 
closed  two  days  ago,  and.  has  been  ever  since  in  the  hands  of 
the  binder.  I  never  read  so  touching,  so  vivid  a  sketch.  It 
melted  me  to  tears,  and  can  be  read  by  no  one  without  deep 
sympathy.  I  tried  the  effect  last  evening  by  reading  it  aloud 
to  my  own  circle,  and  I  can  assure  you  there  was  not  a  dry  eye 
among  the  three  persons  present  to  whom  I  read  it  Count 
D'Orsay  said  it  was  only  his  dear  friend  Barry  who  could  have 
written  it  I  never  felt  so  tempted  in  my  life  to  steal  (if  steal- 
ing it  could  be  called),  as  to  retain  this  admirable  poem  for '  The 
Keepsake9  for  1850,  but  as  you  requested  its  return,  I  send  it, 
but  not  without  a  pang.  Will  you  kindly  entreat  our  kind 
friend  to  let  me  have  it  again  ?  for  it  would  be  the  greatest  ac- 
acquisition  for  my  book.  Pray  offer  my  best  thanks  and  regards 
to  Mr.  Proctor. 

"M.  BLESSnCGTON." 

"Gore  House,  April  9th,  1849. 
"  As  I  purpose  leaving  England  in  a  few  days,  it  will  pain 
me  very  much  to  depart  without  personally  wishing  you  fiune- 
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well ;  and  though  I  am  in  all  the  fever  of  packing  up,  I  will 
make  time  to  receive  a  visit  from  you,  if  you  can  call  any  day 
this  week  between  eleven  o'clock  in  the  forenoon,  or  after  nine  in 
the  evening.  Count  D'Orsay  was  called  to  Paris  so  suddenly 
that  he  had  not  time  to  take  leave  of  any  of  his  friends,  but  he 
charged  me  to  say  a  thousand  kind  things  to  you. 

"M.  Blbssinoton." 
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CHAPTER   XXII. 

8IR   EDWARD  BULWEB  LYTTON. 

Edward  Lytton  Bulweb,  born  in  1805,  the  third  son  of 
William  Earle  Bulwer,  Esq.,  of  Heydon  Hall  and  Wood 
Dalling,  Norfolk,  (Brigadier-General),  by  his  marriage  in 
1798,  with  Elizabeth  Barbara,  daughter  and  sole  heiress  of 
Richard  Warburton  Lytton,  Esq.,  of  Knebworth  Park, 
Herts,*  succeeded  to  the  Knebworth  estates,  by  the  will  of 
his  mother,  who  died  the  19th  December,  1844,  and  taking 
the  surname  of  Lytton,  by  sign  manual,  became  the  repre- 
sentative of  his  mother's  family,  and  the  head  of  the  two 
other  ancient  houses,  of  Lytton  of  Knebworth,  and  of  Robin- 
son, or  Norreys. 

In  1838,  on  account  of  distinguished  literary  merit,  he 
was  created  a  Baronet.  He  married,  29th  August,  1827,  Ro- 
sina,  only  surviving  daughter  of  Francis  Wheeler,  Esq.,  of 
Lizzard  Cortnel,  county  Limerick,  and  bad  issue,  Edward 
Robert,  born  8th  November,  1832,  and  a  daughter,  named 
Emily  Elizabeth,  deceased.  Buiwer's  precocious  poetical 
talents,  like  those  of  Byron,  manifested  themselves  before  be 
was  seven  years  of  age.  He  was  placed  at  private  schools  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Knebworth,  at  an  early  age ;  was  for 
some  time  under  the  care  of  private  tutors,  preparatory  to 
his  being  sent  to  college,  and  completed  his  education  at 
Cambridge.  He  wrote  a  poem  on  u  Sculpture,"  while  he 
was  at  college,  which  obtained  the  prize  for  poetry.  One 
of  his  earliest  productions  was  a  collection  of  small  poems 
— u  Weeds  and  Wild  Flowers,"  which  was  printed  in  1826> 
when  he  was  twenty-one  years  of  age,  but  was  not  published. 

•  This  venerable  lady,  Mrs.  Elisabeth  Barbara  Bu'wer  Lytton  died  at  her  bow 
in  Upp*r  Seymour  Street,  at  the  age  of  seventy,  9th  December,  1843.  There  m  no 
trait  in  the  character  of  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton  more  remarkable  or  < 
that  of  strong  filial  attachment,  with  all  its  fee.inga  of  high  respect  and  I 
which,  at  erery  period  of  his  career,  he  appears  to  have  entertained  for  his  mother- 
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This  production  was  followed  by  "  O'Neil,  the  Rebel,"  in 
1827.  His  next  work  was  "  Falkland  ;"  but  the  great  in- 
tellectual powers  of  Bulwer  only  became  duly  known  and 
appreciated  after  the  publication  of  "  Pelham,"  in  1828.* 
A  writer  in  Bentley's  Miscellany,  referring  to  Bulwer's 
labours,  and  acquainted  with  his  habits  and  modes 
of  application  to  study,  observes,  "  Bulwer  worked 
his  way  to  eminence  —  worked  it  —  through  failure, 
through  ridicule.  His  facility  is  only  the  result  of 
practice  and  study.  He  wrote  at  first  very  slowly,  and  with 
great  difficulty  :  but  he  resolved  to  master  the  stubborn  in- 
strument of  thought,  and  mastered  it.  He  has  practised 
writing  as  an  art,  and  has  re-written  some  of  his  essays, 
unpublished,  nine  or  ten  times  over.  Another  habit  will 
shew  the  advantage  of  continuous  application.  He  only 
writes  about  three  hours  a  day,  from  ten  in  the  morning 
till  one — seldom  later.  The  evenings,  when  alone,  are  de- 
voted to  reading,  scarcely  ev^r  to  writing.  Yet  what  an 
amount  of  good,  hard  labour  has  resulted  from  these  three 
hours.  He  writes  very  rapidly,  averaging  twenty  pages  a 
day  of  novel  print." 

I  had  some  misgivings  at  the  fact  that  Sir  Edward  re- 

*  The  principal  literary  productions  of  Sir  R.  B.  Lytton  may  be  thus  classified  : 

Prose  Fictions.  —  *  'Falkland,"  "The  Disowned/1  "  Pelham,"  "Paul  Clifford/' 
"Eugene  Aram,"  "The  Pilgrim  of  the  Rhine,"  "The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii," 
"  Rienzi,  or  the  Tribune/'  •*  Ernest  Maltravers,"  "  Alice,  or  the  Mysteries/'  ••  Night 
and  Morning/'  "The  Last  of  the  Barons,"  «4  Zanoui,"  "Harold,"  "  Lucietia," 
••  The  Caxtons/'  and  "  My  Novel." 

Poemt  and  Drawing.— These  have  bren  lately  collected  and  published  in  five  volumes, 
comprising:  "The  Duchesse  de  la  Valliere,"  " The  Lady  of  Lyons,"  i%  Richelieu," 
••  Money,"  &c. 

An  epic  or  heroic  poem,  entitled  "  Aithur,"  has  been  dec'ared,  in  his  own  judgment, 
his  highest  work. 

Essays,  Political  Sketches,  fyc.—"  England  and  the  English,"  &c 

History.—"  Athens,  its  Rise  and  Decline,"  uncompleted. 

Brochures.—  "The  Crisis,"  "  Letters  to  John  Bull,"  &c,  besides  various  published 
lectures  and  discours  s  delivered  at  Literary  Institutions  ;  addresses  to  the  University 
of  Edinbro',  and  speeches  in  parliament. 
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stricted  his  literary  labour  to  three  hours  a  day.  The  com- 
position of  a  work,  and  the  transcription  of  MS.  to  the 
extent  Of  twenty  printed  pages,  in  three  hours,  I  thought 
could  not  easily  be  accomplished  ;  the  time  allowed  for  the 
labour  is  too  short  for  its  performance,  for  a  long  continu- 
ance, without  an  excessive  wear  and  tear  of  mental  and 
physical  energies.  I  have  been  informed,  however,  by  Sir 
E.  B.  Lytton,  that  his  literary  labours  occupy  him  "  rarely 
so  much  as  three  hours  a  day." 

A  writer  in  Fraser's  Magazine,  reviewing  Sir  B.  Brodie's 
"Psychological  Inquiries,"  makes  the  following  observa- 
tions on  mental  labour  : 

44  Cuvier  was  usually  engaged  for  seven  hours  daily  in 
his  scientific  researches,  these  not  having  been  of  a  nature 
to  require  continuous  thought ;  and  Sir  Walter  Scott 
devoted  about  six  hours  daily  to  literary  composition,  and 
then  his  mind  was  in  a  state  to  enjoy  lighter  pursuits  after- 
wards. When,  however,  after  his  misfortunes,  he  allowed 
himself  no  relaxation,  there  can  be  little  doubt,  that  his 
over-exertion  contributed,  as  much  as  the  moral  suffering 
he  endured,  to  the  production  of  the  disease  of  the  brain 
which  ultimately  caused  his  death. 

44  One  day,  when  he  was  thus  exerting  himself  beyond 
his  powers,  Sir  Walter  said  to  Captain  Basil  Hall;  who 
also  suffered  and  died  from  disease  of  the  brain — 

44  4  How  many  hours  can  you  work  7 

44  4  Six,'  answered  the  Captain. 

44  4  But  can't  you  put  on  the  spurs  7 

44  4  If  I  do,  the  horse  won't  go.' 

44  4  So  much  the  better  for  you,'  said  Scott,  with  a  sigh, 
4  When  I  put  on  the  spurs,  the  horse  will  go  well  enough  ; 
but  it  is  killing  the  horse." 

The  fact  is,  it  is  impossible  to  lay  down  rules  for  the 
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management  of  the  mind  and  the  regulations  of  its  labour, 
as  we  do  for  the  management  of  the  body  and  the  uses 
and  application  of  its  powers.  The  same  amount  of  labour 
of  the  mind  that  one  man  could  endure  during  six  hours  of 
the  day,  for  a  considerable  time,  without  detriment  to  his 
health,  bodily  or  physical,  would  prove  fatal  to  another  in 
half  that  period. 

Sir  Bulwer  Lytton  first  entered  parliament  for  St.  Ives, 
and  next  represented  Lincoln. 

From  1841  to  1852,  he  remained  out  of  parliament,  and 
in  the  latter  year  was  returned  for  his  native  county 
Hertford. 

Few  English  writers  whose  compositions  consist  chiefly 
of  works  of  imagination,  have  attained  such  an  eminence  in 
literature  as  he  has  done.  From  "Pelham"  to  uMy 
Novel,"  we  have  a  series  of  works,  extending  to  about  fifty 
volumes,  any  one  of  which  productions  might  suffice  to 
make  a  reputation  for  an  ordinary  novelist. 

But  it  is  to  the  aggregate  of  the  works  of  Sir  £.  B. 
Lytton,  we  must  look  for  the  evidences  of  those  remarkable 
intellectual  qualities  which  are  destined  to  make  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  man  of  his  stamp  live  in  after  ages. 

The  author's  consciousness  of  possessing  such  qualities 
is  not  only  sufficiently  evident  in  those  novels  ;  it  is  rather 
prominently  exhibited  in  some  of  them.  But  the  author 
cannot  be  more  fully  persuaded  of  the  fact  than  his  readers, 
that  his  writings  are  destined  to  influence  his  times,  and 
that  living  proofs  of  his  intellectual  powers  will  long  sur- 
vive the  latter. 

One  of  the  most  characteristic  features  of  Bulwer's 
writings  is,  the  singular  combination  of  worldly  experience 
— a  perfect  knowledge  of  life,  and  especially  of  life  in  the 
upper  circles  of  society,  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  its 
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selfishness  and  specious  fallacies — ses  miseres  et  ses  bos. 
sesses,  with  the  vast  amount  of  genuine  poetry  that  prevails 
in   his   prose  writings.      With  the  exception  of  Scott's 
novels,    "  Ivanhoe,"    and  u  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor," 
especially,  no  works  of  fiction  in  the  English  language 
abound  with  so  many  passages  of  true  poetry  as  the  novels 
of  Bulwer.     The  greatest  misfortune  that  the  Republic  of 
Letters  has  suffered  perhaps,  for  the  past  twenty  years,  is 
the  calamity  of  Bulwer  belonging  to  the  aristocracy  and  to 
politics,  being  a  Baronet,  a  Member  of  Parliament,  and  a 
man  of  a  plentiful  estate.     Intellectual  gifts  like  bis,  of 
the  highest  order,  were  never  given  for  some  sections  only 
of  society  that  are  highly  favoured  and  peculiarly    pri- 
vileged, but  for  mankind  at  large,  and  for  greater  and 
higher  purposes  than  providing  entertainment  for  the  leisure 
hours  of  the  upper  classes.  They  were  given  for  the  promo- 
tion, too,  of  higher  interests  than  those  material  ones  of  the 
Manchester  school  of  philosophy,  and  the  aims  and  ends  of 
a  Godless  spirit  of  utilitarianism,  pretending  to  care  for 
poverty,   and  to  be  actuated  and  directed   by  Christian 
motives.     They  were  given  to  advance  the  true  interests 
of  the  masses  of  the  people  of  his  own  land  especially; 
to  enable  him  to  contribute   to  their  enlightenment,   to 
spiritualize  and  purify  their  mfnds,  and  to  elevate  their 
condition — physical  as  well  as  moral. 

If  I  am  not  greatly  mistaken,  this  opinion  peeps  through 
many  pages  of  every  work  of  fiction  that  has  been  published 
by  Sir  E.  B.  Lytton  during  the  past  twelve  or  fifteen  years. 
Like  all  men  of  great  intellectual  endowments,  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  existence  of  those  powers,  and  the  sense  of  the 
great  obligations  they  impose  on  their  possessor,  are  con- 
tinually struggling  for  expression,  and  unconsciously  find 
it  frequently  in  his  writings. 
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We  are  reminded  in  them  perpetually  that  the  author 
has  the  power,  and  knows  that  he  possesses  it,  of  doing 
greater  and  better  things  in  literature  than  any  that  he  has 
attempted  or  achieved. 

The  popularity  of  this  prolific  author  has  endured  for 
upwards  of  twenty  years.  For  one  reader  of  his  works 
prepared  to  cavil  with  their  merits,  twenty  will  be  found 
to  admire  them.  No  man  who  ever  occupied  the  position 
that  Sir  E.  B.  Lytton  has  done  in  literary  life,  considering 
the  fame  he  has  acquired,  coming  frequently  before  the 
public,  and  always  with  claims  to  notice  that  rather  force 
themselves  on  attention  than  solicit  an  indulgent  reception, 
and  insinuate  themselves  into  the  good  graces  of  the  public, 
has  escaped  more  lightly  the  penalty  of  notoriety — that  tax 
of  envy  and  censure  which  pre-eminent  ability  pays  for  the 
privilege  of  distinction  :  and  this  observation  is  made  with 
a  knowledge  of  ail  the  little  wars  of  criticism  that  little 
men  in  periodical  literature  have  waged  on  him. 

As  a  litterateur  sui  generis,  his  aims  and  turn  of  mind,  style 
and  mode  of  philosophizing  in  fiction,  must  be  well  studied, 
before  the  peculiarities  of  his  genius  can  be  properly  com- 
prehended. It  is  only  by  those  whose  knowledge  of  him  iu 
private  enables  them  to  appreciate  his  benevolent  disposi- 
tion, his  readiness  to  acknowledge  the  merits  of  his  literary 
contemporaries  and  competitors,  to  serve  the  unfortunate, 
and  to  encourage  struggling  merit,  that  any  apparent 
anomalies  in  his  literary  character  can  be  reconciled. 

By  Lady  Blessington,  his  talents  and  his  worth  were 
held  in  the  highest  estimation. 

LETTERS   FROM  SIR  EDWARD  BULWER   LYTTON  TO   LADY  BLESSINGTON. 

"Paris,  31  August,  1833. 
uMy  dear  Lady  Blessington, 
"  You  were  kind  enough  to  wish  that  I  should  sometimes  write 


446        LETTERS   FROM   SIR   EDWARD   BULWER   LYTTON 

to  you,  and  I  take  an  early  opportunity  of  doing  so,  because  I 
read  in  the  papers  of  your  loss,  and  I  sympathise  most  sincerely 
in  it*  I  trust  the  robber  did  not  take  any  of  those  beautiful 
little  treasures  which  used  to  ornament  your  rooms,  and  for 
which,  I  know,  you  must  have  formed  an  absolute  attachment ; 
— an  attachment  which,  unlike  others  in  general,  cannot  be  easily 
replaced ;  for,  somehow  or  other,  we  seem  to  value  the  relics  of 
people  at  a  higher  rate  than  themselves ;  and  one  would  regret 
more,  perhaps,  to  lose  a  portrait  of  Madame  de  Sevigne1,  than 
many  of  «her  contemporaries  may  have  felt  when  they  lost 
Madame  de  Sevigne*  herself. 

"  Paris  is  much  better  than  it  was  last  year ;  it  is  beginning  to 
recover  from  its  glorious  revolution.  It  is  all  very  fine  to  say 
liberty  is  useful  to  trade,  but  whenever  liberty  stretches  herself 
she  always  kicks  poor  trade  out  of  doors.  Louis  Phillippe  amuses 
himself  by  making  fine  speeches  in  answer  to  fine  addresses ;  the 
people  look  on  and  laugh.  For  France,  however  it  may  seem  to 
change,  is  never  employed  but  in  two  things,  either  laughing  or 
crying.  As  for  the  theatres,  they  are  carrying  indecency  to  the 
utmost  Queen  Caroline  and  Bergami  delight  us  at  one  theatre, 
and  something  worse  at  another. 

Do  you  know,  I  find  Paris  a  melancholy  place ;  if  one  has  seen 
it  in  one's  earliest  youth,  it  reminds  one  of  the  vast  interval  of 
mind  that  has  elapsed.  Say  what  we  will,  there  is  nothing  like 
youth ;  all  we  gain  in  our  manhood  is  dullness  itself  compared  to 
the  zest  of  novelty,  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  the  process  of  acquir- 
ing wisdom  is  but  another  word  for  the  process  of  growing  okL 
Adieu,  dear  Lady  Blessington, 

Ever  truly  yours, 

"  E.  L.  B.~ 

"  Bath,  January,  19,  1833. 
"  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  kind  letter,  which  was  a  new 

•  Robbers  had  entered  the  house  in  Seamore  Place  at  night,  and  from  Lady  Bfaa- 
sington's  drawing-room  carried  away  trinkets,  consisting  of  seals,  snuff-boxes,  smdlisst- 
bottles,  &&,  to  the  value  of  upwards  of  £  1,000.  Lady  Blessington  afterwards  mtiwd 
a  letter  from  one  of  the  thieves  at  the  hulks,  giving  an  account  of  the  robbery.  a*4 
stating  that  when  the  jewels  were  broken  up  and  sold  piecemeal,  the  party  drrided 
£700  amongst  them. 
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corroboration  of  the  maxim,  that  they  who  have  every  right  to 
be  pleased  with  themselves  have  a  natural  fascination  in  pleasing 
others. 

One's  vanity  is  a  quarrelsome  companion,  and  always  falling 
out  with  one;  you  reconcile  it  to  oneself  with  the  same  art  which 
others  employ  in  widening  the  breach  and  sharpening  the  contest 
I  may  not  say  that  I  disbelieve  the  countless  obliging  things  you 
say  of  me,  but  I  may  say  at  least  that  I  know  how  little  I  deserve 
them,  and  in  proportion  to  my  demerits  I  estimate  your  kindness, 
and  am  affected  by  your  praise.  But  I  will  not  dwell  more  on 
that  part  of  your  letter,  however  tempting,  lest  you  should  think 
I  am  recurring  to  the  old  trick  of  authors,  and  seeking  in  modesty 
an  excuse  for  egotism. 

"  I  can  fully  sympathise  with  poor  Count  D'Orsay  in  the  horror 
that  must  have  seized  upon  him,  when  he  saw  himself  an  ex- 
minister,  on  the  wrong  side  of  fifty  (I  suppose),  and  an  author 
€  who  could  not  be  offered  anything  fit  for  a  gentleman  to  receive ! ' 
He  has  been  singularly  unlucky  of  late.  It  seems  as  if  there  were 
a  magical  conspiracy  against  him.  He  is  not  only  killed,  but 
transformed ;  he  is  not  only  to  be  a  dead  man,  but  a  Pythagorean;, 
they  want  to  make  him  believe,  not  only  that  the  soul  is  out  of 
his  own  body,  but  that  it  is  transmigrated  into  the  body  of  Baron 
D'Haussez.  I  don't  wonder  at  his  anxiety  on  the  matter,  and 
have  already  written  to  assure  him  that  the  mistake  was  only 
orthographical-  •  ♦  •  •  knew  the  difference  between  D'Orsay 
and  D'Haussez,  but  he  did  not  know  how  to  spell  the  difference 
between  them.* 

"And  now,  dear  Lady  Blessington,  adieu.  Many  repeated 
thanks,  warm  and  sincere,  for  all  your  kindness  to  me. 

"E,  L.  B." 

"  Hotel  Vittoria,  Naples,  November  26th. 

"  Behold  me  then  at  Naples,  beautiful,  enchanting,  delicious 
Naples,  the  only  city  in  all  Italy  (except  old  Verona,  whose  gable 
ends  and  motley  architecture,  and  hanging  balconies,  still  speak 
of  Shakespeare  and  of  Romeo),  which  is  quite  to  my  heart     I 

•  The  Baron  D'Haussez,  ex-minister  of  Marine  of  Charles  X.,  was  a  frequent  visitor 
at  Seamore  Place  in  1832  and  1833. 
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freeze  in  the  desolate  dullness  of  Rome,  with  its  prosing  anti- 
quaries and  insolent  slaves,  In  Venice  I  fancy  myself  on  board 
a  ship,  viz., €  in  a  prison  with  the  chance  of  being  drowned.'  In 
Florence  I  recognize  a  bad  Cheltenham.  In  Naples,  I  for  the 
first  time  find  my  dreams  of  Italy.  Your  magic  extends  even 
here,  and  the  place  to  which  you  have  given  me  letters  of  intro- 
duction seems  to  catch  a  charm  from  your  beauty,  and  an  endear- 
ment from  your  kindness.  What  a  climate,  and  what  a  sea ! 
the  humour  and  gaiety  of  the  people  delight  me.  I  should  be 
in  paradise  if  it  were  not  for  the  mosquitos.  But  these,  in  truth 
are  terrible  tormentors :  they  even  seem  to  accustom  themselves 
to  me,  and  behave  with  the  polite  indifference  of  satiety ;  they 
devour  me  piecemeal ;  they  are  worse  than  a  bad  conscience,  and 
never  let  me  sleep  at  nights.  I  am  told,  for  my  comfort,  that 
when  the  cold  weather  comes  they  will  vanish,  and  leave  me 
alternating  between  the  desire  to  enjoy  the  day  and  the  hope  to 
rest  at  night 

"I  presented  your  letter  to  Sir  Williani  Gell,  who  kindly 
asked  me  to  breakfast,  where  I  found  him  surrounded  with  his 
dogs,  amidst  which  he  wheels  himself  about  (for  he  is  entirely 
unable  to  stand)  in  his  large  chair,  and  seems  to  enjoy  life, 
enough  to  make  a  man  in  the  possession  of  the  use  of  his  limbs 
hang  himself  with  envy.  I  never  knew  so  popular  or  so  petted 
a  man  as  Sir  William  Gell ;  every  one  seems  to  love  him — yet 
there  is  something  artificial  and  cold  about  him  au  fond,  pardon 
me  for  saying  so. 

"  Old  Mathias  is  here,  employing  his  eighty-first  year  in  put- 
ting T 's  poems  into  Italian  verse.     These  old  men  have 

time  to  amuse  themselves,  we  young  ones  are  so  busy  that  we 
seem  as  if  we  had  not  a  moment  to  live. 

"While  I  thank  you  for  your  introduction  to  Sir  William 
Gell,  I  ought  not  to  forget  that  to  Landor,  who  was  particularly 
kind  to  me,  and  whom  I  liked  exceedingly.  One  is  at  home  in- 
stantly with  men  of  real  genius;  their  oddities,  their  humours 
don't  put  one  out  half  so  much  as  the  formal  regularity  of  your 
half-clever  prigs.  But  Landor,  thanks  to  your  introduction,  had 
no  humours,  no  oddities  for  me.     He  invited  me  to  his  villa, 
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which  is  charmingly  situated,  and  smoothed  himself  down  so 
much,  that  I  thought  him  one  of  the  best-bred  men  I  ever  met, 
as  well  as  one  of  the  most  really  able  :  (pity,  nevertheless,  so  far 
as  his  talent  is  concerned,  that  he  pets  paradoxes  so  much :  he 
keeps  them  as  other  people  keep  dogs,  coaxes  them,  plays  with 
them,  and  now  and  then  sets  them  to  bite  a  disagreeable  in- 
truder.) 

€€  He  gave  me  two  letters,  to  his  friend  T M , 

and  to  a  Miss  M ,  and  I  confess  I  felt  a  melancholy  in 

leaving  him.  How  much  he  might  do!  What  a  true,  bold, 
honest  genius  he  has !  It  makes  me  sad  to  see  men  like  him 
indolent  and  happy.  I  fancy  their  career  is  blighted,  yet  it  is 
perhaps  just  the  reverse.  We,  the  noisy,  the  active,  the  ambitious, 
it  is  we  who  fulfil  not  our  end, 

" €  and  wear 
Our  strength  away  with  wrestling  in  the  air.' 

u  Mr.  Craven  too,  has  been  most  kind.  How  well  he  plays  ! 
I  was  not  aware  that  he  was  an  author,  by-the-bye,  till  I  saw  his 
book  bound  in  calf's  skin.  It  seemed,  on  looking  into  it,  pleasant 
and  well  written. 

"  Pray  tell  me  how  your  Annual  succeeds  ?  I  hear  no  news, 
I  read  no  papers.  Dumb  to  me  the  new  oracles  of  my  old  Maga- 
zine. Politics  reach  me  not  I  miss  the  roar  of  London.  I 
feel  how  much,  while  I  have  joked  at  the  English,  I  love  Eng- 
land. What  a  country  !  what  force !  what  energy  !  what  civili- 
zation !  How  it  shames  the  talkative  slaves  here.  But  it  is  time 
to  end. 

«E.LB.n 

"January  24,  1835, 
"  It  is  certainly  a  blessed  thing  that  one  is  not  absolutely  at 
the  mercy  of  other  people.  The  reports  concerning  me  appear 
to  '  progress*  in  a  regular  climax.  First,  I  had  not  a  shilling, 
and  an  execution  was  in  my  house :  then  I  was  bought  by  the 
Tories,  and  now  I  am  dead !  They  have  taken  away  fortune, 
honesty,  and  lastly,  life  itself.  Such  are  the  pleasures  of  reputa- 
tion! 

VOL.   II.  G  G 


450        LETTERS   FROM   SIR   EDWARD   BULWER   LYTTON 

"  Just  before  you  sent,  Lady  C B was  also  pleased 

to  despatch  a  message  to  know  at  what  hour  I  had  departed 
this  world  ?  Three  other  successive  deputations  arrived, 
and  this  morning,  on  opening  a  Lincoln  paper,  I  found  that 
there  too  had  been  reported  '  that  their  excellent  representative 
was  no  more.'  I  consider  that  I  have  paid  the  debt  of  nature — 
that  I  am  virtually  dead — that  I  am  born  again  with  a  new  lease 
— and  that  the  years  I  have  hitherto  lived  are  to  be  struck  off 
the  score  of  the  fresh  life  I  have  this  morning  awakened  to. 

t(  I  believe,  my  dearest  friend,  that  you  were  shocked  with  the 
report,  and  would,  in  your  kind  heart,  have  grieved  for  its  truth. 
So  would  four  or  five  others;  and  the  rest  would  have  been 
pleased  at  the  excitement ;  it  would  have  been  something  to  talk 
about  before  the  meeting  of  Parliament 

"  The  author  of  the  *  Seaport  Sketches'  was  very  foolish,  beg- 
ging his  pardon.  Literature  has  many  mansions  ;  and  I  am  sure 
'  Pompeii'  is  not  one  of  the  best  of  them.  As  well  might  I  burn 
my  books  after  reading  Don  Quixote. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  see  M in  the '  Keepsake.'    What  is  it  ? 

I  guess,  an  Essay  on  Friendship,  or  Roman  History,  or  Hume's 
Philosophy.  After  all  this  promise,  all  the  assurances  that  M. 
was  to  be  a  great  author  by-and-bye,  out  he  comes,  at  the  age  of 
50,  in  a  sketch  for  '  the  Keepsake !' 

st  I  am  now  going  to  plunge  into  Histories  of  China,  light  my 
pipe,  read  a  page,  and  muse  an  hour,  and  be  very  dull  and  me- 
lancholy for  the  rest  of  the  evening.  Still  it  is  some  consolation 
to  think  one  is  not — dead ! 

"  E.  L.  B." 

"  December,  1834. 

"I  am  rejoiced  that  Lord  D admires  Fonblanque  as  he 

deserves.  Honour,  wisdom,  and  genius! — what  a  combination 
to  reconcile  one  to  mankind,  and  such  honour,  such  wisdom,  and 
such  genius  as  Fonblanque ;  the  three  highest  attributes  in  the 
highest  degree ! 

"  You  say  you  think  I  am  less  pleased  by  praise  of  myself 
than  you  are ;  I  know  not  that — but  this  I  do  know,  that  kind- 
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ness  does  more  than  please — it  conquers,  it  subdues  me ;  and  in 
you  I  see  enough  to  falsify  a  thousand  theories,  and  for  ever  to 
deprive  me  of  the  only  true  philosophy,  viz.,  indifference  to  all 
things. 

"  E.  L.  B.w 

"January  19th,  1835. 

" .  .  .  If  I  should  be  well  enough  the  day  after  to-morrow,  I 
should  then  be  enchanted  if  you  would  let  me  accompany  you 
in  your  drive  for  an  hour,  and  revive  me  by  your  agreeable  news 
of  politics,  literature  and  the  world.  Ten  thousand  thanks  for 
D'Orsay*s  offer.  But  Phaeton  is  not  quite  strong  enough  to 
manage  Apollo's  horses — '  souls  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  the 
sun' — as  William  *  *  *  *  's  nose  long  testified. 

"  I  have  just  landed  from  the  three-volume  voyage  of  *  Peter 
Simple.'  The  characters  are  exaggerated  out  of  all  truth,  and 
the  incidents,  such  as  changing  children,  shutting  up  the  true 
heir  in  a  madhouse,  &c  are  at  once  stale  and  impossible.  But 
despite  this,  he  (Marryatt)  has  a  frank,  dashing  genius,  and 
splashes  about  the  water  in  grand  style.  He  writes  like  a  man 
and  that  is  more  than  most  of  the  other  novelists  do,  who  have 
neither  the  vigour  of  one  sex,  nor  the  refinement  of  the  other. 
*  *  *,  to  wit,  now  and  then  swaggers,  but  it  is  always  in 
petticoats ! 

"E.  L.  B." 

"January  23,  1835, 
"  Verily,  my  dearest  friend,  you  regale  me  like  Prince  Pretty- 
man,  in  the  Fairy  Isle.  I  owe  you  all  manner  of  thanks  for  a 
most  delicate  consideration,  in  the  matter  of  twelve  larks,  which 
flew  hither  on  the  wings  of  friendship  yesterday ;  and  scarcely 
had  I  recovered  from  their  apparition,  when  lo,  the  rushing 
pinions  of  a  brace  of  woodcocks. 

"  Sappho  and  other  learned  persons  tell  us  that  Venus  drove 
sparrows ;  at  present  she  appears  to  have  re-modelled  her  equip- 
age upon  a  much  more  becoming  and  attractive  feather.  I  own 
that  I  have  always  thought  the  Dove  himself  a  fool  to  a  Wood- 
cock, whom,  for  his  intrinsic  merits,  I  would  willingly  crown  king 

G  G  2 
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of  the  tribe.  As  for  your  Eagle,  he  is  a  Carlist  of  the  old 
regime,  a  mere  Bourbon,  good  for  nothing,  and  pompous :  but 
the  woodcock,  parlez  moi  de  fa.  He  has  the  best  qualities  both 
of  head  and  heart ;  and  as  for  beauty,  what  opera-dancer  ever 
had  such  a  leg?  I  have  given  their  two  majesties  into  Rem- 
bault's  honourable  charge,  and  hope  they  will  be  crowned  to- 
morrow, as  a  matter  of  course. 

"  Many  thanks  for  the  volume  of  Monsieur  de  B .     You 

are  right     I  never  saw  a  cooler  plagiarism  in  my  life.     I  shall 

certainly  retaliate  upon  M.  De  B the  moment  I  can  find  any 

thing  in  him  worth  stealing!  Tet  the  wretch  has  talent,  and 
his  French  seems  to  me  purer  and  better  (but  I  am  a  very  poor 
judge)  than  that  of  most  of  his  contemporaries.  But  then  be 
has  no  elevation,  and  therefore  no  true  genius,  and  has  all  the 
corruptions  of  vice^without  her  brilliancy.  Good  Heaven !  has 
the  mighty  mischief  of  Voltaire  transmigrated  into  such  author- 
lings.  They  imitate  his  mockery,  his  satire !  They  had  much 
better  cobble  shoes ! 

u  I  don't  (pardon  me)  believe  a  word  you  say  about  the  *  Two 
Friends.9  If  it  have  no  passion,  it  may  be  an  admirable  novel 
nevertheless.  Miss  Edgeworth  has  no  passion; — and  who  in 
her  line  excels  her  ? 

"  As  to  your  own  doubts,  they  foretell  your  success.  1  have 
always  found,  one  is  never  so  successful  as  when  one  is  least 
sanguine.  I  fell  in  the  deepest  despondency  about  'Pompeii* 
and  '  Eugene  Aram ;'  and  was  certain,  nay,  most  presumptuous 
about  '  Devereux,'  which  is  the  least  generally  popular  of  mr 
writings.  Your  feelings  of  distrust  are  presentiments  to  be  read 
backward ;  they  are  the  happiest  omens.  But  I  will  tell  you  all 
about  it — Brougham-like — when  I  have  read  the  book.  As  to 
what  I  say  in  the  preface  to  i  Pelham,'  the  rules  that  I  lay  down 
may  not  suit  all.  But  it  may  be  worth  while  just  to  scan  over 
two  or  three  commonplace  books  of  general  criticism,  such  as 
Blair's  < Belles  Lettres,'  Campbell's  'Rhetoric,'  and  Schlegels 
*  Essay  on  the  Drama,'  and  his  brother's  on  '  Literature.' 

"  They  are,  it  is  true,  very  mediocre,  and  say  nothing  of  novels 
to  signify ;  but  they  will  suggest  to  a  thoughtful  mind  a  thou- 
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sand  little  maxims  of  frequent  use.  ReccZed  all  tLat  h  tail 
of  poetry  and  the  drama  may  be  allied  zo  noreh ;  bzt  after  all, 
I  doubt  not  you  will  succeed  equally  wltlvrt  u.1*  trw>3e. 
Reflection  in  one's  chamber,  and  ard>c  is  tie  wcrii,  are  the 
best  critics.  With  them,  we  can  d£*j^n*e  whh  c-ier  tead^r* ; 
without  them,  all  teachers  are  in  rain.  *  YvA  T  *ay»  S'Ai^r  in 
the  Arcadia),  €  Fool !  look  in  thv  heart  aoi  write  T 


cc  I  had  fancied  the  air  (of  Acton;  would  revive  ine,  but  I 
am  miserably  ill  to-day,  and  hare  tent  for  the  *  leech/  a*  tlte 
poets  call  a  doctor,  why,  I  don't  know,  except  because  when 
he  once  fastens  on  us,  we  can't  shake  him  off  till  he  ha*  got 
enough  of  our  substance!  I  suspect  that  epidemic  my%Uajf 
the  Influenza,  to  be  mine  enemy  on  tLi*  occasion ;  and  to  add 
to  my  misfortunes,  while  I  am  dying  to  go  to  bed  I  am  obliged 
to  go  to  the  house.  After  all,  life  is  a  troublesome  busi- 
ness, and  I  often  long  to  shut  up  shop  and  retire  from  the 
profession." 

[No  date.] 
"  I  am  slowly  preparing  my  unwieldy  masses  of  History  for 
the  press.*    Fiction  begins  to  lose  all  charm  for  me — I  mean,  to 
write  it     The  reading  is  still  delightful,  especially  when  one 
meets  with  friends. 

"  I  spend  all  the  day  by  the  waterside,  with  the  sun  full  in 
my  face.  I  feel  as  if  I  were  drinking  life  from  it  like  a  foun- 
tain. Nature  meant  me  for  a  salamander,  and  that  is  the 
reason  I  have  always  been  discontented  as  a  man — I  shall  be  a 
salamander  in  the  next  world." 

"  Paris,  January  5,  1836. 
"I  have  been  out  little  at  present,  though  such  of  the 
world  as  I  have  encountered  seem  inclined  to  pet  the  lion,  if  he 
will  let  them.  But  a  gregarious  lion,  after  all,  would  be  but  a 
sheep  in  disguise.  Authors  are  made  to  be  ascetics,  and  it  is 
in  vain  to  struggle,  as  I  once  did,  against  the  common  fate — 


454        LETTERS   FROM    SIR   EDWARD   BULWER   LYTTON 

made  to  go  through  the  world  sowing  dreams  to  reap  disappoint- 
ments, to  sacrifice  grave  interests  to  generous  whims,  to  aspire  to 
be  better,  and  wiser,  and  tenderer,  than  others ;  though  they  may 
seem  worse,  and  more  visionary,  and  harsher,  and  so  at  last  to 
shut  up  their  souls  in  patient  scorn,  and  find  that  even  apprecia- 
tion and  justice  come  too  late.  In  politics  here,  all  seem  to  think 
France  tolerably  calm,  and  the  ministry  tolerably  safe.  I  went 
to  see  the  Chamber  opened  the  other  day,  and  was  amused  at  the 
Frenchne88  of  all  I  saw.  The  King's  shrugs  and  grins,  and  then 
the  *  wives'  emotions,'  which  replied  to  his  well-turned  periods. 
I  have  been  supine  and  idle  here,  save  in  the  composition  of  a 
long  poetical  epistle  to  you ;  I  like  it  tolerably,  and  will  send  it 
by  the  next  bag.*  I  have  some  thoughts  of  launching  on  the 
public  a  volume  of  Poems.  What  do  they  say  of  things  in  Eng- 
land ?  Here,  there  is  a  general  feeling  that  the  Whigs  cannot 
stand.  For  my  part,  I  think  a  republic  certain,  if  perpetaal 
changes  in  government  are  to  keep  men  always  unsettled,  and 
play  the  deuce  with  trade  and  quiet 

«  September  17,  1836. 

"  Here  I  am  rusticating  calmly  amongst  the  apples  of  Devon- 
shire. I  made  an  agreeable  and  prolonged  tour  through  Hamp- 
shire by  the  new  Forest;  and  skirting  the  Dorsetshire  coast, 
arrived  safely  at  my  present  abode,  some  few  mile  from  the  sea. 
My  avocations  are  as  simple  as  my  history.  I  literatizt  away  the 
morning,  ride  at  three,  go  to  bathe  at  five,  dine  at  six,  and  get 
through  the  evening  as  I  best  may,  sometimes  by  correcting  a 
proof.  Apropos  of  novels,  have  you  read  L.  Ritchie's  *  Magi- 
cian ?'  It  is  full  of  wild  interest  and  vigorous  power.  It  re- 
minded me  a  little  of  Victor  Hugo.  I  am  very  anxious  to  hear 
how  your  '  Thoughts'  proceed,  and  whether  you  have  finally  re- 
solved to  omit  them  from  the  tales  for  Saunders  and  Ottley. 

"I  see  le  cher  D'Orsay  amongst  the  spectators  at  the  Giant 
Balloon — so  I  perceive  he  has  renounced  his  grouse-shooting 
project 

*  The  Poetical  Epistle  will  be  found  at  the  end  of  Una  ( 
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"  As  for  poor  Mrs.  Graham,  I  never  knew  till  her  accident, 
how  famous  a  thing  it  was  to  go  up  in  balloons.  Regular 
bulletins  of  her  health  in  all  the  papers,  and  daily  inquiries  in 
Poland  Street ;  jet  if  she  had  hurt  herself  tumbling  down  stairs 
nobody  would  have  cared  two  straws.  Xay,  if  even  the  great 
Talfourd  were  lying  ill  with  a  concussion  in  the  brain,  I  doubt 
whether  he  would  excite  half  the  commiseration  bestowed  on  this 
foolish  woman  falling  topsy  turvy  out  of  the  clouds.*  Why 
going  in  a  balloon  should  make  people  more  celebrated  than 
going  in  a  ship,  I  cannot  imagine,  But  why  the  world  should 
not  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  half-a-score  people  being  drowned 
every  week,  and  yet  make  all  this  bother  about  an  accident  out 
of  a  bladder,  is  still  more  puzzling.  It  can't  be  that  the  danger 
is  greater  in  balloons  than  ships,  for  more  people  are  drowned  in 

a  week,  than  are  killed  from  a  balloon  in  a  century.     As  D 

would  say,  *  these  mysteries  are  not  for  mortals.9  Only  think  of 
the  newspapers  giving  *  *  *  *  a  sinecure,  and  then  taking  it 
away  again.  That  was  the  refinement  of  cruelty ;  if  I  were  he,  I 
would  never  forgive  the  Government ;  it  is  no  crime  not  to  give 
a  hungry  man  a  piece  of  bread,  but  it  is  a  monstrous  shame  to 
thrust  it  in  his  mouth  and  then  bob  it  out  again. 

"  What  villanous  weather — wind  and  rain — rain  and  wind — I 
suspect  that  rain  and  wind  are  to  an  English  heaven  what  beef- 
stakes  and  mutton  chops  are  to  an  English  inn.  They  profess 
to  have  everything  else,  but  you  are  sure  to  have  the  steak  to- 
day and  the  chop  to-morrow.  I  have  only  had  one  glimpse  of 
the  sun  since  I  have  been  here,  and  it  was  then  so  large,  that  I 
took  it  for  half  a  sovereign,  which  I  had  lost  the  day  before. 

"  There  is  such  a  cottage  eight  miles  hence  (not  to  he  sold 
though) ;  I  longed  for  you  and  D'Orsay  to  see  it  It  belongs  to 
a  Mr.  Fish.  Out  of  nine  acres  he  has  made  a  little  paradise ; 
what  he  has  especially  availed  himself  of  an  immense  verandah  so 
contrived  as  to  seem  a  succession  of  bowers,  through  which  are 
seen  different  prospects — a  fountain,  a  lawn,  an  aviary,  or  the 
sea. 

•  At  an  interval  of  seventeen  yean  from  the  accident  above  referred  to,  I  witnessed 
another  fall  topsy-turvey  out  of  the  clouds,  and  a  descent  on  a  stack  of  cbimnies,  of 
the  same  adventurous  'ady,  in  Dublin,  1853,  with  similar  results. 
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"  Tell  D'Orsay  he  (Mr.  Fish)  must  have  a  vast  deal  of  life  to 
spare,  for  he  beats  you  and  the  Count  hollow  in  his  animals. 
What  think  you  of  half-a-dozen  kangaroos,  or  fifty  parrots,  or  two 
buffaloes !  or  two  Cape  sheep,  or  a  South  American  camel !  or  a 
pelican,  or  two  emews !  besides  a  whole  wilderness  of  antelopes 
and  gazelles,  in  a  park  about  a  long  as  your  library  ?  They  give 
me  a  temporary  consumption  only  to  look  at  them  pumping  away 
all  the  oxygen  into  their  exhausted  lungs.  I  am  sure  I  left  a  great 
part  of  my  vitality  at  Fish  Cottage. 

"  Pray  write  and  tell  me  all  your  news,  I  shall  soon  wing  my 
way  homewards,  when  you  will  see  as  much  of  me  as  has  escaped 
Mr.  Fish's  pelicans  and  South  American  camel  I  long  to  have 
a  breeze  from  the  Isle  of  Beauty,  and  when  I  receive  your  letter 
I  shall  fancy  it  summer.  Long  after  youth  leaves  one  for  good, 
it  comes  back  for  a  flying  visit,  in  every  recollection  of  friendship, 
in  every  association  of  grace. 

"E.  L.  B." 

[No  date,  but  must  have  been  written  in  1837.] 
"  I  was  sure  that  your  woman's  heart  would  feel  much  for  poor 

Lord  R 's  sudden  and  striking  death.     These  funeral  knells 

make  the  only  music  in  life  that  is  faithful  to  the  last,  more  and 
more  frequent  as  we  journey  on,  till  the  dull  heart  ceases  to  hear 
them,  and  the  most  sensitive  accustoms  itself  to  the  chime.  I 
spent  my  son's  holidays  at  Brighton ;  and  now  he  has  left  me,  I 
have  wandered  on  to  this  most  solitary  spot,  where  the  air  is 
milder,  though  I  am  not  sure  yet  that  it  agrees  with  me. 

"  I  am  most  concerned  to  hear  you  have  been  so  serious  a  loser 
by  Mr.  Heath's  death.  But  I  wish  at  least  that  the  annuals 
themselves  may  be  continued  by  some  one.  They  satisfy  an 
elegant  want  of  so  large  a  part  of  the  community  that  I  do  not 
think  they  can  be  suffered  to  drop,  and  I  sincerely  and  earnestly 
hope  you  may  get  satisfactory  terms  from  some  publisher  of 
capital  and  enterprise. 

"E.  L.  Rw 

"  Margate,  September  14,  1837. 
"  People  walk  about  here  in  white  shoes  and  enjoy  themselves 
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as  much  as  if  they  were  not  Englishmen.  I  lodge  over  a  library, 
and  hear  a  harp  nightly,  by  which  the  fashionable  world  is 
summoned  to  raffle  for  card-racks  and  work-boxes.  It  com- 
mences at  nine  and  twangs  on  till  eleven ;  at  twelve  I  am  in  the 
arms  of  Morpheus. 

"  An  innocent  life  enough,  very  odd  that  one  should  enjoy  it 
mais  tous  les  gouts  sont  respectables  !  Though  Margate  itself  be 
not  exactly  the  region  for  you  to  illumine,  I  cannot  help  thinking 
that  some  grand  solitary  villa  on  this  cheerful  coast  would  brace 
and  invigorate  you.  The  air  is  so  fine,  the  sands  so  smooth,  and 
there  is  so  much  variety  in  the  little  island. 

"I  have  been  reading  'Trevelyan;*  it  is  pretty  and  natural. 

How  is  le  beau  Eoi  Alfred?  I  can  fancy  him  on  the  Margate 
pier,  with  the  gaze  of  the  admiring  crowd  fixed  upon  him.  But 
he  would  be  nothing  without  white  shoes. 

"  I  am  now  going  to  stroll  along  the  sands,  and  tease  shrimps, 
which  abound  in  little  streamlets,  and  are  exceedingly  playful, 
considering  that  they  are  born  to  be  boiled. 

"E.  L.  B." 

"  Margate,  October  3rd,  1837. 

"  I  have  been  whiling  away  the  time  here,  with  nothing  much 

better  than  the  mere  enjoyment  of  a  smooth  sea  and  fair  sky, 

which  a  little  remind  me  of  my  beloved  Naples !     Margate  and 

Naples — what  association !     After  all,  a  very  little  could  suffice 

to  make  us  happy,  were  it  not  for  our  own  desires  to  be  happier 

still.     If  we  could  but  reduce  ourselves  to  mechanism,  we  could 

be  contented.     Certainly  I  think  as  we  grow  older,  we  grow  more 

cheerful,  externals  please  us  more,  and  were  it  not  for  those  dead 

passions  which  we  call  memories,  and    which  have  ghosts  no 

exorcism  can  lay,  we  might  walk  on  soberly  to  the  future,  and 

dispense  with  excitement  by  the  way.     If  we  cannot  stop  time, 

it  is  something  to  shoe  him  with  felt,  and  prevent  his  steps  from 

creaking. 

"E.  L.  B." 

"  Paris. 
"  This  place  seems  in  no  way  changed,  except  that  the  people 
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1  knew  have  grown  three  years  younger ;  the  ordinary  course  of 
progression  in  France, 

"'  Where  lips  at  seventy  still  shed  honey ;' 

and  even  as  much,  if  not  more,  honey  than  in  the  previous  years. 
The  politics  of  the  place  are  simply  these.  The  king,  by  setting 
each  party  against  the  other,  has  so  contrived  to  discredit  all,  as 
to  have  been  able  to  get  a  ministry  entirely  his  own,  and  without 
a  single  person  of  note  or  capacity  in  it  Ancient  jealousies 
were  for  awhile  strong  enough  to  prevent  the  great  men  who 
were  out  from  uniting  against  the  little  men  who  were  in.  But 
present  ambition  is  stronger  tfran  all  past  passions,  and  at  last  t 
league  is  formed  of  all  the  ci-devant  ministers  against  the  exist- 
ing ones. 

"  I  must  tell  you  a  bon  mcft  which  Madame  de  L told 

me.  *  Je  n'ai  pas  besoin  de  tant  de  rossignols  dans  ma  chambre,' 
said  the  king,  speaking  of  the  orators  he  despises.     *  Mais  votre 

Majestic,'  said  Monsieur , €  s*ils  ne  chantent  pas  ils  sifflent' 

"E.L.R* 

"  Cork.  [No  date.] 
"Certainly  they  ought  to  give  Lord  Durham  a  dinner  in 
London,  and  wherever  I  may  be  I  will  come  to  attend  it  But 
it  is  impossible  any  one  could  think  of  asking  me  to  preside  at 
it ;  there  are  a  thousand  more  worthy.  Mulgrave,  if  he  had  not 
been  in  office,  would  have  been  the  man ;  as  it  is,  I  think  Sir 
Henry  Parnell  would  be  the  best  They  ought  not  to  select  any 
city  or  metropolitan  member,  for  then  it  appears  too  exclusively 
local  and  commercial ;  and  Lord  Durham  should  carefully  avoid 
committing  himself  about  the  corn  laws,  or  against  the  agricul- 
tural interest  But  this  to  ourselves.  As  it  is,  he  ought  certainly 
to  have  the  dinner ;  and  it  matters  not  one  rush  whom  they  have 
for  president,  so  long  as  his  name  is  known ;  for  if  they  set  up 
a  man  of  straw  the  room  would  be  equally  crowded,  and  with 
people  equally  respectable.  Durham  has  written  his  horoscope 
in  people's  hearts — they  only  want  the  occasion  to  tell  him  of  hk 
destiny. 
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€s  P.S.  I  have  been  enchanted  with  the  upper  Lake  of  Killar- 
ney,  and  a  place  called  Glengariff ;  and  I  think  that  I  never  saw 
a  country  which  nature  more  meant  to  be  great  It  is  tho- 
roughly classical,  and  will  have  its  day  yet  But  man  must 
change  first 

"  E.  L.  B." 

"  January,  184U 
"  I  shrink  from  returning  to  London,  with  its  fever  and  strife. 
I  am  tired  of  the  stone  of  Sisyphus,  the  eternal  rolling  up  and 
the  eternal  rolling  down.  I  continue  to  bask  delighted  in  the 
light  of  Schiller.  A  new  great  poet  is  like  a  discovery  of  a  lost 
paradise.  It  reconciles  us  to  the  gliding  away  of  youth,  when 
we  think  that,  after  all,  the  best  pleasures  are  those  which  youth 
and  age  can  enjoy  alike — the  intellectual. 

"  Kind  love  to  D'Orsay,  and  best  regards  to  all  your  circle. 

"  E.  B.  L." 

[No  date.] 
"  It  is  a  sin  against  nature,  your  being  ill — like  a  frost  in 
summer.  /  am  used  to  it  Oh  I  i  saw  L.  E.  L.  to-day.  She 
avows  her  love  to  her  betrothed  frankly,  and  is  going  to  Africa, 
where  he  is  governor  of  a  fortress.  Is  not  that  grand  ?  It  is  on 
the  Gold  Coast,  and  his  duty  is  to  protect  black  people  from 
being  made  slaves.  The  whole  thing  is  a  romance  for  Lamar- 
tine.  Half  Paul  and  Virginia,  half  Inkle  and  Yarico.  Poor 
Miss  Landon !  I  do  like,  and  shall  miss  her.  But  she  will  be 
happier  than  in  writing,  which  seems  to  me  like  shooting  arrows 
and  never  hitting  the  right  mark,  but  now  and  then  putting  xmt 
one's  own  little  boy's  eyes.     Love  to  dear  D'Orsay. 

"E.  B.  L." 

[The  Water  Cure.] 

"  Malvern,  June,  1844. 
"  As  yet  I  can  say  nothing  certain  of  the  experiment  in  my 
own  case;  but  my  faith  is  confirmed  by  all  I  see  around  me, 
and  believe  this  to  be  the  safest  and  best  establishment     Cer- 
tainly it  would  be  unwise  to  try  it  near  London,  within  reach 
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of  its  annoyance  or  excitement,  for  the  stimulus  to  the  nerve  and 
brain  is  so  astonishing,  that  any  extra  demand  upon  either  most 
be  extremely  prejudicial. 

"  Fortunately  the  frame  accustoms  itself  to  the  practice ;  an  ex- 
traordinary and  child-like  calm  comes  over  us,  and  the  indisposi- 
tion to  mental  labour  is  most  strong  and  most  salutary. 

"  The  villas  about  here  for  those  who,  like  you,  could  not  re- 
side in  the  house  (where  there  is  little  accommodation),  are  beau- 
tiful, and  the  landscape  almost  equals  the  views  from  the  Simplon. 

"  Dr.  Wilson  considers  the  restoration  (effected  by  this  mode 
of  cure)  sure,  speedy,  and  permanent  Three  blessings  this  system 
gives  very  soon — sleep,  appetite,  and  a  capacity  for  vigorous  ex- 
ercise. 

«  E.  B.  L.w 

"  Grand  Parade,  Brighton,  November  22nd,  1844. 
"Literature  with  me  seems  dead  and  buried.     I  read  very 
little,  and  write  nought     I  find  stupidity  very  healthy. 


"  To  unite  as  we  do,  miracles  with  logic,  is  a  mistake.  As  I 
grow  older,  and  I  hope  wiser,  I  feel  how  little  reason  helps  us 
through  the  enigmas  of  this  world.  God  gave  us  imagination 
and  faith,  as  the  two  sole  instincts  of  the  future.  He  who  rea- 
sons where  he  should  imagine  and  believe — prefers  a  rush-light 
to  the  stars. 

"E.B.L" 

• 

"Malvern,  Saturday,  13th  April,  1845. 
"I  have  been  here  for  the  last  seven  weeks,  courting  the 
watery  gods ;  and  though  this  system  always  reduced  me  for  the 
time,  I  hope  to  get  the  re-action  I  did  before.  I  leave  on  Wed- 
nesday evening,  probably  travelling  all  night,  and  shall  be  in 
town  for  a  few  days.  My  water-doctor  is  coming  with  me,  prin- 
cipally to  see  the  opera  on  Thursday  and  Saturday.  He  is  ex- 
tremely desirous  to  obtain  a  presentation  to  you,  and  is  really  a 
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very  gentlemanlike,  intelligent  person,  and  worth  hearing  on  his 
own  system. 

"E.  B.  L." 

«  Rome,  February  12th,  1846. 
"  According  to  the  promise  yon  were  kind  enough  to  invite 
from  me,  I  write  to  you  from  my  wandering  camp,  amidst  the 
hosts  who  yearly  invade  la  belle  Italie.  I  performed  rather  a 
hurried  journey  to  Genoa,  and  suffered  more  than  I  had  antici- 
pated from  the  fatigue.  So  there  I  rested  and  sought  to  recruit ; 
the  weather  was  cold  and  stormy — only  at  Nice  had  I  caught  a 
glimpse  of  genial  sunshine.  With  much  misgiving,  I  committed 
myself  to  the  abhorred  powers  of  steam  at  Genoa,  and  ultimately 
re-found  about_two  thirds  of  my  dilapidated  self  at  Naples. 
There,  indeed,  the  air  was  soft,  and  the  sky  blue  ;  and  the 
luxurious  sea  slept  calmly  as  ever  round  those  enchanting 
shores,  and  in  the  arms  of  the  wondrous  bay.  But  the  old 
charms  of  novelty  are  gone.  The  climate,  though  enjoyable,  I 
found  most  trying,  changing  every  two  hours,  and  utterly  un- 
safe for  the  early  walks  of  a  water-patient,  or  the  moonlight 
rambles  of  a  romantic  traveller.  The  society  ruined  by  the 
English  and  a  bad  set  The  utter  absence  of  intellectual  occu- 
pation gave  me  the  spleen,  so  I  fled  from  the  balls,  and  the 
treacherous  smiles  of  the  climate,  and  travelled  by  slow  stages 
to  Rome,  with  some  longings  to  stay  at  Mola,  which  were  coun- 
teracted by  the  desire  to  read  the  newspapers,  and  learn  Peel's 
programme  for  destroying  his  friends  the  farmers.  The  only 
interesting  person,  by  the  way,  I  met  with  at  Naples,  was  the 
Count  of  Syracuse,  the  King's  brother ;  for  he  is  born  with  the 
curse  of  ability  (though  few  discover,  and  fewer  still  acknow- 
ledge it),  and  has  been  unfortunate  enough  to  cultivate  his 
mind,  in  a  country  and  in  a  rank  where  mind  has  no  career. 
Thus  he  is  in  reality  afflicted  with  the  ennui  which  fools  never 
know,  and  clever  men  only  dispel  by  active  exertions.  And  it 
was  melancholy  to  see  one  with  the  accomplishments  of  a  scholar, 
and  the  views  of  a  statesman,  fluttering  away  his  life  amongst 
idle  pursuits,  and  seeking  to  amuse  himself  by  billiards  and  fan- 
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squenet.  He  has  more  charming  manners  than  I  qver  met  in  a 
royal  person  except  Charles  the  Tenth,  with  a  dignity  that  only 
evinces  itself  by  sweetness.  He  reminded  me  of  Schiller's 
Prince,  in  the  *  Ghost  Seer.' 

"  And  so  I  am  at  Rome !  As  Naples  now  a  second  time  disap- 
pointed me,  so  Rome  (which  saddened  me  before)  revisited, 
grows  on  me  daily.  I  only  wish  it  were  not  the  Carnival,  which 
does  not  harmonize  with  the  true  charm  of  the  place,  its  atmo- 
sphere of  art  and  repose.  I  pass  my  time  quietly  enough,  with 
long  walks  in  the  morning  and  the  siesta  in  the  afternoon.  In 
the  evening  I  smoke  my  cigar  in  the  Forum,  or  on  the  Pinna* 
Hill,  guessing  where  Nero  lies  buried — Nero,  who,  in  spite  of 
his  crimes,  (probably  exaggerated),  has  left  so  gigantic  a  memory 
in  Rome  a  memory  that  meets  you  everywhere,  almost  the  only 
Emperor  the  people  recall.  He  must  have  had  force  and  genius, 
as  well  as  brilliancy  and  magnificence,  for  this  survival  And  he 
died  so  young. 

"  I  was  more  shocked  than  I  can  express  by  poor  G 's 

startling  fate.  It  haunted  and  preyed  on  me  for  many  days  and 
nights, 

"I  am  now  steering  homeward ;  this  stupendous  treachery  of 

's  recalls  my  political  fervour.     I  long  again  to  be  in  public 

life.  I  thought  the  old  illusions  were  dispelled ;  and  the  career 
of  a  politician  is  neither  elevating  nor  happy. 

"E.  B.  L" 

"  Lyons,  April  10th,  1846. 

"  I  expect  to  arrive  in  England  the  last  week  in  April  I  am 
much  struck  with  Lyons ;  there  are  few  cities  in  Italy  to  com- 
pare with  it,  in  effect  of  size,  opulence,  and  progress. 

"  But  Italy  has  improved  since  I  was  there  last  Life  is  more 
active  in  the  streets,  civilization  re-flowing  to  its  old  channels. 
Of  all  Italy,  however,  the  improvement  is  most  visible  in  Sar- 
dinia. There  the  foundations  of  a  great  State  are  being  sorely 
and  firmly  laid.  The  King,  himself,  approaches  to  a  great  mao, 
and  though  priest-ridden,  is  certainly  an  admirable  Governor  tad 
Monarch.     I  venture  to  predict,  that  Sardinia  will  become  the 
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leading  nation  of  Italy,  and  eventually  rise  to  a  first-rate  power 
in  Europe.  It  is  the  only  State  in  Italy  with  new  blood  in  its 
veins.  It  has  youth,  not, — old  age,  attempting  to  struggle  back 
into  vigour  into  Medea's  cauldron.* 

"  I  have  been  indolently  employing  myself,  partly  on  a  version 
of  a  Greek  play,  partly  on  a  novel,  anxious  to  keep  my 
mind  distracted  from  the  political  field,  which  is  closed  to  me. 
For,  without  violent  opinions  on  the  subject,  I  have  great  mis- 
givings as  to  the  effect  of  Peel's  measures  on  the  real  happiness 
and  safety  of  England,  and  regard  the  question  as  one  in  which 
political  economy — mere  mercantile  loss  and  gain,  has  least  to 
do.     High  social  considerations  are  bound  up  in  it ;  no  one  yet 

•  rhere  is  something  in  this  remarkable  passage,  in  a  letter  written  nine 
years  ago,  indicative  of  no  ordinary  powers  of  provision  in  matters  appertain- 
ing to  the  destinies  of  nations.  Walter  Savage  Landor,  in  a  recent  communi  • 
cation  in  the  "  Examiner,"  in  reference  to  some  article  published  in  that 
paper  of  the  3rd  of  February,  1855,  recommendatory  of  the  annexation  of 
Piedmont  to  the  territory  of  France,  makes  the  following  observations  : — 

"  I  had  hoped  that  the  times  were  over  when  any  people  could  be  trans- 
ferred and  bartered  like  a  herd  of  cattle. 

"  Savoy  is  the  little  latch-key  to  the  iron  gates  of  Italy.  Without  the 
assistance  of  France,  perhaps  even  without  her  consent,  Piedmont  will  pre- 
sently form  a  constituent  part  of  Lombardy.  You  appear  to  treat  Sardinia  as 
the  seat  of  sterility,  and  valuable  only  for  its  minerals;  now  I  believe  the 
minerals  there  to  be  comparatively  of  small  importance ;  but  I  know  that  in 
this  island  there  is  the  largest  and  richest  plain  of  any  island  in  Europe, 
perhaps  in  the  world.  Sardinia  contains  more  level  arable  land  even  than 
Sicily  itself,  and  renowned  for  its  fertility.     Horace  celebrates 

'  Sardinia?  segetes  feracis.' 
The  climate  may  never  have  been  highly  salubrious ;  but  population,  provided 
it  be  not  a  population  of  priests  and  friars,  will  render  it  greatly  more  so. 
Want  of  population  has  rendered  insalubrious  the  fertile  soil  of  Asia  Minor, 
which  in  another  century  may  contain  ten-fold  the  number  of  its  present 
inhabitants ;  Sardinia  can  well  support  five-fold. 

"  France  can  never  cede  nor  exchauge  her  citizens.  Conquer  she  can,  and 
will.  The  Rhine  must  eventually  be  hers  again,  and  within  your  lifetime. 
But  if  Sardinia  should  ever  form  a  part  of  her  dominions,  nothing  worth  tho 
expenditure  of  maintaining  will  be  left  to  England  in  the  Mediterranean  or 
the  Adriatic.  She  will  lie  upon  the  surface  of  those  seas  with  as  faded  colours 
as  a  dying  dolphin. 

"  Feb.  4."  "  Walter  Savage  Landor." 
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has  said  what  I  want  said  on  the  matter.  Nevertheless,  I  was 
much  delighted  with  Disraeli's  very  able,  and  indeed  remarkable, 
speech.  I  am  so  pleased  to  see  his  progress  in  the  House  which 
I  alone  predicted  the  night  of  his  first  failure.  I  suppose  Lord 
George  Bentinck  is  leading  the  agriculturists;  I  cannot  well 
judge  from  Galignani  with  what  success. 

"This  letter  has  remained  unfinished  till  to-day  the  13th, 
when  I  conclude  it  at  Joigny.  More  and  more  struck  with  the 
improvement  of  France,  as  I  pass  through  the  country  slowly. 
It  is  a  great  nation  indeed ;  and  to  my  mind,  the  most  disagree- 
able part  of  the  population,  and  the  part  least  improved,  is  at 
Paris. 

"  E.  B.  L." 


"  Knebworth,  December  24,  1846. 

"  I  am  extremely  grateful,  my  dearest  friend,  for  your  kind 
letter,  so  evidently  meant  to  encourage  me,  amidst  the  storm 
which  howls  around  my  little  boat.*  And,  indeed,  it  is  quite  a 
patch  of  blue  sky,  serene  and  cheering  through  the  very  angry 
atmosphere  which  greets  me  elsewhere.  I  view  it  as  an  omen, 
and  sure  I  am  at  least,  that  the  blue  sky  will  endure,  long  after 
the  last  blast  has  howled  itself  away. 

"  Perhaps,  in  some  respects,  it  is  fortunate  that  I  have  had  so 
little  favour  shown  to  me,  or  rather,  so  much  hostility,  in  my 
career.     If  I  had  once  been  greeted  with  the  general  kindness 

and  indulgent  smiles  that  have,  for  instance,  rewarded ,  I 

should  have  been  fearful  of  a  contrast  in  the  future,  and,  satisfied 
at  so  much  sunshine,  gathered  in  my  harvests  and  broken  up  my 
plough.  But  all  this  vituperation  goads  me  on.  Who  can  keep 
quiet  when  the  tarantula  bites  him  ? 

"  I  write  this  from  a  prison,  for  we  are  snowed  up  all  round ; 
and  to  my  mind,  the  country  is  dull  enough  in  the  winter,  without 
this  addition  to  its  sombre  repose.  But  I  shall  stay  as  long  as  I 
can,  for  this  is  the  time  when  the  poor  want  us  most 

'    «  e.  b.  hr 

•  The  allusion  here  is  to  the  poem  of  the  "  New  Timoo." 
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[No  date]. 

"  I  cannot  disguise  from  j  ou  that  I  have  strong  objections  in 
writing  for  an  annual,  of  which  a  principal  is,  that  in  writing  fdr 
one,  I  am  immediately  entangled  by  others,  who,  less  kind  than 
you,  conceive  a  refusal  unto  them,  when  not  given  to  all,  is  a 
special  and  deadly  offence. 

"  Another  objection  is  that  unless  you  edit  a  work  of  that 
nature,  you  have  all  sorts  of  grievous  remonstrances  from  your 
publishers,  or  friends,  assuring  you  that  you  cheapen  your  name, 
and  Lord  knows  what?  And,  therefore,  knowing  that  you 
greatly  exaggerate  the  value  of  my  assistance,  I  could  have 
wished  to  be  a  reader  of  your  *  Book  of  Beauty,'  rather  than  a 
contributor.  But  the  moment  you  seriously  ask  me  to  aid  you, 
and  gravely  convince  yourself  that  I  can  be  of  service,  all  ob- 
jection vanishes.  I  owe  to  you  a  constant,  a  generous,  a  for- 
bearing kindness,  which  nothing  can  repay;  but  which  it 
delights  me  to  prove  I  can  at  least  remember.  And  consequently 
you  will  enrol  me  at  once  amongst  your  ministering  genii  of  the 
lamp. 

"  You  gave  me  my  choice  of  verse  or  prose, — I  should  prefer 
the  first ;  but  consider  well  whether  it  would  be  of  equal  service 
to  you.  That  is  my  sole  object,  and  whichever  the  most  con- 
duces to  it,  will  be  to  me  the  most  agreeable  means.  You  can 
therefore  consider,  and  let  me  know,  and  lastly,  pray  give  me  all 
the  time  you  can  spare. 

€€  To  prove  to  you  that  I  am  a  mercenary  ally,  let  me  name  my 
reward.  Will  you  give  me  one  of  the  engravings  of  yourself  in 
the  c  Book  of  Beauty.'  It  does  not  do  you  justice,  it  is  true,  but 
I  should  like  to  number  it  among  those  mementos  which  we  keep 
by  us  as  symbols  at  once  of  reality  and  the  ideal.  Alas  !  all  in- 
spiration dies  except  that  of  beauty. 

"E.  B.  L." 

"  Craven  Cottage,  Fulham  [No  date]. 
"  It  was  most  kind  in  you  to  think  of  my  misfortune,*  and  to 
offer  to  my  ark  so  charming  a  resting-place.     I  heard  with  sincere 
gratitude  of  your  visit  this  morning.     The  Thames  has  been 

•  An  inundation  of  the  Thames. 
VOL  II.  n  H 


466        LETTERS   FROM   SIR    EDWARD   BULWER    LYTTON 

pleased  to  retire  to  his  own  bed  to-day,  and  has  therefore  left  me 
less  in  fear  from  an  invasion  of  mine.  Though  fond  of  philosophy 
I  cannot  say  that  I  am  much  pleased  with  these  last  'Diversion* 
of  Pearly'  However,  I  have  escaped  better  than  I  could  have 
anticipated,  and  as  I  am  informed  the  Thames  never  did  such  a 
thing  before,  in  the  memory  of  this  generation,  I  have  the  comfort 
of  believing  that  an  inundation  is  like  the  measles  and  smallpox — 
a  visitation  once,  happily  over,  to  be  classed  among  those 
memories  of  the  past,  which  are  only  revived  in  the  persons  of 
our  posterity.  At  present  I  am  making  an  embankment  that  I 
think  will  baffle  the  river  gods  in  any  ulterior  malicious  designs 
upon  their  unfortunate  neighbour. 

"  Like  the  escaping  mariner  of  old,  I  hope  soon  to  render  my 
homage  to  a  shrine  where  abide  the  tutelary  powers  whom  we 
call  the  '  Graces,'  in  prosperity,  and  by  the  fairer  name  of  the 
*  Charities,'  in  distress. 

"E.  R  L." 

"January  25th,  1849. 
"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  my  dearest  friend,  for  your 
kind  and  gracious  reception  of  '  King  Arthur.'  It  contains  so 
much  of  my  more  spiritual  self — that  it  is  more  than  the  mere 
author's  vanity,  it  is  the  human  being's  self-love  that  is  gratified 
by  your  praise.  It  is  to  a  hard,  practical,  prosaic  world  that  the 
fairy  king  returns,  after  his  long  sojourn  on  the  oblivious  lake, 
and  if  he  may  yet  find  some  pale  reflexion  of  his  former  reign, 
it  will  take  long  years  before  the  incredulous  will  own  that  he  is 
no  impostor.  "  E.  B.  L." 

"ONE  OF  THE  CROWD." 

[Z?y  Sir  Edtcard  Bulwer  Lyttoru] 

AN     EPISTLE     FROM     PABIS,     TO     THE     COUNTESS  -pF     BLES8IN0T0S, 
JANUARY  1,  1836. 

Referred  to  in  a  letter  dated  5th  January,  1836. 
Behind  me  sorrow,  and  before  me  strife, 
What  sudden  smoothness  lulls  the  waves  of  life  ? 
Hemm'd  by  the  gloom  that  shadows  either  side, 
One  track  the  moon-beams  from  the  dark  divide. 
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Never  for  him  whose  youth  in  haunted  dells 
Heard,  tho'  far  off,  Corycian  oracles, 
Whtm  the  still  Nine  made  dreamer  at  his  birth, 
Can  the  soft  magic  all  forsake  the  earth. 
Tho'  on  the  willow  hangs  his  silent  lute, 
Tho'  song's  wild  passion  lies  subdued  and  mute, 
Still  for  the  charm  revealing  heaven  he  sighs, 
And  feels  the  poet  which  his  life  belies. 

Here  where  the  wheels  of  wild  contenders  roll, 

And  one  vast  dust-cloud  hides  from  each  the  goal, 

Where  gusts  of  passion  mock  all  guiding  laws, 

And  sport  alike  with  forest-kings  and  straws, 

Apart  and  lone  amid  the  millions  round, 

I  hear  the  uproar  and  survey  the  ground, 

And  for  one  hour,  spectator  of  the  time, 

Affect  the  sage,  and  would  be  wise  in  rhyme. 

What  change,  since  first  my  boyhood's  careless  glance 

Rov'd  her  gay  haunts,  has  dimm'd  the  smile  of  France  ? 

Where  are  the  bland  address,  the  happy  ease, 

The  minor  morals  of  the  wish  to  please  ? 

These,  the  fair  magic  of  the  mien,  no  more 

Deck  the  fierce  natures  which  they  masked  of  yore. 

Enter  yon  shop,  whose  wares  arrest  your  eye, 

The  smileless  trader  bullies  you  to  buy : 

At  Cafes  scarce  the  blunt,  bluff  garcons  stir ; 

All  now  are  equal,  you're  no  longer — Sir ! 

While,  if  thro'  streams  of  mud  miscall'd  a  street 

You  wend  your  way,  what  swaggering  shapes  you  meet 

Grim,  lowering,  wild,  along  the  gay  Boulevard, 

Sweep  hordes  of  dandies  bearded  like  the  pard ; 

And,  as  each  step  the  herds  unyielding  bar, 

Puff  in  your  loathing  face  the  rank  cigar  I 

If  haply  creeping  by  the  cleaner  wall, 

Some  tiptoed  damsel  meet  the  whiskered  Gaul, 

He  stalks  the  trottoir  with  a  Sultan's  air, 

Peers  thro'  the  veil  and  revels  in  the  stare: 

H   II   2 
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The  wall  on  this  side,  and  on  that  the  mud, 
Behold  the  weaker  vessel  in  the  flood  !* 

The  change  displeases !  let  it  not  amaze, 
Behold  the  fruit  of  the  "  Three  Glorious  Day$." 
Well,  freedom  won, — let  freedom  pardoned  be 
For  rugged  manhood, — Sons  of  Hampden — Free  ! 
The  people  triumphed, — what  do  they  possess  ? 
A  venal  Chamber  and  a  shackled  Press ! 
On  the  scar'd  ear  of  earth  for  this  alone 
Crash'd  the  great  ruins  of  the  Bourbon  throne. 
All  France  herself  one  standing  army  made, 
All  freedom  fettered,  to  the  fears  of  trade  If 

All !  nay,  deny  not  some  substantial  gain ; 
Such  patriot  blood  has  not  been  spilt  in  vain. 
Flags  of  three  hues  instead  of  one  are  reared — 
Jean  gains  no  vote,  but  once  he  wore  no  beard. 
Sick  of  these  tricks  of  state,  which  seem  to  dim 
The  stars  of  empire  for  a  madman's  whim — 

These  fools  that  take  a  riot  for  reform, 

And  furl  the  sail  which  bore  them  thro'  the  storm — 

Turn  we  from  men  to  books  ? — no  more,  alas ! 

Wit's  easy  diamond  cuts  the  truthful  glass ; 

The  pointed  maxim — the  Horatian  style, 

That  won  the  heart  to  wisdom  with  a  smile, 

Are  out  of  date — the  Muses  clad  in  black, 

See  language  stretch'd  in  torture  on  the  rack. 

Sense  flies  from  sadness,  when  so  very  sad, 

And  what  burlesque  like  gravity  run  mad? 

•  The  rudeness  in  manner  which  characterized  the  Parisians  at  the  date  referred  to 
in  the  text,  waa  too  ungenial  to  the  natural  character  of  the  popu'atkm  to  last  long;  it 
waa  consistent  only  with  the  mock  freedom  which  for  a  time  deluded  the  French  people, 
under  the  reign  of  Louis  Philippe. — E.B.L. 

f  It  is  the  grossest  injustice  to  call  Louis  Philippe  a  tyrant  He  U  the  representa- 
tive of  the  fears  of  the  Bourgeoisie !  By  their  favour  he  rose,  by  their  interest*  be 
go.  ems,  and  by  their  indifference  he  may  yet  fall — E.B.L. 
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An  author  took  his  fiction  to  the  trade, 
Mournful  the  theme,  from  love  and  murder  made. 
"  Sir,"  quoth  the  bookwife,  "  this  is  somewhat  cold ; 
Man  loves  a  maid  and  slays  her ;  sad  but  old ! 
We  want  invention !  make  the  man  an  ape, 
Some  mighty  spirit  in  a  monkey  shape. 
Picture  what  scenes  1  the  subject  could  not  fail, 
A  soul  divine  made  desperate  by — a  tail !" 

Invent  some  monster — some  unheard-of  crime, 
And  this  is  "  nature" — "  this,  the  true  sublime  F 
The  same  in  books  as  action,  still  they  make 
The  mightiest  clamour  for  the  smallest  stake. 
Each  frigid  thought  in  streams  of  fury  flows, 
And  tritest  dialogue  raves  with  "  ahs  and  ohs." 

Yet  these  the  race — these  sucklings  of  romance, 
That  sneer  at  all,  that  gave  her  fame  to  France, 
That  hoot,  the  screech  owls,  from  their  perch  obscene, 
Thy  sun  Corneille,  thy  starry  pomp,  Racine! 
*  *  *  *  prates  of  Rousseau  with  a  patron's  air, 
But  pigmy  *  *  *  *  scoffs  at  great  Voltaire ! 
Eno'  of  these — in  quiet  let  them  lie, 
Peace  to  their  ashes,  while  we  speak  they  die ! 
I  grant  to  *  *  *  *  all  that  art  can  do, 
For  schools  that  style  the  "  extravagant"  "  the  true." 
And  duped  to  bogs,  by  their  divining  rod, 
Dig  for  the  natural  where  they  find  the  odd.* 
I  grant  Alphonso  can  at  moments  touch, 
Tho'  not  to  tears,  he  whines  himself  too  much. 
His  pathos  pranks  it  with  a  parson's  air, 
A  drop  of  Byron,  to  a  quart  of  Blair ! 
I  grant  that  Rent's  high  soul'd  author  knows, 
To  paint  the  lily  and  perfume  the  rose. 
A  gorgeous  troop  of  glittering  words  to  raise, 
m  And  stalk  to  fame  in  all  the  pomp  of  phrase. 

•  See  Victor  Hugo's  preface  to  Cromwell,  in  which  we  are  assured  that  the  true  spirit 
of  poetry  lies  in  the  grotesque. 
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But  at  the  best,  in  him  we  can  but  hail 

A  he  Corinna,  or  a  she  De  Stael ! 

Tet  these,  whate'er  their  light,  are  on  the  wane, 

Too  wild  for  Europe,  but  for  France  too  plain. 

Romance  and  horror,  now  are  out  of  fashion, 

Balzac  has  made  philosophy  the  passion ! 

And  all  the  town, — sweet  innocent  ?  endures 

Are  two-sex'd  seraphs,  " darts  immense*  malheurs" 

Relieved,  we  hasten  from  these  frenzies  fine,* 

This  whirl  of  words — these  nightmares  of  the  Nine, 

To  own  that  France  with  pride  may  point  to  all 

Beranger's  verse,  and  half  the  prose  of  Paul.f 

What  then !     I  hear  some  sombre  critic  say — 

The  grave  offends  you,  you  prefer  the  gay. 

No !  give  the  cypress  or  the  rose  its  hue, 

I  like  them  both,  but  I  must  have  the  true. 

Your  gay  is  natural,  and  your  grave  is  forced, 

What  stuff  like  sentiment  from  sense  divorced  ? 

Back  from  the  things  without,  my  soul  recedes — 

How  daily  more  on  self  the  reason  feeds? 

As  years  creep  o'er  us,  less  and  less  we  note 

The  toy  and  rattle  from  our  reach  remote : 

Less  we  observe,  and  more  remember !  Man — 

The  one  same,  endless  marvel  that  we  scan  : 

But  to  the  stranger  heart  incurious  grown, 

We  centre  all  our  study  on  our  own. 

Ah  !  first  when  youth  ran  high,  and,  sparkling  up 

Life's  very  foam  could  overflow  the  cup, 

When  the  heart's  ocean,  bright  with  April  skies, 

Glass'd  every  glance  from  woman's  starry  eyes, 

When  foe  or  friend  alike  was  blithely  made,  • 

And  all  the  thought  could  prompt,  the  act  obey'd ; 

•  See  the  •«  Seraphitas,"  of  M.  de  Balzac, 

f  Paul  Courier.  The  author,  in  allowing  these  lines  upon  the  French  writer*  to 
remain,  thinki  it  right  to  say,  that  in  the  spirit  of  a  juster  and  maturer  criticism,  k» 
shoud,  were  he  writing  on  the  same  subject  now,  qualify,  though  not  wholly  withdr»*. 
the  blame,  and  accord  due  praise  to  the  unquestionable  genius,  which,  if  h  does  vol 
redeem  all  faults,  defies  and  survives  all  depreciation.     (18M).— E.  B.  U 
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When  earth  was  new,  and  life  unpall'd  could  give 
Each  hour  a  something  to  the  next  to  live ; 
When  ev'n  in  trifles,  thought  could  truth  discern, 
And  pleasure  taught  philosophy  to  learn ; — 
Then,  first  these  scenes  I  rov'd  delighted  o'er, 
Chang'd  are  the  scenes,  the  visitant  much  more ! 
Man  and  his  motives  grown  a  well-read  book, 
The  jaded  task  fatigues  the  languid  look, 
Foes  cannot  rouse,  new  friends  can  but  presume, 
Life's  wrinkled  cheek  hath  lost  its  heavenly  bloom ; 
And  half  in  sorrow,  half  in  scorn,  I  see 
That  change  on  earth,  which  is  but  change  in  me ! 
Dull  trash  this  world ! — I  lay  it  on  the  shelf, 
Come  my  own  heart — none  reads  too  oft  himself! 

Can  all  the  stars  this  outward  earth  illume  ? 

E'en  day  itself  leaves  half  our  orb  in  gloom, 

But  one  lone  lamp  lights  up  the  spirit's  vault, 

The  egotist  hath  wisdom  in  his  fault 

When  grief  or  thought  the  burdened  soul  oppress, 

It  is  a  sweet  religion — ■ — to  confess  I. 

To  the  charm'd  ear  of  Poesy — the  Priest, 

We  pour  our  sighs,  and  quit  the  shrine  released. 

For  who  can  bare  to  mortal  eye  the  soul  ? 

This  is  the  true  confessional, — the  scroll ! 

Here  in  our  art  we  find  a  strange  relief, 

And  in  revealing  half  forget  our  grief. 

Blame  not  communion  with  ourselves,  it  grows 

Not  from  the  wish  to  nurse  but  vent  our  woes, 

And  he  who  makes  a  mirror  of  his  mind 

Does  but  condense  the  likeness  of  mankind. 

Still  young  in  years,  my  heart  hath  run  through  most 

That  youth  desires  to  feel,  and  age  to  boast; 

Enough  of  fortune,  and  of  gentle  birth, 

To  share  the  sabbaths,  as  the  toils  of  earth ; 

Enough  of  health  and  hardihood  to  call 

Each  man  my  mate,  and  feel  at  home  with  all ; 
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Life's  various  shades  it  has  been  mine  to  view, 
Till  the  wide  pallet  proffers  nought  of  new. 
Art  and  ambition,  eulogy  and  blame, 
Excite  no  longer : — I  have  gained  a  name : 
The  name  once  made,  our  toils  can  scarce  exalt 
One  merit  granted, — or  atone  one  fault 
And,  oh !  how  still  the  censure  and  the  praise, 
(For  both  make  fame)  our  own  tormentors  raise ; 
First  we  enjoy,  and  afterwards  endure, 
Ache  at  the  glare  and  sigh  to  be  obscure. 

What  then,  is  life  so  dark  a  web,  whose  white 
The  fates  unravel  as  we  near  the  night? 
Springs  like  the  banyan,  every  high  desire 
To  bend  once  more,  and  mingle  with  the  mire  ? 
It  is  in  vain,  as  up  the  steep  we  wind, 
That  each  firm  step  some  folly  leaves  behind  ? 
It  is  in  vain  we  pierce  the  secret  maze, 
u  And  scorn  delight,  and  love  laborious  days  ?" 
No,  for  the  while  the  prospect  fades  below, 
Near  and  more  near  the  heavens,  before  us  glow, 
Like  Chaldee's  seers,*  our  starry  lore  takes  birth 
Where  most  the,  dearer  monotony  of  earth ; 
Around,  all  tame, — above  we  raise  the  scope, 
Ancl  learn  the  vast  astrology  of  Hope. 
Tis  worth  a  youth  of  suffering,  care,  and  strife, 
To  win  some  spot  beyond  the  storms  of  life ; 
A  cell  unseen — where  Thought — a  hermit  grown, 
Sits  musing  o'er  the  perils  it  hath  known ; 
And — (faintly  heard  without  the  tempest's  roar) 
Trims  the  soul's  lamp,  and  cons  some  sacred  lore. 
And  if  no  more  on  passion's  streams  we  waft 
The  laughing  Chrishna  on  his  lotos  raft,f 

•  It  w.»s  the  vast  flatness  of  the  Chaldean  soil  that  conduced  to,  and  favoured  their 
astr  nomical  science. 

f  The  Indian  Ood  of  Love  is  represented  as  floating  on  the  lotos  leaf  down  tfct 
Ganges ;  and  offerings  on  lotos  leaves  are  yearly  sent  to  drift  down  the  river.— E.  B.  L. 
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Heav'd  by  each  wave,  and  woo'd  by  every  wind, 
Life  leaves  not  all  its  softer  gods  behind ; 
Our  buried  youth,  rays  never  quenched  illume ; 
And  love's  lone  watchlight  burns  in  fancy's  tomb. 
Better  we  prize,  as  lighter  gains  depart, 
That  mine  of  wealth — the  treasure  of  a  heart. 
And  feel  we  know  not,  till  around  us  sweeps, 
Day  after  day,  the  darkness  of  the  deeps, 
Till  the  false  raven  that  from  death  we  bore, 
Left  us  in  peril,  and  returned  no  more ; 
How  blest  the  olive  of  the  welcome  Dove, 
And  what  new  worlds  are  promised  us  by  love ! 

Thus  at  the  worst,  experience  is  not  gloom, 
And  golden  fruits  replace  the  purple  bloom : 
And  oft,  methinks,  that  as  we  grow  more  wise, 
We  fit  our  souls  for  ends  beyond  the  skies ; 
For  Heaven — the  vulgar  scarcely  paint  aright, 
As  some  inactive  torpor  of  delight, 
Where  thought's  high  travail  we  for  aye  dismiss, 
Lull'd  in  the  Sybarite's  indolence  of  bliss. 

Nobler,  be  sure,  our  nature  and  our  doom ! 
Each  gain  we  make  we  bear  beyond  the  tomb. 
Just  as  our  spirits  may  exalt  us  here, 
Trained  to  high  purpose  in  a  holier  sphere ; 
Proceeding  on  from  link  to  link,  until 
We  serve  the  word,  but  comprehend  the  will. 
No  longer  blinded  to  the  part  we  play, 
Benighted  wanderers  yearning  for  the  day, 
Each  step  before  us  blackness, — life  and  death — 
Joy — grief — the  glaciers  hanging  on  a  breath ; 
Slaves  to  the  Present's  wheel  revolving,  bound, 
Now  whirl'd  aloft — now  dash'd  upon  the  ground ; 

Self  to  itself  a  riddle ; all  unknown 

Whither  we  tend  or  wherefore  we  should  groan  ; 

But  by  the  struggles  of  our  mind  below 

To  guess  at  knowledge,  trained  at  last — to  know. 
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The  end  august  ordained  to  oar  survey, 
Where  once  we  groaned,  we  glory,  to  obey, 
And — lost  all  leaven  of  the  earth  we  trod, 
Endue  the  Seraph  as  we  near  the  God ! 

Can  the  same  joys  reward,  or  doom  await 

Mind's  various  ranks  in  Heaven's  mysterious  state? 

What  dungeon  star  could  fetter,  cheek  by  jowl, 

Some  Lord's  dull  spark,  and  Shakespeare's  sunlike  soul  ? 

Say,  cans't  thou  guess  what  mighty  tasks  await 

The  Bard's  freed  spirit  at  the  Eternal  Gate  ? 

Reserved  (how  know'st  thou)  when  from  clay  redeemed, 

To  rule  the  worlds  of  which  it  here  but  dreamed. 

From  power  to  power,  from  light  to  light  ascend — 

Take  death  from  genius — where  can  genius  end  ? 

Accept  the  doctrine — and  no  more  surprise, 
In  fate  or  soul,  man's  stern  disparities. 
No  more  we  sigh  to  ask  why  genius  wears 
Proud  hearts  away  "  in  crosses  and  in  cares." 
Why  the  same  fates  that  Sidney's  murderer  raise, 
Bring  Milton  "  darkness  and  the  evil  days." 
Why  Dante  from  La  Scala's  board  is  fed, 
And  Otway  chokes  with  the  unwonted  bread : 
No  more  we  wonder,  when  across  the  night 
Some  meteor  spirit  casts  a  moment's  light ; 
And  seems — as  darkness  closes  round  the  sky — 
Born  but  to  blaze,  to  startle,  and  to  die. 
Look  but  to  earth,  and  bootless  we  might  call 
Iskander's  rise,  or  bright  RienzTs  fall ; 
When  Brutus  found  the  virtue  he  adored, 
At  length  a  name — and  perish'd  on  his  sword, 
In  vain  for  Rome  did  her  great  Roman  bleed, 
The  wasted  drops  brought  forth  no  dragon  seed. 
How  oft,  through  life,  we  meet  with  souls  whose  fire 
But  lit  the  shrine  of  one  diyine  desire. 
In  vain  they  panted,  struggled,  toil'd,  and  wrought, 
The  monomaniacs  of  some  god-like  thought 
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How  many  martyrs  to  mankind,  whose  name 

Died  with  their  dust — uncanonized  by  fame! 

But  if  a  stern  philosopher  be  Fate, 

That  schools  us  harshly  at  life's  outer  gate, 

Before  (the  dark  noviciate  o'er)  we  win 

The  master-science  of  the  shrine  within, 

If  Heaven  be  not  the  rest  to  our  career, 

But  its  new  field; — then  life  at  once  is  clear. 

Then  solv'd  the  riddle. — We  in  vain  for  earth 

May  toil  and  strive — Heaven  claims  us  from  our  birth  ; 

And  every  toil  but  nerves  the  soul  to  climb 

Alp  upon  Alp  beyond  the  walls  of  Time ! 

For  if  ev'n  matter,  if  the  meanest  clod, 

Knows  nought  of  waste,  in  the  vast  schemes  of  God ; 

How  much  more  wanted  to  the  wondrous  whole, 

Each  spark  of  thought — each  monad  of  the  soul ! 

By  one  great  nature's  toil  all  space  may  gain, 

And  worlds  attest — "  man  ne'er  aspires  in  vain  /" 

Never,  O  earth,  for  merely  human  ends. 

Heaven  to  thy  orb,  some  rarer  spirit  sends. 

On  Plato's  soul  did  day  celestial  break, 

That  boys  thro'  Phaedo  might  arrive  at  Greek  ? 

Was  godlike  Pericles  but  born  to  rule 

The  smooth  Orbilius  of  a  brawling  school, 

To  curb  or  fawn  upon  the  riot  throng, 

To  build  a  shrine,  or  patronize  a  song  ? 

No ! — here  we  read  the  first  leaf  of  die  scroll, 

To  guess  the  end  we  must  peruse  the  whole ; 

No — though  the  curtain  fall,  you  judgment  stay, 

Twas  but  the  prologue  I     Now  begins  the  play ! 

And  ere  you  ask  what  some  score  lives  may  mean, 

Death,  raise  the  curtain !  Heaven,  present  the  scene ! 

#  *  * 

#  *  * 

#  #  • 

In  youth  "  we  babbled  of  green  fields" — the  pure 
Air — where  the  muse  might  court  "  la  belle  nature" 
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And  ask'd,  in  Harold's  hollow  prayer,  to  dwell 
With  our  lone  fancies,  by  the  flood  and  fell ! 
But,  now,  old  Berkeley's  true  disciples  grown, 
Our  sense  and  soul  make  all  the  world  we  own. 
What  boots  it  that  yon  moonlight  casts  its  glow 
O'er  grave  fiacres  freezing  in  a  row, 
Or  the  long  wall  beside  whose  jealous  gate, 
Th'  unenvied  sentry  holds  his  silent  state  ? 
What  matters  where  the  outward  scene  may  be  ? 
Earth  has  no  Eden  which  we  may  not  see ! 
Waves  Thought  his  wand — and  lo  !  before  my  eyes 
Heaves  the  soft  lake,  or  bend  the  purple  skies, 
Or  summer  shines  upon  that  quiet  shade 
Where  Love,  sad  altars  to  Remembrance  made, 
Where  its  wild  course  the  heart  to  ruin  ran, 
And  youth  grew  rich  by  usury  on  the  man ! 
Let  Syntax  Pilgrims  rove  from  clime  to  clime, 
And  hunt  o'er  earth  the  beauteous  and  sublime. 
Fools !  not  on  Jura's  giant  heights  they  grow, 
Nor  found,  like  weeds,  where  Leman  winds  below ! 
Where  the  Faun  laughs  thro'  vines,  they  are  not  hid, 
Nor  mummied  up  in  Memphian  pyramid. 
Dig  where  you  will,  how  fruitless  is  your  toil ! 
Are  thoughts  and  dreams  the  minerals  of  the  soil  ? 
Within  our  souls  the  real  landscape  lies, 
There,  rise  our  Alps — there,  smile  our  southern  skies ; 
There,  winds  the  true  Ilyssus,  by  whose  stream 
We  cull  the  hyacinth,  and  invite  the  dream ; 
Revive  the  legend  and  the  truth  of  old, 
"  Live  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  we  behold." 
The  New  Year's  Eve ! — Night  wanes ;  more  near  and  near 
Creeps  o'er  the  breathless  world  the  coming  year ! 
Lo !  what  full  incense  of  the  hope  and  prayer, 
.  Ascends  from  earth  to  earth's  appointed  heir ! 
With  tearless  eyes  we  see  the  dark  hours  fling 
In  Time's  vast  vault  the  old  discrowned  King, 
Hail  to  the  Son  ! — Alas  !  with  prayers  as  vain 
Men  asked  all  blessings  from  the  Father's  reign. 


SIR    HENRY   BULWER.  477 

Still  the  soul's  faith  Hope's  rising  sun  invites, 
We  fawn  on  fate — the  future's  parasites ! 
For  me,  at  least,  the  courtier  creed  is  o'er 
And  wise  experience  whispers  "  wish  no  more !" 
Life  hath  no  compass ; — thro'  the  dark  we  sail, 
Float  passive  on,  and  leave  to  God  the  gale ; 
Come  calm  or  storm,  at  least  no  power  beside 
Can  yield  the  haven,  or  appease  the  tide ! 

E.  L.  B. 

In  a  letter  addressed  to  Lady  Blessing  ton  by  E.  L. 
Bulwer,  from  Paris,  dated  1st  of  January,  1836,  the  fore- 
going poetical  epistle  was  enclosed,  which,  though  of  an 
earlier  date  than  several  other  letters  of  his,  has  been 
placed  at  the  end  of  this  correspondence,  with  the  view  of 
drawing  more  particular  attention  to  it. 

SIR  HENRY  BULWER,  G.C.B. 

Henry  Bulwer,  the  elder  brother  of  Sir  Edward  Bulwer 
Lytton,  and  second  son  of  W.  E.  Bulwer,  Esq.,  was  born  in 
1803  or  1804. 

Studious  and  reserved  in  early  years,  he  entered  on  the 
active  business  of  life,  prepared  by  his  habits  to  surmount 
obstacles,  and  to  bring  to  grave  matters  of  inquiry,  sedate- 
ness  of  mind,  solid  information,  and  a  perfect  knowledge 
of  their  bearings  on  all  important  subjects  of  public 
interest. 

He  entered  parliament  in  1830,  as  representative  of 
Wilton.  In  1831  and  1832  he  represented  Coventry,  and 
from  1834  till  1837,  Marylebone.  Politics,  however,  did 
not  engross  all  his  attention. 

The  great  works  of  this  gentleman  are,  "  The  Monarchy 
of  the  Middle  Classes,"  which  appeared  in  1834,  and 
"  France ;  Social,  Literary,  and  Political,"  published  in  4 
vols,  in  1836.  In  accurate  statistical  information,  philo- 
sophical views,  perspicuity  in  dealing  with  very  extensive 
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official  returns  and  reports,  and  making  a  minute  analysis 
of  the  civil  and  military  administrations  of  France,  no  pub- 
lication of  modern  times  that  treats  of  that  country  bears 
any  comparison  with  the  work  of  Henry  Bulwer.  With  all 
the  evident  marks  of  genius  in  his  productions,  there  are 
indications  also  of  nervous  irritability  in  his  writings, 
of  some  of  the  peculiarities  of  valetudinarianism,  and 
of  eccentricity,  manifested  in  inequalities  of  style,  occa- 
sional vagueness,  and  a  frequent  falling-off  in  the  vigour 
and  originality  of  the  writer.  A  small  work  of  his,  giving 
an  account  of  his  travels  in  Greece,  "  An  Autumn  in 
Greece,"  was  published  previously  to  the  works  above  men- 
tioned.* 

He  has  contributed  much  to  reviews,  magazines,  and  an- 
nuals, and  one  of  his  earliest  productions,  a  "  Life  of  Lord 
Byron,"  prefixed  to  the  Paris  edition  of  the  poet's  works  in 
English,  exhibited  a  great  deal  of  tact  and  literary  talent 

He  served  in  the  Second  Life  Guards,  was  attached  to 
the  mission  at  Berlin  in  August,  1827;  to  the  embassy  at 
Vienna  in  1829,  at  the  Hague  in  1830,  in  Paris  in  1832; 
was  appointed  Secretary  of  Legation  at  Brussels,  in  1835; 
was  Charge  <T Affairs  there  in  1835  and  1836;  Secretary 
of  Embassy  at  Constantinople  in  1837;  at  St  Peters- 
burgh,  1838;  at  Paris,  June,  1839;  was  for  some  time 
Minister  Plenipotentiary  in  1839,  1840,  and  1841;  was 
appointed  Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Minister  Plenipoten- 
tiary at  Madrid,  June,  1843,  which  post  he  continued  to 
hold  till  the  rupture  of  diplomatic  relations  between  Eng- 
land and  Spain  in  1848;  was  made  a  Privy  Councillor  in 
1845,  and  a  K.C.B.  in  1848.     Sir  Henry  Bulwer  was 

•  Since  the  preceding  portion  of  this  roluroe  went  to  press,  I  have  ascertained  that 
there  were  two  Paris  editions  of  Byron's  Poems,  and  that  in  the  edition  of  Byn»*» 
works,  with  the  Life  of  the  Poet,  by  Bulwer,  prefixed  to  it,  the  stanzas  of  Byron*  - 
inserted  in  this  volume— were  published,  which  began  with  the  line— 
"  I  heard  thy  fate  without  a  tear." 
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appointed  Minister  Plenipotentiary  at  Washington  in  1849 ; 
made  a  G.C.B  in  1851;  and  was  transferred  to  Florence 
in  the  same  capacity  in  January,  1852,  and  was  accredited 
to  the  courts  of  Modena  and  Parma.* 
f  In  his  various  embassies,  Sir  Henry  Bulwer  has  per- 
formed his  high  duties  with  firmness,  decision,  manliness 
of  character,  and  signal  ability,  without  making  any  un- 
necessary display  of  those  qualities ;  but,  on  the  contrary, 
making  natural  amenity,  quietude  of  manner,  and  amia- 
bility of  disposition,  apparently  his  most  remarkable  cha- 
racteristics. In  1848,  when  the  soldier-statesman,  Narvaez, 
was  in  power,  during  the  intrigues  of  some  of  the  foreign 
embassies  in  Spain,  and  commotions  occasioned  by  them, 
Sir  H.  Bulwer  had  frequent  remonstrances  to  address  to 
the  Spanish  ministers  from  his  government;  and  his  firm- 
ness and  efficiency  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties,  gave  such 
offence  to  the  arbitrary  sword-law  despot,  then  at  the  head 
of  affairs  in  Spain,  that  he  ordered  the  British  minister  to 
quit  Madrid,  on  pretence  of  interference  in  plots  and  con- 
spiracies against  the  government.  For  two  years,  the 
office  of  British  minister  at  Madrid  was  left  vacant.  This 
violent  proceeding  of  Narvaez  was  atoned  for  subsequently 
by  an  amende  honorable,  the  terms  of  which  were  said  to 
have  been  dictated  by  Lord  Palmers  ton. 

Sir  Henry  Lytton  Bulwer  possesses  prepossessing,  unpre- 
tending manners,  and  the  air  of  inspiring  confidence  and 
retaining  it.  He  is  gentle  in  his  bearing,  of  a  languid  ap- 
pearance, and  retiring  deportment,  yet  of  a  strong  will,  and 
firm  determination,  and  indomitable  courage  on  great  oc- 
casions :  but  irresolute,  and  uncertain  in  the  ordinary  affairs 
of  every-day  life.  In  conversation  he  is  highly  amusing 
and   well   informed,    and,    notwithstanding    an   apparent 

•  The  Foreign  Office  List  for  1854,  p.  33. 
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thoughtlessness,  something  of  an  assumed  indolence  of  mind 
(in  the  face  of  society,  and  in  the  company  of  very  intimate 
friends),  and  a  remarkable  playfulness  of  manner  and  dis- 
position— few  men  are  more  observant  and  reflective,  and^ 
deeper  thinkers. 

Habitual  delicacy  of  health  has  been  in  his  case  produc- 
tive of  absence  of  mind  on  many  occasions,  and  little  con- 
tretemps, which  have  given  rise  to  misconceptions  on  the 
part  of  strangers  and  persons  slightly  acquainted  with  him ; 
and  thus  offence  has  been  sometimes  taken  at  things  either 
said  or  done  by  the  diplomatist  distraught  in  society,  where 
no  offence  whatever  was  intended. 

Sir  Henry  married,  a  few  years  ago,  a  daughter  of  Lord 
Cowley. 

Few  persons  who  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting  Mr.  Henry 
Bulwer  in  London  fashionable  society  in  1833  and  1834, 
as  I  have  had  that  honour,  on  several  occasions,  in  Seamore 
Place,  who  remember  the  young  reserved  man  of  a  medi- 
tative turn,  slight,  pale,  studious-looking,  of  a  sickly  cast 
of  countenance,  of  a  plaintive,  valetudinarian  sort  of  as- 
pect, would  be  prepared  for  the  varied  and  well-deserved 
successes  of  the  elder  brother  of  Sir  Edward  Bulwer Lytton 
in  diplomacy,  politics,  and  literature,  which  have  attended 
his  later  career. 

LETTEBS  FROM  LADY  BLESSINGTON  TO  HENBT  LYTTON 
BULWER,  ESQ. 

"  Seymour  Place,  London,  Nov.  6,  1834. 

"My  Dear  Mr.  Bulwer, 

"  It  has  given  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  from  you,  and  it  gives 
me  scarcely  less,  to  be  able  to  tell  you  of  the  perfect  success  of 
your  book.  I  read  it  with  all  the  acuteness  of  the  critic,  increased 
by  the  nervous  anxiety  of  the  friend  ;  and  feeling  satisfied  of  its 
merit,  I  was  only  desirous  of  drawing  general  attention  to  it,  » 
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far  as  lay  in  my  power,  by  recommending  it  to  all  my  acquaint- 
ances, and  commenting  on  it,  in  my  salon,  every  evening.  Many 
people  are  too  idle  or  indolent  to  take  the  trouble  of  judging  for 
themselves ;  a  book  must  be  pointed  out  to  them  as  worthy  of 
being  read ;  and  the  rest,  the  merits  of  a  good  book  will  insure. 
Tours  has  been  a  regular  hit,  as  the  booksellers  call  it ;  a  better 
proof  of  which  I  cannot  give  you,  than  that  on  Saturday  last,  a 
copy  of  the  first  edition  was  not  to  be  procured  for  love  or  money. 
It  is  not  only  praised,  but  bought,  and  has  placed  you  very  high 
on  the  literary  ladder.  Go  on  and  prosper ;  your  success  furnishes 
an  incitement  that  the  first  work  of  few  authors  ever  gave,  and 
it  would  be  unpardonable  not  to  persevere  in  a  path  that  offers 
such  brilliant  encouragement  I  ought  not  to  omit  mentioning, 
that  in  Mr.  Fonblanque  you  have  had  as  judicious  a  critic  as  an 
anxious  friend.  His  good  taste,  and  friendly  zeal  on  this  occa- 
sion, have  secured  him  my  friendship ;  admiration  for  his  brilliant 
talents,  and  respect  for  his  unflinching  honesty,  he  had  long  since 
now.  Lay  this  man  to  your  heart,  for  be  assured  he  is  worthy 
of  it  He  is  one  of  those  extraordinary  men,  too  good  for  the  age 
in  which  they  are  born,  too  clever  not  to  be  feared,  instead  of 
loved,  and  too  sensitive  and  affectionate  not  to  be  grieved  that 
it  is  so. 

"  I  never  fear  genius  and  worth,  it  is  only  the  egotistical  irri- 
tability of  mediocrity  that  I  fear  and  shun.  It  grieves  me  when 
I  see  men  like  Fonblanque  misunderstood,  or  undervalued,  and 
it  is  only  at  such  moments  that  I  am  ambitious:  for  I  should 
like  to  have  power,  wholly  and  solely,  for  doing  justice  to  merit, 
and  drawing  into  the  sunshine  of  fortune  those  who  ought  to  be 
placed  at  the  top  of  her  wheel,  with  a  drag  to  prevent  that  wheel 
revolving.  '  Pompeii '  has  covered  its  author  with  glory ;  every 
one  talks  of,  every  one  praises  it  What  a  noble  creature  your 
brother  is ;  such  sublime  genius,  joined  to  such  deep,  such  true 
feeling.  He  is  too  superior  to  be  understood  in  this  age  of  pigmies, 
where  each  little  animal  thinks  only  of  self  and  its  little  clique, 
and  are  jealous  of  the  giants  who  stood  between  them  and  the 
sun,  intercepting  from  them  all  its  rays.  '  Without  these  giants,' 
say  they,  *  what  brightness  would  be  ours,  but  they  keep  all   the 

VOL.    II.  I    I 
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sun  to  themselves.'  Poor  Miss  London  t  for  poor  I  most  call  the 
person  who  has  either  bad  taste  enough,  or  bad  feeling  enough,  to 
abuse  your  book ;  how  severely  punished  she  must  be  by  its 
success. 

"  Strange   to  say,  I  have  just  been  interrupted  by  E 

E ,  who  came  to  spend  the  evening  with  me,  and  who  has 

only  now  left  me.  I  told  him  what  you  stated,  and  he  has  re- 
quested me  to  inform  you  that  he  never  has  said  an  unkind  word, 
or  what  he  thinks  could  be  tortured  into  unkindness,  of  you  to 
any  human  being.  He  says  that  of  this  he  can  speak  so  posi- 
tively, that  he  defies  any  one  to  assert  the  contrary,  and  that  if 
you  will  name  your  informant,  he  will  refute  him.  For  the  ex- 
pressions of  his  constituents  at  Coventry,  he  says,  he  cannot  be 
responsible,  and  has  no  control  over  political  differences,  always 
producing  hostile  expressions,  if  not  feelings. 

"  M.  Blessingtox." 

"  January  18,  1836. 

"  I  have  great  pleasure  in  telling  you,  your  book  gains  ground 
every  day.  The  influential  papers  take  extracts  from  it  daily, 
and  every  one  reads  it 

"  I  heard  from  E E last  week ;    he  says  the  Whigs 

were  never  so  firmly  seated  as  at  present     The  new  Peerages 

have  given  great  dissatisfaction,  particularly  that  of  Lady . 

I  saw  Mr.  E.  J.  Stanley  last  evening,  and  he  appeared  in  very 
good  spirits,  which  looks  well  for  his  party.  He  is  a  good  person 
and  well  disposed  towards  you. 

"  I  heard  from  your  brother  on  Friday,  from  Paris ;  he  sent 
me  an  epistle  in  verse,  which  is  a  chefS-ceuvre,  worthy  of  the 
first  of  our  poets.  "  M.  Blesstogtox." 

"  Gore  House,  September  17,  1840. 
"  I  am  never  surprised  at  evil  reports,  however  unfounded, 
still  less  so  at  any  acts  of  friendship  and  manliness  on  your  part 
One  is  more  than  consoled  for  the  mortification  inflicted  by  calm- 
ness, by  having  a  friend  so  prompt  to  remove  the  injurious  im- 
pressions they  were  likely  to  make.  Alfred  is  at  Doncaster,  but 
he  charges  me  to  authorize  you,  to  contradict,  in  the  most  positive 
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terms,  the  reports  about  his  having  participated  in,  or  even  known 
of  the  intentions  of  the  Prince  Louis.  Indeed,  had  he  suspected 
them,  he  would  have  used  every  effort  in  his  power  to  dissuade 
him  from  putting  them  into  execution.  Alfred,  as  well  as  I,  en* 
tertained  the  sincerest  regard  for  the  Prince,  with  whom  for 
fourteen  years  we  have  been  on  terms  of  intimacy ;  but  of  his 
plans  we  knew  no  more  than  you  did.  Alfred  by  no  means 
wishes  to  conceal  his  attachment  to  the  Prince,  and  still  less  that 
any  exculpation  of  himself  should  in  any  way  reflect  on  him ;  but 
who  so  well  as  you,  whose  tact  and  delicacy  are  equal  to  your 
good  nature,  can  fulfil  the  service  to  Alfred  that  we  require  ? 

"  Lady  C writes  to  me,  that  /  too  am  mixed  up  in  the 

reports.  But  I  defy  the  malice  of  my  greatest  enemy  to  prove 
that  I  even  dreamt  of  the  Prince's  intentions,  or  plans. 

"Do  you  remember  a  friend  of  the  Guiccioli's,  a  certain 
Marquis  de  Frassigny,  or  some  such  name,  an  elderly  man, 
who  lived  in  the  Rue  Neuve  des  Capucines?  At  the  re- 
quest of  the  Guiccioli,  I  sent  two  or  three  letters  from  her  to 

him,  under  cover  to  Lady  C ,  because  he  happened  to  live 

within  two  doors  of  Lady  C ,   to  save  the  sous  for  the 

petite   poste.     You  know  how  foreigners  attend  to  these  little 

savings;  and  lo!    and  behold,  no   sooner  does   Lady   C 

hear  of  the  reports  at  Paris,  than  she  conjures  up  an  idea  that 
this  same  Marquis  de  Frassigny  (for  it  is  some  such  name)  is  no 

other  than  ths  Marquis  de  C Channell,  with   whom   the 

Prince  Louis  has  been  mixed  up,  but  whose  name  I  never  heard 
of  until  I  saw  it  in  the  papers.  Tell  me  if  you  remember  this 
same  Frassigny?  Have  vou  heard  from  the  Guiccioli  lately, 
for  I  have  not?  Is  it  true  that  Dr.  Lardner  is  gone  to  Ame- 
rica? I  have  not  heard  from  Edward  since  he  went  abroad, 
have  you  ? 

"  I  have  been  in  Cambridgeshire  for  some  weeks,  and  have 
only  just  returned.  Alfred  will  write  to  you  the  moment  he 
returns,  but,  en  attendant,  you  are  authorized  and  requested  to 
contradict  the  rumours.  "  M.  Blessington." 

"Gore  House,  April  13,  1843. 
"  Of  all   the  kind  letters  received  on  the  late  bereavement, 

1   I   2 
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that  has  left  so  great  a  blank  in  my  life,  none  have  so  much 
touched  me  as  yours ;  for  I  know  how  to  appreciate  the  friend- 
ship which  prompts  you  to  snatch  from  time  so  actively  and 
usefully  employed  as  yours  always  is,  a  few  minutes  for  absent 
and  sorrowing  friends.  This  last  blow,  though  not  unexpected, 
has,  nevertheless,  fallen  heavily  on  me,  and  the  more  so,  that  the 
insidious  malady,  which  destroyed  my  poor  dear  niece,  deve- 
loped so  many  endearing  qualities  in  her  sweet  and  gentle 
nature,  that  her  loss  is  the  more  sincerely  left.  Two  months 
before  this  last  sad  event,  we  lost  her  little  girl,  that  sweet  and 
interesting  child,  whose  beauty  and  intelligence  (though,  poor 
thing !  she  was  deaf  and  dumb)  you  used  to  admire.  This  has 
indeed  been  a  melancholy  year  to  me. 

"  Alfred's  position,  as  you  may  well  imagine,  would  of  itself 
fill  me  with  chagrin,  and  the  protracted  illness  of  two  beings  so 
dear  to  me,  closed  by  their  deaths,  has  added  the  last  blow  to 
my  troubles.  May  you,  my  dear  Henry,  be  long  spared  from 
similar  trials,  and  be  left  health  and  long  life  to  enjoy  your 
well-merited  reputation,  in  which  no  one  more  cordially  re- 
joices than  "  Your  sincere,  affectionate  friend, 

"  M.  BLES6INGT0N.*, 
LETTERS   OF   SIR   HENRY   LYTTON   BULWER   TO   LADY   BLESSIK0T05. 

"December,  1841. 
"My  dear  Lady  Blessington. 
"I  think  D'Orsay  wrong  in  these  things  you  refer  to:  to 
have  asked  for  London  especially,  and  not  to  have  informed 
me  how  near  the  affair  was  to  its  maturity  when  St  Aulaire 
went  to  the  D.  of  B 's,  because  I  might  then  have  pre- 
pared opinion  for  it  here ;  whereas  I  first  heard  the  affair  men- 
tioned in  a  room,  where  I  had  to  contend  against  every  person 
present,  when  I  stated  what  I  think — that  the  appointment 
would  have  been  a  very  good  one.  •  But  it  does  not  now  signify 
talking  about  the  matter,  and  saying  that  I  should  have  wished 
our  friend  to  have  given  the  matter  rather  an  air  of  doing  a 
favour  than  of  asking  one.  It  is  right  to  say,  that  he  has  acted 
most  honourably,  delicately,  and  in  a  way  which  ought  to  have 
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served  him,  though,  perhaps,  it  is  not  likely  to  do  so.  The 
French  Ambassador  did  not,  I  think,  wish  for  the  nomination. 
M.  Guizot,  I  imagine,  is,  at  this  moment,  afraid  of  any  thing 
that  might  excite  discussion  and  opposition,  and  it  is  idle  to 
disguise  from  you  that  D?Orsay,  both  in  England  and  here,  has 
many  enemies.  The  best  serrice  I  can  do  him  is  by  continuing 
to  speak  of  him  as  I  have  done  amongst  influential  persons,  viz., 
as  a  man  whom  the  Government  would  do  well  to  employ ;  and 
my  opinion  is,  that  if  he  continues  to  wish  for  and  to  seek  em- 
ployment, that  he  will  obtain  it  in  the  end.  But  I  don't  think 
he  will  obtain  the  situation  he  wished  for  in  London,  and  I 
think  it  may  be  some  little  time  before  he  gets  such  a  one  as  he 
ought  to  have,  and  that  would  suit  him.  The  Secretaryship  in 
Spain  would  be  an  excellent  thing,  and  I  would  aid  the  Marshal 
in  any  thing  he  might  do  or  say  respecting  it  I  shall  be  rather 
surprised,  however,  if  the  present  man  is  recalled.  Well,  do 
not  let  D'Orsay  lose  courage.  Nobody  succeeds  in  these  things 
just  at  the  moment  he  desires :  [  ],  with  his  position  here 
(speaking  of  a  French  nobleman),  has  been  ten  years  getting  made 
ambassador,  and  at  last  is  so  by  a  fortunate  chance.  Remember 
also  how  long  it  was,  though  I  was  in  Parliament,  and  had 
some  little  interest,  before  I  was  myself  fairly  launched  in  the 
diplomatic  career.  Alfred  has  all  the  qualities  for  success  in  any 
thing,  but  he  must  give  the  same  trouble  and  pains  to  the  pur- 
suit he  now  engages  in,  that  he  has  given  to  other  pursuits  pre- 
viously. At  all  events,  though  I  speak  frankly  and  merely  what 
I  think  to  him,  I  am  here  and  always  a  sincere  and  affectionate 
friend,  and  most  desirous  to  prove  myself  so.  With  respect  to 
[  ],  for  recommending  whom,  you  seem  to  reproach  me, 

my  opinion  remains  unchanged;  and  I  still  think  him  the  best 
person,  if  not  the  only  one,  you  could  have  employed.  I  know 
he  spoke  frequently  to  Guizot  I  believe  he  also  spoke  to  the 
King ;  and  upon  the  whole,  I,  believe  that  what  he  said  to  [  ] 
was  partly  correct  "  Henky  Bulweb." 

In  reference  to  this  subject,  Sir  Henry  Bulwer  observes, 
in  a  recent  communication  to  the  Editor — "  It  was  alto- 
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gether  a  great  pity  D'Orsay  was  not  employed,  for  be  was 
not  only  fit  to  be  so,  but  to  make  a  most  useful  and  efficient 
agent,  had  he  been  appointed. .  EL  B." 

"  Hotel  Douvres,  Rue  de  la  Paix,  October  2. 

"  I  have  been  staying  very  recently  at  Versailles,  roving  about 
those  beautiful  gardens  and  woods,  which  I  delight  in,  and  have 
but  just  now  come  to  Paris,  where,  however,  I  hear  there  are 
many  English ;  but  as  Landor  is  going  to  England,  you  will  pro- 
bably see  him,  and  hear  more  than  I  can  tell  you. 

"  In  literature  there  is  nothing  new  here,  but  a  new  novel, 
*  Jacques,'  from  Mde.  Dudevant  (G.  Sand).  She  is  really  a 
curious  woman.  "  Henbt  Bulwh." 

No  date. 

"  I  shall  seem  an  ungrateful  man ;  but  I  have  a  head,  alas !  as 
well  as  a  heart,  and  the  former  aches  at  writing  what  the  latter 
wishes  written.  A  thousand  kind  things  in  return  for  those  you 
say  to  me.  Praise  from  you  is  worth  having,  because  it  is  sincere, 
and  because  I  have  a  sincere  affection  for  the  person  who  bestows 
it  I  got  here  well,  and  am  often  thinking  of  my  sojourn  under 
your  hospitable  roof,  with  the  most  agreeable  recollections ;  and 
often  wishing  that  my  nest  had  been  built  a  little  nearer  to  your 
groves. 

"  Think  sometimes  of  an  absent  friend,  whom  you  may  ever 
believe  "  Yours  most  affectionately, 

"  Henry  Bulweb." 

"  Hampton. 
"  I  just  received  your  note.  It  is  not,  as  you  may  suppose, 
from  carelessness  and  forgetfulness,  that  you  have  not  had  my 
contribution.  I  have  begun  twenty  tales  about  that  abominable 
sixteenth  century,  and  none  of  them  have  pleased  me  but  one, 
which  I  thought  would  not  please  you.  It  was  full  of  horrors, 
magic,  murder,  and  the  East  It  is  now  burnt,  and  I  am  writing 
as  hard  as  I  can,  something  which  you  will  have  to  burn,  if  you 
like,  on  Monday  evening.  But  I  am  a  bad  contributor,  for  I 
can't  write  at  all  times,  nor  on  all  subjects,  though  you  can  com- 
mand me  in  all  things.  "  Henby  Bclwbi.** 
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"  May  6,  1849. 

"  I  was  very  glad  to  get  your  letter.  I  never  had  a  doubt  (I 
judged  by  myself)  that  your  friends  would  always  remain  your 
friends,  and  I  was  sure  that  many  who  were  not  Alfred's  when 
he  was  away,  would  become  so  when  he  was  present.  It  would 
be  great  ingratitude  if  Prince  Louis  forgot  former  kindnesses  and 
services,  and  I  must  say,  that  I  do  not  think  him  capable  of  this.* 

"  I  think  you  will  take  a  house  in  Paris  or  near  it,  and  I 
hope  some  day  there  to  find  you,  and  to  renew  some  of  the 
many  happy  hours  I  have  spent  in  your  society.  I  shall  attend 
the  sale,  and  advise  all  my  friends  to  do  so.  From  what  I  hear, 
things  will  probably  sell  well.  I  am  sure  that  Samson  will 
execute  any  commission  for  you  when  he  goes  to  Paris,  and  I 

gave  Douro  your  message,  who  returns  it  The  [ ],  of  whom 

you  speak,  made  their  appearance  at  the  court  ball ;  the  lady 
dressed  rather  singular.  Her  hair  a-la-Chinoise,  and  stuck  with 
diamonds.  All  the  women  quizzed  her  prodigiously,  until  they 
found  out  she  was  the  last  of  the  Parisian  fashion.  In  fact,  she 
looked  remarkably  well,  and  people  were  quite  right  in  saying 
nothing  could  be  so  becoming,  directly  they  ceased  thinking  that 

nothing  could  be  so  ridiculous. 

•  •••••• 

"  My  own  plans  are  still  very  uncertain,  but  I  think  of  going 
to  [ ]  by  Paris.  What  little  I  hear  about  the  New  Cham- 
ber and  the  President's  prospects  is  good,  and  I  liked  a  letter  by 
Lucien  Bonaparte  the  other  day  much.  It  is  a  pity,  however, 
a  great  pity,  this  quarrel  with  Napoleon :  and  I  can't  quite  ap- 
prove of  publishing  a  private  letter  in  the  newspaper,  and  dis- 
missing a  man  from  his  post  on  account  of  his  leaving  it,  before 
hearing  the  reasons  he  had  to  give  for  doing  so. 

"Henry  Bulwer." 

•  The  opinion  of  Sir  Henry  Bulwer  was  probably  based  on  a  knowledge  of  the  fact 
that  the  intimate  terms  of  amity  which  subsisted  between  the  Prince  Louis  Napoleon 
and  Lady  Blessington  at  the  date  of  this  letter  were  of  three  and  twenty  years  standing. 
But  diplomatists  and  statesmen  are  prone  to  error  in  speculations  on  the  duration  of  all 
alliances.  The  high  contracting  parties  often  deceive  one  another,  sometimes  them, 
selves  run  counter  to  all  calculations,  and  disappoint  the  greatest  expectations.  Jove 
laughs  at  protocols  of  ministers,  epistles  of  princes  and  peeresses,  as  heartily,  no  doubt, 
as  he  does  at  lovers'  vows. 
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LETTERS  OF  WR   WILLIAM   GELL  TO   DR.   FREDERICK  FORSTEB 

QUIN. 

"  Rome,  January  1,  1823. 

"Caro  mio  Cugino  e  Dottore, 

"  I  arrived  here,  notwithstanding  my  malady,  and  all  the  pro- 
phecies that  I  should  not  set  out,  somewhat  better  in  health  than 
when  you  saw  me,  though  I  was  carried  in  and  out  of  the  carriage, 
and  have  not  till  lately  been  out,  without  my  arms  round  the 
necks  of  two  servants.  However,  I  now  stumble  over  my  garden, 
with  two  canes  as  supporters,  for  without  them,  and  particularly 
without  high  heels,  I  walk  in  the  shape  of  a  figure  7,  in  spite  of 
the  German  doctor  and  his  remedies. 

"  Mawbles*  is  in  great  glory,  and  is  going  to  give  two  mole 
bolls  to  open  the  caumivaL  I  believe  she  is  very  useful  to  society, 
in  all  points  of  view. 

"  When  you  see  Lady  Mary  Deerhurst,  tell  her  I  hope  she  is 
coming  soon,  and  that  there  are  a  great  many  families  here,  be- 
sides her  aunt,  Lady  Caroline,  and  that  the  world  is  very  gay 
indeed.  Lady  W.  I  saw  on  the  stairs  yesterday,  and  she  was 
dressed  in  a  shroud  of  white  satin,  with  a  great  deal  of  blonde 
lace,  having  bled  herself  with  leeches  till  her  face  was  all  of  the 
same  colour.  We  have  at  present  a  sort  of  melting  snow  here, 
but  not  so  melting  but  that  all  my  walks  are  white,  all  my  lemons 
frozen  to  death,  and  all  my  geraniums  retired  into  the  next  world 
I  fear  much  my  lemon  trees  will  follow  the  fruit,  and  I  ha?e 
positively  got  out  my  skates  this  morning,  that  if  the  ice  bears, 
as  it  will,  if  it  freezes  again  in  the  Villa  Borghese,  I  may  lend 

•  Gcll  thas  designated  an  English  Duchett,  on  account  of  her  peculiar  pronunci*- 
tiun  of  the  word  marbles  and  the  letter  R  in  general,  to  which  she  gave  the  sound  of  W. 
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them  to  somebody  who  will  shew  the  Romans  what  skating  is. 
Pray  give  my  love  to  Miss  Douglas  and  Sir  William  and  Lady 
Drummond. 

"  Most  truly  yours, 

"  My  dear  Doctor, 

"W.  Gell." 

"  Rome,  March  19,  1823. 

"  My  dear  Doctor  Quinibus, 

"  My  cruel  stars,  and  the  tyranny  of  the  two  Miss  Berrys, 
who  will  not  be  at  all  grateful  for  my  exertions,  force  me  to  return 
to  Naples  in  the  beginning  of  April,  sore  against  my  will,  as  April 
and  May  are  the  only  months  when  it  is  worth  while  to  assist  at 
Rome.  I  made  them  a  promise  so  long  ago  to  accompany  them 
to  Naples,  that  I  was  in  hopes,  indeed  almost  certain,  that  they 
would  either  have  forgotten  it,  or  hired  a  more  active  cavaliere 
servente  to  assist  them  in  their  projects  :  but  it  seems  as  I  am  de- 
tected, and  that  I  have  very  little  hope  left  of  being  able  to  divert 
them  from  their  undertaking.  Have,  therefore,  your  mind's  eye 
upon  the  houses  of  your  neighbours. 

"  My  medicine  is  come  to  an  end,  and  that  brute  of  a  Doctor 
Necker  will  not  send  any  more,  so  that  I  am  at  present  reduced 
to  his  Ledum  Palustre ;  and,  I  suppose,  in  consequence  have  the 
gout  in  both  my  elbows,  a  knife  in  my  knees,  and  a  nail  in  my 
instep,  besides  a  cold  back,  and  a  sort  of  general  weakness,  if  I 
become  at  all  cold  from  the  external  air.  Nevertheless  I  am 
not  prevented  yet  from  going  about ;  and  when  you  hear  that  I 
climbed  on  my  own  crazy  legs  to  the  top  of  St.  Peter's,  to  take 
some  angles  with  a  sextant,  and  besides  that  I  have  been  out  in  a 
storm,  between  rain  and  snow,  with  an  icy  wind,  in  a  gig,  for 
five  hours  together,  you  will  be  inclined  to  think  I  deserve  what 
may  follow. 

"  Our  weather  still  continues  to  be  bad,  and  the  peaches  are 
only  now  just  coming  into  blossom,  whereas  on  the  24th  of  March, 
I  have  seen  the  oak  trees  even  on  the  hill  of  Albano  in  leaf. 
Even  the  grass  shews  no  symptom  of  growing  yet,  and  the 
country  looks  as  wintry  as  ever. 
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"Mawbles  is  well,  though  dried  to  a  stick  by  a  cold  so  as  to 
have  been  in  great  danger  of  calling  upon  you  to  set  her  up  again. 
Dr.  C.  seems  to  be  going  on  with  great  success,  though  he  has 
lost  a  patient  or  two  of  consequence,  and  I  observe  on  his  green 
chaise  a  bend  in  the  arms,  crossing  the  wrong  way,  which  ought 
to  be  a  sign  of  illegitimacy.  But  I  rather  think  Esculapius  him- 
self was  in  that  predicament 

"  This  place  seems  filling  for  the  Holy  week  when  the  dullities 
become  an  object  to  the  sheep  who  follow  others  to  the  waters  of 
Babylon. 

"  I  hope  the  Rocca  conducts  himself,  with  his  ugly  face,  ac- 
cording to  your  wishes  and  that  the  old  cat  sometimes  pays  you 
a  visit  and  jumps  on  your  breakfast  table. 

"  I  hope  you  have  all  the  success  you  deserve  with  your  pa- 
tients, and  as  you  are  not  too  old  to  learn,  I  send  you  a  receipt 
of  your  friend,  Dr.  Pomposity,  to  Lord  Newburgh — '  Eat  a  little 
at  breakfast,  and  a  little  at  luncheon,  and,  in  short,  do  everything 
you  can  to  spoil  your  dinner.' 

"  Under  these  awful  sentiments  I  take  leave,  being  most  truly, 
my  dear  doctor,  your  sincerely  affectionate, 

"William  Gell." 

<•  28th  March,  1823. 
"My  deab  Doctor  Quinib, 

"  I  fear  neither  your  prayers  nor  my  sins  will  keep  me  from 
Naples.  I  shall  have  to  set  out  the  first  Sunday  in  April,  and 
shall  lose  all  the  beauty  of  the  spring  in  April  and  May  at 
Naples,  where  there  is  none,  as  summer  and  winter,  dust  and 
rain,  join  on  without  spring  in  your  country.  Nobody  regrets 
it  more  than  I  do,  not  even  yourself;  but  so  cruel  fate  wills,  and 
you  go  out  and  I  come  in  with  mutual  disgust  Should  you 
decamp  much  before  my  arrival,  which  we  will  call  on  the  9th, 
pray  recommend  to  the  fatherly  protection  of  the  beauteous 
Rocca  the  conservation  of  my  goods  and  chattels !  I  conclude, 
having  been  your  chamberlain,  he  will  soon  rebel,  and  not  last 
above  a  week  after  my  return.  The  people  here  do  nothing 
but  take  Misercs,  not  Minderaras,  in  large  doses ;  they  dine  at 
the  Catrdinal's,  and  thence  to  the  church,  to  be  illuminated  by 
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about  two  hundred  tin  lamps  in  the  shape  of  a  cross ;  there  they 
walk  about  and  chatter  till  they  are  turned  out,  and  then  go  to 
parties  at  night 

"  Mawbles  is  in  all  her  glory,  and  heads  the  Misereres,  the 
fire-works,  and  the  illuminations ;  but  the  best  authorities 
state  the  very  diminished  effects  of  her  chaurms  on  the  Cardinal's 
hawt  The  Princess  G.  is  arrived,  and  as  Miss  D.  says  she  has 
bought  up  all  the  tea  on  a  speculation,  let  us  hope  she  will  be 
able  to  dispose  of  a  bargain  to  her.  The  Duchesse  of  Chablais 
has  found  in  her  excavations  two  Bacchuses,  two  Nymphs,  and 
an  anomalous  small  deity,  about  three  feet  long,  sitting  up  like 
a  dog,  with  little  wings.  It  strikes  me  as  rather  outrd  for  a 
lady's  collection,  but  I  dare  say  'tis  the  fashion.  The  Bacchus 
is  so  fine,  that  the  people  dispute  as  to  its  being  a  first-rate  work 
or  not,  but  I  dare  say  it  will  fall  in  price  quickly.  I  find  I 
have  nothing  to  add,  but  that  I  am,  most  truly  yours, 

"  My  dear  Doctor  Q., 

"William  Gell." 

"Naples,  Tuesday,  July,  1823. 
"Dearest  op  Doctors, 
"  Your  kind  note  I  received  yesterday,  and  being  free  from 
pain,   I  thought  myself  already  arrived  at  Castellamare,  and 
the  difficulty  I  should  have  in  getting  a  stable.     But  though  the 
spirit  is  willing,  the  body  is  so  confoundedly  crazy,  that  I  find 
nothing  is   to  be  done  with  it,  and  I  am  now  fretting  myself 
almost  ill  again,   having  promised  to  dine  with  the  Douglass's 
to-day,  without  a  foot  to  stand  upon,  and  how  I  am  to  do  it  the 
Lord  only  knows.     I  am  very  much  flattered  by  the  kind  re 
membrance  of  Prince  and  Princess  Razamousky,*  which  pray 

*  There  were  two  foreign  ladies,  to  whom  reference  is  to  be  found  in  this  corres- 
pondence, and  sometimes  I  have  reason  to  believe  under  feigned  names  and  occasionally 
sobriquets  usually  applied  to  persons  of  the  other  sex. 

One  was  a  Russian  lady  of  great  beauty,  Madame  La  Comtesse  de  Zavadowski, 
well  known  some  years  ago  in  English  society,  greatly  admired  for  her  beauty,  and  by 
none  more  so  than  Count  D'Orsay. 

The  other  was  Madame  Vlodek,  the  widow  of  a  Lieutenant- General  of  the  Imperial 
Guard.  She  was  considered  in  her  day  one  of  the  most  lovely  women  of  Russia,  and 
the  prestige  of  her  beauty  suffered  no  diminution  in  Paris  and  London.  The  Emperor 
Alexander  was  said  to  have  been  one  of  the  many  conquered  by  her  charms,  and 
Monsieu/  le  Due  de  Caulaincourt  one  of  the  most  intimate  of  her  friends. 
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tell  them,  and  how  hard  I  take  it  of  fate  to  have  made  me  ill, 
prior  to  the  time  of  their  play. 

"You  know,  I  suppose,  that  the  ancient  and  respectable 
tumble-down  Basilica  of  San  Paolo  fuori  delle  mure  is  burnt 
down  at  Rome,  for  which  I  should  grieve  but  little,  if  with  the 
timbers  of  the  roof  they  had  not  contrived  to  calcine  all,  or 
nearly  all,  the  beautiful  columns,  which,  if  decently  arranged, 
would  have  been  quite  invaluable,  Pray  let  us  know  how  the 
Esculapian  tour  with  Lord  Byron  goes  on  in  Greece,  and  what 
the  Duchess  of  Devonshire  says  about  your  going.  So  no  more 
at  present,  from  yours  to  command,* 

"William  Gkll.~ 

"  Rome,  June  6th,  1824. 
"Geeat  Quiksbubg, 
"I  still  continue  uncertain  whether  I  shall  have  the  good 
fortune  to  meet  you  at  Lady  Harry  Deerhurst's  at  dinner.  If 
not,  a  good  voyage  to  you,  and  many  pleasant  hours.  Look  in 
drawer  A  (a  sketch  of  a  table  with  drawers  numbered  is  given) 
and  try  to  find  a  book  of  pedigrees,  which  is  green  leather  on 
the  outside,  and  red  velvet  within,  and  has  arms  and  genealogies 
in  it  This  please  to  send  me  by  a  safe  hand,  that  I  may  see 
what  I  can  do  for  my  relation's  imaginary  peerage  of  D.  Ex- 
cuse the  infernal  trouble  I  give  you.  I  cannot  help  it  Believe 
me  ever,  your  affectionate  aunt, 

"  W.  Gill." 

•*  Rome  [no  date]. 
S€  The  great  Dr.  Quin  is  requested  to  give  the  enclosed  letter 

•  The  destruction  of  St  Paul's  is  thus  referred  to  in  a  letter  of  the  Duchess  to  Dr. 
Quin.  "17  July.  18tt. 

''The  Cardinal  is  wonderfully  recovered,  and  the  Pope  is  going  on  as  we  1  as  possible. 
It  is  quite  miraculous.  But  yesterday  there  was  a  cruel  event  for  Rome.  San  Pa»« 
took  fire  and  exists  no  longer ;  it  is  impossible  to  give  any  idea  of  the  destruction  and 
devastation.  I  went  with  the  Due  de  Laval  yesterday,  and  the  Cardinal,  whom  we  net 
there,  conducted  us  to  all  parts,  where,  amidst  burning  beams  and  falling  pillars,  it  was 
still  possible  to  go.  The  roof  in  falling,  broke  down  the  columns,  and  on  the  opposite 
side  the  violence  of  the  fire  calcined  those  beautiful  fluted  columns  which  had  stood  far 
fifteen  centuries— all,  all  destroyed  in  five  hours.*'— E.D. 
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to  the  illustrious  Watson,  who  will  perhaps  do  me  the  favour  to 
set  down  in  French  or  Italian  for  Dr.  Necker,  my  brother's 
numerous  answers  to  questions  already  sent 

"  The  Quinibus  flestrin  is  moreover  requested  to  deliver  these 
books  to  Mr.  Craven,  with  permission  to  take  out  of  my  library  for 
his  use  a  small  book  in  blue  paper  boards,  of  heraldry  for  Craven's 
use,  which  will  answer  all  the  questions  said  Craven  put  to  me. 
Thirdly  and  lastly,  the  great  Doctoribus  will  arrange,  according 
to  his  skill  and  exquisite  taste,  certain  terra  cottas  of  Passtum 
in  the  library. 

"  William  Gell." 

"  Rome,  June  15th. 

"  GrANDISSIMO   QUIHIE8TB0. 

"  Don't  you  want  a  remarkably  nice,  active,  clean,  young,  and 
attentive  servant,  who  can  drive  and  take  care  of  horses  well, 
and  lived  as  postillion  with  the  Duchess  of  Chablais?  He  has 
served  several  people  here  this  year,  and  has  from  all  the  very 
best  recommendations  possible.  He  can  cook  for  one  or  two,  on 
occasion,  and  would  be  really  a  very  good  servant  for  you,  being 
just  out  of  place.  Besides  all  these  things,  he  is  a  very  respect- 
able youth  in  appearance,  and  is  very  honest,  so  that  you,  being 
a  careless  man  about  your  money,  might  make  him  your  secre- 
tary, without  fear  of  his  becoming  Rocca  over  you.  You  had 
better  provide  yourself  an  abode  on  the  1st  July,  when  I  propose 
(the  thieves  willing)  to  return  about  eight  in  the  morning  to  you 
and  my  dusty  house  at  Naples,  and  languish  out  the  summer,  as 
Egypt  is,  I  fear,  and  you  may  fear  also,  gone  upside  down  for 
the  present,  if  the  Pasha  is  deposed.  Believe  me  most  affec- 
tionately yours, 

"  William  Gell." 

"  We  took  possession  on  Sunday,  and  I  wish  you  had  seen  the 
Monsignors  with  purple  gowns  on  horseback  fall  off."* 

•  In  another  letter  dated  22nd  July,  1823,  the  Duchess  refers  to  the  recent  death  of 
the  Pope  (Pins  the  7th)f  and  the  intrigues*  'acrimonies  fierce  and  awful"  of  which  the  Pa- 
lace  of  the  Quirinal  became  the  scene  on  the  occasion  of  the  election  of  a  successor  to  the 
vacant  chair  of  the  Pontiff,  and  of  the  annulment  of  the  first  choice  of  that  successor  by  the 
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"  Rome,  May  10th,  1824. 

My  dbak  Doctombus, 

I  don't  know  whether  your  compliments  on  the  flourishing  state 
of  my  health  were  the  signal  for  the  devil  to  recommence  his 
torments,  for  I  was,  after  reading  your  epistle,  seized  with  a  slow, 
deliberate  fit,  which  began  by  being  nothing  at  all,  and  is  now 
arrived  in  both  knees,  both  feet,  and  an  elbow,  not  to  mention  the 
fatal  consequence  produced  by  an  ass-ride  of  seven  hours  in  the 
sun,  so  that  I  can  neither  walk,  stand,  sit,  nor  lie  down ;  and  it 
requires  no  small  share  of  genius  to  know  how  to  proceed  under 
so  many  untoward  circumstances.  Nothing  can  exceed  the 
beauty  of  our  climate  just  now,  as  they  have  put  off  May  this  year 
till  July :  but  Craven,  who  writes  from  the  banks  of  a  little  lake 
called  Wallensee,  near  Munich,  says,  there  is  a  hard  frost  every 
evening,  snow  yet  reaching  down  to  the  lake,  even  the  elder  not 
in  flower,  and  the  apples  yet  in  bloom ;  and  all  this  he  says,  two 

exercise  of  the  veto- privilege  enjoyed  by  the  Emperor  of  Austria.  I  was  then  m 
Rome,  and  was  in  the  habit  of  meeting  the  Duchess  during  the  sitting  of  the  Conclave, 
when  promenading  before  the  barricadoed  doors  and  windows  of  the  Palace,  where 
everything  of  earth  was  shut  out,  except  the  influence  of  a  German  Sovereign,  and  the 
viands  daily  conveyed  in  solemn  state  to  the  secluded  Cardinals.  So  long  m  smoke 
was  emitted,  day  after  day,  from  a  small  chimney  in  front  of  the  palace,  the  pubSk 
were  thus  apprized  by  the  burning  of  the  votes  that  the  election  had  not  been  made. 
The  Duchess  of  Devonshire  seemed  to  take  a  more  lively  interest  in  the  matter  tham 
any  of  the  folks  outside  the  walls  of  the  Quirinal,  not  excepting  the  natives  of  the 
Ktemal  City.  1  he  non-appearance  of  the  smoke  at  length  relieved  all  anxieties,  the 
election  was  made  ;  but  it  was  the  pleasure  of  Austria  to  veto  that  solemn  act.  The 
Conclave  had  to  commence  its  work  <U  note,  and  on  the  second  occasion  no  German 
State  susceptibilities  were  hurt  or  frightened.  Pope  Leo  the  12th  was  duly  elected, 
the  28th  of  Sept,  1828,  and  allowed  by  Austria  to  sit  in  the  chair  of  Peter. 

The  Duchess  wrote  to  Dr.  Quin  on  the  92nd  of  July : — 

"  I  came  from  Rome  the  day  before  the  Pope  died.  The  change  was  sudden,  for  we 
had  great  hopes  of  preserving  him,  and  I  believe  he  might  have  been  so,  had  the  proper 
medicines  been  given  in  time.  The  excellent  Cardinal  is  in  a  state  of  great  afikxkn 
for  the  loss  of  his  tried  friend,  living  twenty. two  years  in  the  service  of  his  Sovereign  ; 
he  never  left  him  hardly,  an  J  sat  up  the  last  three  nights  at  the  bedside,  til  eihanstrd. 
he  nearly  fainted. 

"  The  acrimonies  here  are  fierce  and  awful.  The  Conclave  begins,  I  behere,  this 
day  week ;  it  is  to  be  held  at  the  Quirinal  They  will,  I  hope,  sufter  lea  from  the 
confinement  there  than  elsewhere.     Adieu,  my  dear  Sir, 

•'  Yours  very  sincerely, 
"E.  D." 
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days  after  he  had  been  eating  oranges,  cherries,  roasting  himself 
in  Italy.  Oh,  the  delights  of  a  German  climate!  He  says, 
neither  peas  nor  salad  yet  exist  at  Munich,  and  that,  in  consequence 
of  the  change  of  atmosphere,  he  has  got  every  sort  of  cough,  cold, 
and  consumption  possible,  and  longs  for  a  box  of  your  celebrated 
Leake's  patent  pills.  I  scrambled  over  this  country  on  jack-asses, 
while  I  was  well,  in  a  very  agreeable  manner.  We  went  in  a 
party  to  somebody's  overgrown  feudal  palace,  which  the  people 
very  kindly  lent  us,  and  Lady  Mary  Deerhurst  became  the 
hostess  of  the  castle,  while  we  passed  our  days  in  exploring  the 
country. 

"  I  have  long  ventured  an  opinion,  that  wherever  there  was  an 
ancient  town,  some  traces  of  its  walls  or  buildings  will  be  found 
if  any  one  would  take  the  pains  to  search !  but  I  only  spoke  of 
Greece,  whereas  now  I  think  the  same  may  be  said  of  Italy ;  and 
I  should  not  despair  of  finding  out,  in  time,  all  the  towns  which 
Romulus  and  the  Tarquins  took.  We  have  found  in  the  Via 
Appia  that,  by  turning  three  miles  to  the  right,  at  about  eight 
miles  from  Rome,  and  making  for  the  highest  of  the  eminences 
towards  the  sea,  there  is  an  ancient  city,  the  walls  of  which  are 
quite  perfect,  as  far  as  two,  three,  four,  or  five  courses  all 
round.  The  stones  are  great  square  masses  of  tufo,  and  have 
all  the  appearance  of  an  ancient  Greek  city ;  it  is  about  half  a 
mile  round,  and  in  the  form  of  a  parallelogram,  or  nearly  so. 
It  is  quite  singular  that  the  Roman  antiquaries  always  stick  to 
the  modern  carriage  road,  as  if  they  had  all  the  gout  like  me. 

"  The  gout  being  in  my  elbow,  I  cannot  write  any  better,  so 
you  must  excuse  me.  Craven  saw  Lady  W.  at  Venice  and 
Vicenza,  but  she  was  so  entirely  taken  up  with  Mr.  Battier's 
case,  and  the  decease  of  Lord  Byron  before  he  had  time  to 
reform,  that  she  had  little  time  left  for  Egypt,  so  means  to  take 
England  on  her  way  there,  having  first  gone  to  the  military  go- 
vernor for  a  courier,  which  she  is  sure  is  the  only  way  to  avoid 
being  cheated.  In  short,  she  is  to  winter  at  Catania,  on  her 
way  to  Egypt,  if  she  is  not  exhausted  before  that  time  by  the 
double  cases  of  Mr.  Battier  and  Lord  Byron.  What  fun  she 
must  have,  and  all  unknown,  as  you  say,  to  the  inhabitants  of 
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Cheshire,  in  being  able  to  agitate  her  nerves  so  much  out  of  m 
newspaper.  Speaking  of  which,  I  send  you  a  Greek  inscription, 
which  some  think  sepulchral,  and  some  a  dedication.  It  is  newly 
discovered,  and  your  scholars  may  comment  on  it,  and  you  and 
Sir  William  Drummond  may  make  it  out  together.  You  will 
perceive  that  it  is  of  a  period  when  the  Romans  thought  it  right 
to  affect  Greek  literature.  The  Greeks  have  begun  to  write  to 
Dodwell  and  myself  to  assist  them,  as  their  maladetta  rtvoluzione 
has  left  them  nothing  to  live  on  abroad,  and  the  total  want  of  any 
government  at  home,  hinders  them  from  staying  there.  They 
are  Athenians  who  write,  and  are  fled  to  Genoa, 

"William  Gkll." 

Letter  of  introduction  of  Dr.  Quin  from  Sir  W.  Gell  to  Lady 
Manvers. 

"Naples,  July  22,  1824. 

"  My  deah  Lady  Manvers, 

"  I  send  you  in  this  letter  Dr.  Quin,  the  medical  gentleman 
who  came  out  with  the  poor  Duchess  of  Devonshire,  and  who 
was  with  her  at  her  death.  He  is  going  to  England  for  a  few 
months,  and  will  give  you  all  the  news  of  Italy,  and  tell  you  that 
the  new  Torlonia  house,  at  the  Porto  del  Popolo,  is  finished,  and 
that  a  pendant  to  it  has  started  up  on  the  other  side,  exactly 
similar.  There  will  be  no  dancing  this  year,  on  account  of  the 
Anno  Santo,  so  I  don't  know  what  your  Ladyship  and  I  shall  do 
to  achieve  our  long  engagement  Eating  turkeys,  however,  is 
not  yet  forbidden,  and,  I  dare  say,  we  shall  have  all  sorts  of  queer 
figures,  and  strange  people  of  all  countries,  as  pilgrims,  to  console 
us  for  the  loss  of  our  hops.  I  am  very  much  improved  in  general 
health,  and  am  delighted  to  hear  that  you  are  also  much  better. 
Your  house  at  the  Sentinella,  at  Ischia,  is  tenanted  by  the  Duchess 
of  Sagan,  the  great  lady  of  Courland,  who  is  cured  of  all  her 
misfortunes,  when  she  has  any,  by  Dr.  Quin's  prescriptions. 

"  I  think  my  expedition  to  Egypt  is  expiring,  and  shall  hope 
to  put  in  practice  our  plot  for  meeting  at  the  Holy  City.  You 
will  find  Dr.  Quin  a  very  clever  and  agreeable  person,  and  not 
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one  who  sits  still  and  says  nothing,  as  a  certain  person  did,  whom 
I  once  introduced  to  you. 

"  Truly  and  affectionately, 

"  My  dear  Lady  Man  vers, 

"  Your  slave  and  dog, 

"William  Gell." 

From  the  same  to  Dr.  Quin. 

"  Rome,  4th  January,  1825. 

"DOCTISSIME   QUINIE, 

"  I  am  quite  delighted,  as  well  as  surprised,  at  the  progress 
of  the  illustrious  Rocca*  in  arts  and  humanities,  which  pray  tell 
him  from  me.  We  have  lost,  somehow  or  other,  a  certain  num- 
ber of  pages  of  bad  writing-paper,  on  which  was  written  a  part 
of  a  novel,  about  a  family  of  the  name  of  Tregannock.  The 
author  being  at  Rome,  it  was  laid  out  in  my  house  at  Naples,  to 
be  brought  to  him,  but  somehow  mislaid,  and  never  arrived,  and 
being  now  wanting,  we  are  distressed  for  it ;  there  may  be  about 
twenty  sheets  of  letter-paper  sewed  together  very  ill,  and  per- 
haps doubled  lengthways  down  the  middle.  It  begins  with  the 
words — "  Well  said,  Mr.  Nathaniel  Randall  Tregannock' — and 
that  is  all  we  can  recollect  of  it ;  and  if  you  can  find  this  most 
precious  MS.  about  the  house,  pray  send  it  by  Mr.  Frederick 
Dundas,  or  any  other  traveller. 

"  So  Mawbles  is  at  the  very  pinnacle  of  glory,  dealing  out 
protection,  dispensation,  and  plenary  indulgence,  in  the  bosom  of 
her  admiring  family.  I  hope  my  geraniums  are  not  all  dead  of 
the  frost  at  Naples,  as  they  are  all  here  defunct,  without  con- 
fessing their  sins,  at  the  pressing  instance  of  a  hoar  frost 

"  You  have  now  balls  and  routs  enough,  as  I  hear,  to  keep 
the  world  alive,  and  to  swell  the  lists  of  Galen  and  Co.  One 
does  not  desire  that  either  an  earthquake  or  an  eruption  should 
take  place,  but  if  it  must,  one  wishes  to  be  witness  of  it ;  and  so, 
if  the  people  will  persevere  in  being  ill,  I  wish  they  would  at 
least  have  the  good  sense  to  fall  into  your  hands.  Senna  and 
syrup  of  buckthorn  are  your  fellows,  for  they  have  all  over-eaten 
themselves,  and  are  over-gorged. 

•  A  servant  Sir  William  Gell  had  recommended  to  Dr.  Quin. 
VOL.    II.  K   K 
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a  Don't  imagine  I  neglect  my  Doctor  Necker,  whose  poisoned 
sugar  I  take  every  five  days  with  great  success  and  the  most  in- 
nocent results.  I  am  uncommonly  well  withal,  and  go  out  every 
day  to  dinner,  without  finding  myself  worse.  Moreover  my  pains 
seem  diminishing  gradually,  and  I  waddle  about  with  tolerable 
success.  Last  night  I  went  to  the  opera  of  the  Princess  Vol- 
konsky,  c  the  Camilla '  of  Paer,  in  which  she  performed  ad- 
mirably, and  though  ill  supported  by  the  rest  of  the  company, 
succeeded  on  the  whole  very  well,  being  the  first  opera  1  have 
ever  seen  at  a  private  theatre.  Don't  tell  any  one  that  1  am  not 
coming  back  to  Naples  soon,  but  you  need  not  begin  to  fear  for 
yourself  till  April.  Believe  me  most  truly  yours,  great  des- 
cendant of  Queen  Quintiquiniestra,  "  W.  Gell." 

"  Rome,  Friday  night 
"  My  dear  Quinibus, 
"  I  have  written  to  the  Drummonds  some  days  ago,  and  sent 
them  a  silver  medal  of  Lord  Byron,  therefore  I  have  no  right 
to  dumpify.  I  have  deluded  my  tyrant  the  gout  for  some  time. 
If  the  Abbate  Giusto  calls,  listen  to  all  he  has  got  to  say  about 
the  library,  which  is  to  be  sold,  and  let  us  know  the  result 
Lord  D.  says  he  would  rather  trust  the  negotiation  to  you  than 
any  body  he  knows,  which  is  sensible  of  his  Lordship,  is  it  not  ? 
Write  soon,  and  then  I  will  tell  Mawbles  that  you  are  a  good 
boy.  God  bless  you,  magnanimous  Quin  Aw  Curtius !  your  sincere 
friend,  "  William  Gkll." 

Epistle  in  verse  from  the  same. 

BIBLIOTHECA  QUINIENSIS. 

"  Though  of  all  things,  dear  Dr.,  I  know  you  know  much, 
I  should  never  have  dreamt  you  had  studied  low  Dutch ; 
Or  supposed  that  the  subjects  your  studies  would  choose, 
Was  a  large  folio  Jewish  account  of  the  Jews ! 
I  know,  my  dear  Quin,  and  we  all  of  us  know, 
That  Jewish  accounts  are  on  long  folio : 
And  too  well  do  I  know  for  my  dear  money  bags, 
That  in  Jewish  accounts  the  interest  ne'er  flags. 
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But  those  great  thick  fat  tomes  about  Aaron  and  Moses, 

What  connection  on  earth  can  they  have  with  small  doses  ? 

Four  close  printed  volumes  of  folio  pages, 

Composed  by  the  sagest  of  Israel's  sages ; 

The  story  of  those  who  sell  second-hand  togs, 

Done  into  language  of  Dutchmen  and  frogs. 

Oh,  tell  me,  dear  Doctor !  oh,  tell  me,  are  such 

The  books  you  most  fancy  in  English  or  Dutch  ? 

— There  must  be  some  reason — I'm  certain  there  is, 

Why  books  such  as  these  are,  show  their  ugly  phiz. 

And  after  reflection,  I  think  I  have  hit  on 

The  reason  you  bought  them  to  carry  to  Britain. 

It  is  this — as  you  say,  that  all  maladies  must 

Yield  to  infinitesimal  doses  of  dust, 

It  may  be  that  those  volumes  the  patient  espies, 

Are  only  put  there,  to  throw  dust  in  his  eyes. 

"  W.  G." 

From  the  same. 

"  Rome,  April  8th. 
"  My  dear  Dr.  Quin,  I  have  now  to  ask, 
If  you  won't  think  I'm  going  to  put  you  to  task, 
To  take  in  my  servant,  and  give  him  his  room, — 
His  name  is  Luigi,  my  coachman  and  groom ; 
Who  is  going  to  Naples,  for  carriage  and  horses, 
And  to  spend  a  large  sum  of  my  money,  which  worse  is. 
So  if  you'll  be  so  good  to  order  your  man, 
To  get  his  room  ready  as  fast  as  he  can ; 
Above  or  below,  'tis  to  me  all  the  same, 
And  then  send  him  back  just  as  fast  as  he  came, 
You'll  oblige  me,  and  serve  me,  and  much  I  shall  thank  you, 
And  among  my  particular  friends  I  shall  rank  you. 
As  to  balls  and  to  dinners,  and  Sites  and  such  bawbles, 
This  city  is  most  truly  indebted  to  Mawbles, 
Tho'  being  a  person  of  great  notority, 
Contrives  to  be  useful  to  all  the  society ; 
Inviting  the  people  to  parties  and  routs, 
Promiscuously  treating  the  ins  and  the  outs. 

R  R  2 
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In  short,  I  may  say,  we  are  going  on  well, 
And  that  I'm  most  truly  your  friend, 


William  Gell." 


No.  2. 

COPY  OF  THE  WILL  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  GELL. 

"  This  is  the  last  Will  and  Testament  of  me,  Sir  William  Gell, 
Knight,  of  Hampton,  in  the  County  of  Derby,  in  England,  and 
resident,  for  many  years,  at  Naples.  I  constitute  and  appoint 
the  Honourable  Richard  Keppel  Craven  my  sole  Executor.  I 
leave  and  bequeath  to  him  the  whole  of  my  property  and  effects 
— real  and  personal — wherever  situate,  and  of  whatever  consist- 
ing, in  trust,  for  the  purposes  herein-mentioned, — that  is  to  say : 
That  the  said  property  and  effects  are  to  be  so  distributed  by  him 
as  follows : — My  house  and  gardens  at  Rome  I  have  already 
made  over  to  Doctor  John  Watson ;  and  I  hereby  confirm  this 
disposition  of  the  same  to  William  Carrington.  I  leave  my 
estates,  in  Naples,  consisting  of  the  house  I  inhabit,  with  its  gar- 
den  and  other  appurtenances,  to  the  English  Congregation  at 
Naples.  I  leave  my  organ  to  my  servant  Gennaro  de  Manes. 
I  leave  my  piano-forte,  and  my  plate,  to  Luigi  de  Manes ;  my 
coachman,  I  leave  the  horses,  carriages,  harness,  and  other  arti- 
cles belonging  to  the  stable.  And  I  hereby  leave  to  Gennaro, 
and  to  Luigi  de  Manes,  before-named,  all  the  money  I  may  have 
in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Craven,  or  wherever  else  it  may  be  found, 
to  be  divided  between  them — share  and  share  alike. 

"A  Codicil,  written  like  all  the  rest,  entirely  by  my  own  hand* 
this  January  26,  1836.  Pray  let  something  be  sold,  to  pay  to 
Pietro  Pigletti,  my  footman,  a  little  fortune  of  1,000  ducats — 50 
for  little  Pasquale,  of  the  stable,  and  50  more  ducats  to  Fillippo 
Leggi,  the  cook ;  I  wish  I  had  more  for  them. 

"  William  Gell, 

"  Naples, 
"  25  Jan.,  1836." 

Poor  Sir  William's  property,  in  England,  was  found  by  his 
Executor  to  amount  to  the  sum  of  £48,  in  the  hands  of  his 
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Bankers,  and,  after  the  payment  of  the  legacy  duty — four  pounds 
odd — the  amount  realized  was  £43.  Long  previously  to  his 
death,  Sir  William  had  sold  to  Mr.  Craven  his  chambers  in  the 
Albany.  All  his  papers  which  he  had  left  to  Mr.  Craven,  by 
the  latter  gentleman  were  bequeathed  to  his  Italian  Secretary, 
Signior  Pasquini.  Fortunately,  Gell's  beautiful  collection  of 
Architectural  drawings  were  given  to  the  British  Museum. 

An  extract  from  the  Will  of  Mr.  Craven  is  given  in  the 
notice  prefixed  to  his  correspondence — the  concluding  paragraphs 
of  that  document,  accidentally  omitted,  are  equally  worthy  of 
insertion. 

EXTRACT  >ROM  THE  WILL  OF  RICHARD  KEPPEL  CRAVEN,  ESQ., 

Dated  20th  March,  1839. 

"  If  I  die  at  my  country  seat,  at  Penta,  I  request  that  I  may 
be  buried  there,  in  any  part  of  the  garden  or  grounds  that  Don 
Andrea  Pasquini  may  select,  in  a  vault  which  he  shall  have  con- 
structed for  that  express  purpose ;  and  if  I  die  on  any  other  spot 
— save  the  two  above  mentioned,  1  request  that  I  may  be  interred 
as  near  the  place  of  my  decease,  as  circumstances  will  allow. 

"  And  I  must  particularly  enjoin  and  desire  that  my  body  may 
be  laid  out  and  prepared  for  sepulture  by  my  own  servants,  and 
not  by  the  hands  or  the  assistance  of  any  professional  or  hired 
undertaker ;  and  that  it  shall  not  be  closed  in  its  coffin,  or  borne 
to  its  last  resting  place,  till  such  operation  is  sanctioned  by  the 
personal  inspection  and  approval  of  a  physician." 

No.  3. 

MRS.  FITZHERBERT'S  MARRIAGE  WITH  THE 

PRINCE  REGENT  SOLEMNIZED  BY 

A  CATHOLIC  PRIEST. 

The  controversy  respecting  the  marriage  of  the  Prince  Regent 
with  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  and  the  part  taken  in  it  by  the  late  Lord 
Holland,  are  very  ably  commented  on,  and  much  new  light  is 
thrown  on  the  subject  in  the  following  notice : — 

"  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  case  involves  these  two  questions :     First 
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— Did  any  marriage  ceremony  take  place  between  that  lady  and 
the  Prince  of  Wales  ?  Secondly,  was  that  ceremony  sufficient 
to  constitute  a  valid  marriage  according  to  the  doctrine  of  the 
Catholic  Church  of  which  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  was  a  member  ? 

"  First,  that  a  marriage  ceremony  did  take  place  between  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert  and  the  Prince  cannot  be  doubted.  Lord  Holland 
says  that  the  manifest  repugnance  of  the  Prince  to  marry  the 
Duchess  of  Brunswick  '  was  attributed  by  many  at  the  time  to 
remorse  at  the  recollection  of  a  similar  ceremony  which  had 
passed  between  him  and  Mrs.  Fitzherbert.'  The  subsequent  con- 
duct of  all  parties,  and  the  treatment  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  by  all 
branches  of  the  royal  family,  even  when  separated  from  the  Prince, 
have  long  since  confirmed  the  suspicion.  In  truth,  that  there 
was  such  a  ceremony  is  now  (I  transcribe  my  narrative  in  1836) 
not  matter  of  conjecture  or  inference,  but  of  history.  Documents 
proving  it  (long  in  the  possession  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  family) 
have  been  since  June,  1833,  actually  deposited  by  agreement 
between  the  executors  of  George  IV.  (the  Duke  of  Wellington 
and  Sir  William  Knighton),  and  the  nominees  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert 
(Lord  Albemarle  and  Lord  Stourton),  at  Coutt's  bank,  in  a  sealed 
box  bearing  this  superscription — «  The  property  of  the  Earl  of 
Albemarle ;  but  not  to  be  opened  by  him  without  apprizing  the 
Duke  of  Wellington,'  or  words  to  that  purport' — Vol  IL  p.  p. 
123, 124. 

"  The  circumstances  which  induced  the  Prince  to  hazard  the 
desperate  step  of  marrying  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  are  thus  explained 
by  Lord  Holland  (pp.  125-6).  c  In  1784,  or  early  in  1785,  the 
Prince  of  Wales  was  so  deeply  enamoured  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert 
that  he  was  ready  to  make  any  sacrifice  to  obtain  from  that  ladv 
favours  which  she,  either  from  indifference  or  scruple,  persisted 
in  refusing  him.  He  did  not  conceal  his  passion,  nor  Aw  despair 
at  her  leaving  England  for  the  Continent.' 

"  Second,  was  the  ceremony  which  took  place  between  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert  and  the  Prince  of  Wales  sufficient  to  constitute  a  valid 
marriage  in  the  opinion  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  and  according  to  the 
doctrine  of  the  Catholic  Church  of  which  she  was  a  member? 
Those  who  believe  that  the  lady  was  actuated  by  conscientious 
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and  virtuous  motives  in  insisting  on  the  ceremony,  will  have  no 
difficulty  in  answering  the  question,  and  Mr.  Fox  bears  the 
highest  testimony  to  her  character  in  his  letter  to  the  Prince. 
'  With  respect  to  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,'  he  says,  '  she  is  a  person 
with  whom  I  have  scarcely  the  honour  of  being  acquainted,  but 
I  hear  from  everybody  that  her  character  is  irreproachable,  and 
her  manners  most  amiable.'  Yet  he  declares  in  the  very  next 
paragraph,  '  If  I  were  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  father  or  brother,  I 
would  advise  her  not  by  any  means  to  agree  to  it  (the  marriage), 
and  to  prefer  any  other  species  of  connection  with  you,  to  one 
leading  to  so  much  misery  and  mischief.'  We  regret  that  Lord 
Holland  has  thought  proper  to  publish  this  letter  of  his  uncle,  for 
it  certainly  leaves  a  stain  on  the  memory  of  that  great  man. 

"  Lord  Holland  asserts  that  it  was  not  at  Mrs.  Fitzherbert *s 
request,  but  at  the  Prince's  own  and  earnest  solicitations  that  any 
ceremony  was  resorted  to.  According  to  his  lordship,  the  lady 
was  quite  of  Mr.  Fox's  opinion,  that  any  other  species  of  con- 
nection would  have  been  preferable  to  marriage.  She  decidedly 
preferred  respectable  concubines. 

"  The  exact  date  and  circumstances,"  Lord  Holland  informs 
us,  "  of  that  ceremony  between  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  and  the  Prince 
have  not  come  to  my  knowledge,  but  the  account  given  of  some 
part  of  the  transaction  by  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  herself  to  a  friend  of 
mine,  a  man  of  strict  veracity,  is  curious,  and  I  believe  correct 
It  was  at  the  Prince's  own  earnest  and  repeated  solicitations,  not 
at  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  request,  that  any  ceremony  was  resorted  to. 
She  knew  it  to  be  invalid  in  law ;  she  thought  it  nonsense,  and 
told  the  Prince  so.  In  proof  that  such  had  been  her  uniform 
opinion,  she  adduced  a  very  striking  circumstance,  namely,  that 
no  ceremony  by  a  Roman  Catholic  priest  took  place  at  all,  the 
most  obvious  method  of  allaying  her  scruples,  had  she  had  any. 
I  believe,  therefore,  she  spoke  with  truth  when  she  frankly 
owned  *  that  she  had  given  herself  up  to  him,  exacted  no  condi- 
tions, trusted  to  his  honour,  and  set  no  value  on  the  ceremony, 
which  he  insisted  on  being  solemnized?  It  was  performed  by  an 
English  clergyman.  A  certificate  was  signed  by  him  and 
attested  by  two  witnesses,  both,  I  believe,  Catholic  gentlemen, 
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and  one  a  near  relation  to  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  Mr.  Errington* 
Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  from  mixed  feelings  of  fear  and  generosity,  tore 
off  the  names  of  the  witnesses  at  some  subsequent  period,  lest 
they  should  by  possibility  be  involved  in  any  legal  penalties  for 
being  present  at  an  illegal  transaction.  Before  George  the 
Fourth's  accession  to  the  throne,  or,  as  I  believe,  his  appoint- 
ment to  the  Regency,  the  clergyman  was  dead  (for  it  was  not, 
as  often  surmised,  Parson  Johnes,  who  married  them),  and  his 
name,  I  understand,  remains  annexed  to  the  instrument  purport- 
ing to  be  a  register  or  certificate  of  the  ceremony.  If  any  cor- 
roboration were  necessary  to  substantiate  facts  of  which  such 
proofs  are  extant,  and  to  which  there  are  so  many  unexception- 
able testimonies,  it  would  be  found  in  the  behaviour  of  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert  on  many  subsequent  occasions,  and  in  the  uniform 
respect  and  attention  which  she  has  received  from  nearly  all  the 
branches  of  the  royal  family." — Vol.  ii.  pp.  140-2. 

"  What  a  pity  it  is  that  Lord  Holland  has  concealed  the  name  of 
his  friend,  who  was  a  man  of  such  strict  veracity. 

"  What  was  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  conduct  as  soon  as  she  heard  that 
her  marriage  with  the  Prince  had  been  denied  by  Mr.  Fox  ?  Was 
it  that  of  a  scarlet  woman,  who  *  had  given  herself  up  to  him, 
exacted  no  conditions,  trusted  to  his  honour,  and  set  no  value  on 
the  ceremony  which  he  insisted  on  having  solemnized?9  She 
would  not  believe  those  who  told  her  that  the  Prince  had  autho- 
rized Fox  to  deny  his  marriage  until  she  was  shown  the  news- 
paper in  which  his  speech  was  reported.  The  moment  she  read 
it  she  fell  into  violent  hysterics,  from  which  she  was  with 
difficulty  recovered.  The  Prince  found  her  in  a  flood  of  tears, 
and  when  he  enquired  the  cause  she  pointed  to  the  newspaper. 
He  assured  her  that  he  had  never  denied  his  marriage,  that  he 
had  never  authorized  Mr.  Fox  to  make  such  a  statement.  The 
lady  told  him  that  there  was  but  one  way  in  which  the  injury  she 
had  received  could  be  repaired  and  her  honour  vindicated,  and 
this  was  to  have  the  statement  of  Mr.  Fox  publicly  contradicted 
in  parliament  on  the  authority  of  the  Prince.  He  endeavoured 
in  vain  to  appease  her  anger  by  any  other  means ;  in  vain  he 
represented  to  her   the  ruin  which  must  ensue  if  he  publicly 


APPENDIX.  505 

avowed  his  marriage  with  a  Catholic.  But  the  lady  was  inex- 
orable ;  she  insisted  that  the  contradiction  should  be  immediately 
and  publicly  made,  and  the  Prince  was  obliged  to  comply.  She 
would  never  afterwards  speak  to  Fox,  or  remain  in  the  same 
company  with  him. 

"  Lord  Holland  says  that  it  is  a  striking  circumstance  that  no 
ceremony  by  a  Roman  Catholic  priest  took  place  at  all,  the  most 
obvious  method  of  allaying  her  scruples,  had  she  any.  The 
meaning  of  this  is,  that  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  felt  no  scruple  in  living 
with  a  man  who  was  not  her  husband.  No  one  has  ever  doubted 
that  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  was  a  sincere  Catholic — that  she  believed 
the  teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church,  which  declares  all  fornica- 
tion to  be  a  sin,  hateful  and  abominable  in  the  eyes  of  the  God  of 
purity  and  holiness.  The  meanest  and  most  degraded  member 
of  the  Catholic  Church  could  not,  without  abandoning  her  teach- 
ing, embrace  the  hateful  doctrine  which  Lord  Holland  attributes 
to  a  lady  of  unimpeachable  character. 

"  Had  Lord  Holland  not  been  as  ignorant  of  the  teaching  of  the 
Catholic  Church  regarding  matrimony,  as  on  the  subject  of  im- 
morality, he  would  not  have  been  guilty  of  the  absurdity  of 
making  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  adduce  to  prove  her  own  infamy,  a 
striking  circumstance,  which  it  is  simply  impossible  that  she 
could  have  used  for  the  purpose  mentioned  by  his  lordship.  The 
marriage  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  with  the  Prince  did  not  take  place 
in  a  hurried  manner.  They  both  had  ample  time  for  delibera- 
tion. There  were  present  at  the  ceremony  two  Catholic  gentle- 
men, one  of  whom,  Mr.  Errington,  was  a  near  relation  of  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert's.  The  lady  herself  was  intelligent  and  well- 
informed  in  everything  which  concerned  her  religious  profession. 
It  is,  therefore,  utterly  impossible  that  she  should  have  been 
ignorant  of  a  matter  which  so  nearly  concerned  herself,  as  the 
validity  of  her  own  marriage.  Now  the  presence  of  a  Catholic 
priest  neither  is  at  present,  nor  was  it  ever  necessary  in  England, 
to  render  the  marriage  contract  valid,  when  it  takes  place 
between  a  Protestant  and  a  Catholic.  This  is  no  mystery,  but  a 
plain  fact,  which  is  known  to  every  priest  without  exception,  and 
to  every  Catholic  layman  of  the  smallest  information.     It  is  a 
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matter  which  has  never  changed — at  no  period  was  the  presence 
of  a  priest  required  when  one  of  the  contracting  parties  was  a 
Protestant  How,  therefore,  could  such  a  false  impression  have 
got  into  Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  head  ?  It  is  equally  certain  that  the 
marriage  of  the  Prince  with  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  which  took  place 
before  a  minister  of  the  Church  of  England  and  two  witnesses, 
was  not  only  valid  in  the  estimation  of  that  lady,  and  of  every 
member  of  the  Catholic  Church,  but  moreover,  the  mode  of 
celebration  was  the  very  best,  and  most  prudent  which  could 
have  been  adopted  under  the  circumstances."* 


No.  4. 
OFFICIAL  DOCUMENTS 

Relating  to  Charges  of  Cruelties  alleged  to  have  been  practised 
by  Captain  George  Maclean  in  the  administration  of  his 
office  of  President  of  the  Council  of  Cape  Coast  Castle. 

Extracts  from  a  Letter  of  J.  J.  H.  Burgoyne,  Esq.  (late  of 
Cape  Coast),  to  James  Stephen,  Esq. 

"  London,  September  21,  1837. 

"Sib, 

"  Without  one  exception,  every  English  merchant  on  that 
coast  (Cape  Coast  Castle)  was  possessed  of  a  retinue  of  *  pawns9 
or  slaves :  and  from  persons  under  the  latter  denomination,  Mr. 
Maclean,  the  president  himself,  sold  into  the  Dutch  Batavian 
service,  contary  to  his  will  and  inclination,  a  man  named  '  Coffee 
Sam,'  and  was  possessed,  moreover,  of  several  other  natives  as 
'pawns,'  who  served  him  in  a  variety  of  domestic  purposes. 

"  Corporal  punishments  of  an  inhuman  description  have  been 
repeatedly  inflicted  during  my  residence  on  the  coast  upon 
natives,  on  account  of  their  owing  debts  to  merchants,  and  for 
other  trivial  offences,  for  which  chains  and  imprisonment  too  were 
uniformly  their  portion :  and,  in  one  instance,  the  death  of  aa 
unhappy  victim  ensued  within  twelve  hours  after  a  corporal 
punishment  of  five  hundred  lashes,  which  had  been  inflicted  oo 
•  The  Dublin  Reviews,  Oct  1864. 
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the  sole  responsibility  of  Mr.  Maclean  himself  (Quabino,  a  slave 
of  Mr.  Hanson.) 

"  Vessels  engaged  in  the  Slave  Trade,  under  the  flags  of  Spain 
and  Portugal,  have  frequently  anchored  at  Cape  Coast  Castle, 
during  my  sojourn  there ;  the  masters  received  from  the  very 
fort  the  articles  of  merchandise  that  were  requisite  for  the  pro- 
secution of  the  traffic  in  which  they  were  engaged,  and  those 
masters  were  accommodated  in  the  apartments  of  the  President 
himself. 

"  Wretched  slaves,  who,  flying  from  the  cruelty  of  savage 
owners  in  different  neighbouring  states,  have  thrown  themselves 
upon  the  protection  of  chiefs  friendly  to  the  British,  Mr. 
Maclean  made  a  uniform  practice  of  causing  to  be  delivered  up ; 
with  respect  to  which  system  (so  directly  in  opposition  to  the 
commands  conveyed  in  Lord  Bathurst's  circular,  despatched  the 
31st  of  December,  1825),  I  am  in  possession  of  documents  in  the 
hand-writing  of  Mr.  Maclean,  which  prove  of  themselves  how 
invariably  he  pursued  it :  in  one  of  which  documents  that  gen- 
tleman says, '  I  have  received  the  two  runaway  slaves  that  you 
wrote  to  me  about ;  the  man  slave  has  been  redeemed  and  the 
money  paid  for  him ;  the  woman  slave  I  now  send  by  the  mes- 
sengers.' And  that  wretched  woman  slave  was  put  to  death  by 
the  savage  chief  to  whom  she  belonged,  on  the  instant  of  her  ar- 
rival at  Coomasie ! 

"  Mr.  President  Maclean,  assisted  in  his  judicial  office  solely 
by  the  merchants  composing  the  Council,  of  which  he  was  the 
head,  I  have  known  to  condemn  natives  *to  death ;  which  condem- 
nation has  been  executed  without  any  reference  whatever  to  the 
authorities,  either  at  Sierra  Leone  or  in  England. 

"  A  mulatto  man,  named  Graves,  committed  a  murder  at  the 
British  settlement  of  Commendale  in  1836,  by  cruelly  beating 
one  of  his  slaves,  and  afterwards  suffocating  him  with  burned 
peppers.  Graves  was  brought  before  Mr.  Maclean,  the  Presi- 
dent, and  the  Council,  at  Cape  Coast  Castle ;  but  a  reference  in 
his  case  to  the  authorities  at  Sierra  Leone  would  have  formed  a 
dangerous  precedent,  and  might  perchance  have  thrown  a  light 
upon  the  death  of  poor  Quabino,  Mr.  Maclean's  own  victim ;  so 
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Graves  was  liberated  after  a  short  confinement,  which  he  was 
informed  he  underwent  on  account  of  certain  debts  that  he  owed  to 
English  merchants  of  Cape  Coast,  and  not  for  having  caused  the 
death  of  his  slave !  1 ! 

"  1  have  the  honour  to  be, 
"  &c,  &c,  &c, 

(Signed)  "J.  J.  H.  BtrBGoraE." 

Affidavit  of  Sergeant  Hobbs. 

"The  Affidavits  forwarded  to  England  by  Mr.  Gedge,  as  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace,  to  the  Colonial  Office,  and  to  the  African 
Committee,  set  forth,  that  Quabino  was,  on  a  certain  day,  tied 
over  a  three-pounder  field-piece,  by  order  of  Mr.  Maclean,  out- 
side  of  the  fort  of  British  Accra,  where  (Mr.  Maclean  stand- 
ing by)  he,  Quabino,  received  first  300  lashes ;  that  after  this 
a  fresh  cat  was  obtained  from  Mr.  Bannerman's,  and  200  lashes 
more  inflicted.  From  the  said  place  of  punishment,  he  (Quabino) 
was  conveyed  to  a  cell,  where  at  day-light,  on  the  very  next 
morning,  he  was  found  lying  on  his  face,  dead" 

Affidavit  of  Henry  Pocock. 

"  One  of  the  Buglars,  who  inflicted  the  lashes,  and  who  swears 
to  their  number  (500),  also  testifies  to  having  seen  Quabino  dead 
on  the  following  morning. 

"  The  other  Buglar,  who  assisted  at  the  punishment,  stated  the 
same  facts,  and  was  about  to  be  examined  on  oath  respecting 
them  by  Mr.  Gedge,  as  a  magistate,  when  Mr.  Maclean  having 
heard  of  his  (Gedge's)  intention,  confined  Paine  in  the  guard- 
room of  the  Castle,  and  there  left  him  for  weeks." 

Affidavit  of  Thomas   P.   Grant,  of  Annamboe,  a  British 
Merchant 

"  A  merchant  at  Annamboe  declared,  on  oath,  that  he  had  seen 
the  punishment  inflicted ;  that  Maclean  was  present  and  directed 
the  punishment :  that  on  the  following  morning,  he  saw  the  same 
man  (Quabino)  dead :  that  a  kind  of  coroner's  inquest  assembled 
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to  view  the  body ;  that  of  this  jury  he  was  a  member ;  that 
neither  himself  nor  any  of  the  others  were  sworn;  that  they 
entered  on  the  face  of  the  proceedings  a  verdict  of — 'Dead  from 
suffocation,'  and  this  without  re-assembling;  other  proceedings 
were  drawn  up,  and  signed  by  the  said  members,  he  signing  as 
well  as  the  rest;  these  last  proceedings  (which  he  declared,  on 
oath,  he  never  even  read)  recorded  an  altered  verdict  of — €  Died 
by  poison;'  and  that  no  evidence  of  the  wretched  Quabino's 
having  taken  poison  had  ever  been  adduced  to  justify  this  last 
verdict;  he  had  no  other  reason  why  he  consented  to  either  verdict, 
than  because  he  was  told  by  Ridley  (the  foreman  and  Coroner) 
that  it  was  '  all  right' 

Extract  of  a  Letter  from  George  Maclean  to  the  Committee  of 
Merchants. 

«  London,  Oct  14,  1837. 

"  Gentlemen, 

"I  shall  now  proceed  to  notice  and  refute,  seriatim,  the 
several  accusations  contained  in  Mr.  Burgoyne's  letter,  accusa- 
tions I  may  say,  which  as  yet  are  unsupported  by  proof:  for  the 
few  documents  of  which  Mr.  Burgoyne  has  furnished  copies, 
prove  little  or  nothing,  even  if  taken  in  the  perverted  sense  in 
which  he  affects  to  understand  them.  *  *  *  * 

"  I  observe  that  the  character  assumed  by  Mr.  Burgoyne,  in 
bringing  forward  his  charges,  is  that  of  champion  of  the  '  deeply 
injured  and  opressed  race'  of  Africans  on  the  Gold  Coast.  Now 
it  will  be  readily  admitted,  that  the  previous  conduct  of  a  person 
appearing  in  such  a  character,  ought  to  be  able  to  bear  the  strictest 
scrutiny,  and  that  his  motives  ought  to  be  above  suspicion.  At 
present,  I  shall  only  touch  on  Mr.  Burgoyne's  character  as  an 
officer ;  and  I  think  that  not  only  your  records,  but  those  of  the 
Colonial  Office  and  Horse  Guards  will  bear  me  out  in  saying,  that 
his  conduct  has  not  been  such  as  to  entitle  him  to  the  favourable 
notice  of  any  department  of  Government  A  reference  to  the 
records  of  the  Horse  Guards,  will  shew,  that  when  a  Lieutenant 
in  the  33d  regiment,  Mr.  Burgoyne  was  tried  by  a  General  Court 
Martial,  and  cashiered  by  the  sentence  of  that  Court :  that  when, 


510  APPENDIX. 

by  the  clemency  of  the  Commander-in-Chief,  he  was  reinstated 
in  his  rank,  though  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the  list  of  Lieutenants 
of  the  93d  regiment,  he  was  obliged  to  leave  the  army  after  serving 
some  time,  receiving  the  value  of  his  commission.  I  now  pro- 
ceed, as  I  proposed,  to  reply  to  his  charges  seriatim. 

"  First, — I  am  accused  of  having  wantonly,  or,  at  least,  by  an 
undue  severity,  caused  the  death  of  a  native  at  Accra,  named 
Quabino,  inasmuch  as  I,  by  my  own  sole  authority,  caused  50U 
lashes  to  be  inflicted  upon  him,  in  consequence  of  which  he  died 
in  twelve  hours  thereafter. 

"  It  will  scarcely  be  believed  that  the  occurrence  misrepre- 
sented by  Mr.  Burgoyne  in  every  particular,  actually  took  place 
two  years  before  he  arrived  in  the  country,  and  that  conse- 
quently he  could  know  nothing  of  the  matter,  save  what  he  might 
have  heard  from  vague  report,  as  might  be  expected  under  such 
circumstances ;  the  charge  is  false  in  almost  every  particular.  It 
is  false,  that  I '  on  my  own  authority  ordered  the  man  alluded  to 
to  be  punished.'  It  is  false,  '  that  he  received  500  lashes.'  It  is 
false,  utterly  false,  that  he  '  was  punished  with  undue  severity,* 
or  that '  he  died  in  conseqence  of  such  punishment' 

"  I  am  enabled  to  produce  an  official  document  adressed.by 
Mr.  Gedge  himself  to  you,  gentlemen,  (of  a  date  long  subse- 
quent to  that  of  the  proceedings  in  question),  wherein  he  repu- 
diates in  the  strongest  terms  the  whole  of  those  proceedings, 
expresses  his  deep  regret  that  he  should  have  been  unwarily 
led  by  Mr.  Burgoyne  to  institute  them,  and  states,  in  fine,  that 
subsequent  inquiries  had  fully  and  generally  satisfied  him  that 
no  grounds  whatever  existed  for  the  accusation  attempted  to  be 
got  up  against  me,  But  further,  I  will  presently  show  that  Mr. 
Burgoyne  did,  in  subsequent  letters  to  the  president  and  council, 
express  himself  in  nearly  similar  terms,  in  which  he  fully  ac- 
quitted me,  not  only  of  the  charges  in  question,  but  of  all  or 
nearly  all  of  the  other  charges,  which  he  now  for  the  vilest  of 
purposes  thinks  proper  to  revive,  in  a  country  where  he  deems 
his  own  character  unknown,  and  where  he,  perhaps,  thinks  it 
will  be  difficult  to  disprove  his  reckless  allegations.     After  what 
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has  been  already  stated,  I  need  scarcely  add,  that  the  documents 
called  *  affidavits,'  were  papers  drawn  up  by  Mr.  Burgoyne  him- 
self, and  assented  to  by  these  men  (who  being  ignorant  of  their 
contents,  and  not  being  Christians,  could  not  make  *  affidavits' 
of  such)  through  fear ;  at  least,  they  afterwards  came  to  me,  re- 
questing to  be  made  acquainted  with  the  substance  of  those 
documents,  and  expressing  their  readiness  and  wishes  to  swear 
to  any  counteracting  statements  which  I  might  think  proper  to 
draw  up ;  to  which  offer  I,  of  course,  paid  no  attention. 

"  I  trust  you  will  be  of  opinion  that  this,  Mr.  Burgoyne's  first 
charge,  is  sufficiently  answered. 

"  Second, — Mr.  Burgoyne's  second  charge  is, €  that  a  system  of 
pawning'  the  natives,  and  thence  of  coercive  labour,  prevails  on 
the  Gold  Coast 

"  The  prevalence  of  this  system,  even  if  there  were  (which 
there  is  not)  anything  morally  wrong  or  illegal  in  it,  cannot  be 
charged  against  the  government  of  Cape  Coast  Castle,  since  it 
has  prevailed  in  that  country  from  time  immemorial,  and  the 
local  government  possesses  neither  the  right  nor  the  power  to 
interfere  with  it  This  system  (which,  under  different  names 
and  modifications,  prevails  more  or  less  in  every  country  in  the 
world)  is  peculiarly  adapted  to  a  state  of  society  so  constituted  as 
that  on  the  Gold  Coast  of  Spain ;  and  Mr.  Burgoyne  might  as 
well  exclaim  against  the  system  of  apprenticeship  in  England,  as 
it  also  induces  a  system  of  coercive  labour. 

"  The  system  which  Mr.  Burgoyne  impotently  attempted  to 
make  a  handle,  in  order  to  excite  a  prejudice  in  this  country 
against  the  resident  merchants  on  the  Gold  Coast,  is  simply 
this ;  a  man  owes  a  debt,  perhaps,  which  is  utterly  out  of  his 
power  to  pay,  he  thereupon  applies  to  a  person  of  property,  and 
offers  to  serve  him  as  a  labourer  or  domestic  servant,  as  the  case 
may  be,  at  a  low  rate  of  wages,  provided  he  (the  person  of  pro- 
perty) will  pay  the  debt,  the  debtor  binding  himself  to  serve 
his  new  employer  until  he  shall  have  saved  enough,  or  other- 
wise acquired  property  sufficient  to  repay  the  sum  advanced 
on  his  own  account  But  his  master  has  no  more  power  over 
his  '  pawn,'  than  he  has  over  any  other  servant :  if  he  were  to 
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ill-use  him,  the  servant  has  only  to  apply  to  the  next  magistrate, 
and  the  master  would  at  once  be  punished;  or,  if  the  'pawn' 
is  dissatisfied  with  his  situation,  he  has  only  to  apply  to  any  one 
whom  he  would  prefer  as  his  master,  and  he  will,  in  nine  cases 
out  of  ten,  pay  his  debt  (which  the  former  master  is  obliged  to 
accept),  and  take  him  as  his  servant  Many  persons  become 
'pawns'  when  there  is  no  necessity  whatever  for  the  step, 
merely  for  the  purpose  of  securing  regular  and  steady  employ- 
ment In  short,  to  relieve  a  debtor  of  his  obligations  and  to 
accept  of  his  services  in  lieu  of  the  debt,  is  not  uncommon  I 
presume  in  England,  or  any  country  in  the  world  ;  and  the 
system  of  pawning  in  Africa  is  nothing  more  or  less — at  all 
events,  as  I  have  already  said,  the  local  government  is  not  an- 
swerable for  it 

"Mr.  Burgoyne  goes  on,  in  his  usual  reckless  manner,  to 
assert  that  natives  are  indiscriminately  flogged,  for  owing  sums 
of  money  to  the  merchants.  This  I  do  most  distinctly  and  fear- 
lessly deny ;  and  I  defy  Mr.  Burgoyne  to  produce  a  single  in- 
stance of  what  I  would  be  myself  the  first  to  denounce  as  gross 
and  wanton  cruelty.  Mr.  Burgoyne  alleges,  as  a  charge  against 
the  head  government,  what  he  must  or  ought  to  have  known  to 
be  utterly  destitute  of  foundation.  He  alleges,  namely,  that  I, 
assisted  by  the  council,  did  upon  our  own  authority,  try,  con- 
demn, and  execute  a  man  for  murder.  It  is  utterly  false  that 
we  ever  did  so,  in  any  one  instance.  The  case  alluded  to  by  Mr. 
Burgoyne,  you  will  find  in  our  despatches  of  the  12th  of  August, 
1834,  which  most  distinctly  prove  that  our  interference  in  that 
case  was  strictly  confined  within  the  limits  prescribed  by  your 
despatch  of  the  21st  January,  1835  :  to  see,  namely,  that  no  in- 
justice was  committed  towards  the  wretched  criminal  and  that 
he  did  not  suffer  unnecessary  torture,  or  cruelty,  which,  but  for 
such  interference,  would  most  certainly  have  been  practised. 
What  was  done,  was  done  in  the  face  of  day,  in  the  presence  of 
assembled  hundreds;  and  it  is  surprising  how  Mr.  Burgovne 
could  have  ventured  to  a  statement  so  capable  of  being  at  once 
and  most  completely  refuted. 

"I  have  frequently  known  her  Majesty's  cruisers  to  lie  at 
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anchor  at  Cape  Coast  roadstead,  along-side  of  vessels  which  both 
the  commander  of  the  former  and  myself  had  every  reason  to 
think  were  employed  in  the  slave  trade,  but  with  which  we  had 
no  power  to  interfere ;  but  when  I  could  interfere,  I  have 
always  shown  myself  zealous  and  anxious  to  do  so.  And  the 
report  of  more  than  one  of  the  commanders  of  Her  Majesty's 
ships  to  the  Admiralty,  will  show  that  my  exertions  in  that  cause 
have  been  unremitting,  and  not  in  vain* 

"  1  have  the  honour  to  be, 

"  Gentlemen,  &c, 
(Signed)  "  Geo.  Maclean." 

Extract  of  a  Letter  from  the  London  Committee  to  the  President 
and  Council  of  Government  at  Cape  Coast  Castle, 

«  21st  January,  1835. 

«  Upon  perusal  of  your  proceedings  in  Council  of  12th  Aug., 
1834,  we  observe  that  the  president  brought  under  your  consi- 
deration the  case  of  a  man  who  had  committed  murder,  and  then 
a  prisoner  in  Annamboe  Fort ;  and  it  was  agreed  that  the  mur- 
derer should  be  tried  by  the  native  authorities,  and  that  you 
should  only  interfere  in  so  far  as  to  prevent  injustice  and  in- 
humanity. 

"  We  conclude  that  the  criminal  was  found  guilty,  but  we  trust 
that  the  execution  of  the  sentence,  was  solely  in  the  hands  of  the 
natives,  and  that  you  took  no  responsibility  upon  yourselves. 
These  occurrences,  however,  although  they  may  be  perfectly 
proper,  expose  you  and  us  to  a  serious  responsibility,  and  it  is 
impossible  but  that  they  should  be  conducted  with  too  much 
caution. 

"  We  therefore  direct,  that  in  every  case  which  seems  in  the 
least  likely  to  affect  the  life  of  an  individual,  that  three  magis- 
trates may  be  present,  and  that  we  may  receive  a  certificate, 
signed  by  them,  that  they  had  been  present  during  the  whole  of 
the  trial,  that  to  the  best  of  their  opinion  the  judgment  of  the 
Pigmies  and  Cabooses  was  correct,  and  the  criminal  justly 
punished.     #     #     # 

Extracts  from  the  Proceedings  in  Council  at  Cape  Coast  Castle, 
the  llth  November,  1833. 
"  After  which,  he,  the  president  read  a  letter  which  he  had 
VOL.   II  L  L 
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received  from  Mr.  Hansen,  of  Accra,  soon  after  his  arrival  at 
that  place,  requesting  his  interference  in  recovering  some  of  his 
servants  who  had  escaped  from  prison,  and  who  had  made  them- 
selves over  to  the  fetish  in  a  village  in  Aquapino;  in  which 
letter  Mr.  Hanson  stated  that  he  had  applied  to  the  Danish 
government  to  recover  them,  but  without  effect 

"  The  president  stated  that  he  had  succeeded  in  bringing  them 
to  justice ;  that  one  of  them,  on  being  punished,  had  poisoned 
himself.  Upon  which  occurrence  taking  place,  the  president 
intimated  that  he  had  summoned  a  jury  of  all  the  gentlemen 
then  at  Accra  to  hold  an  inquest  on  the  body,  Commandant 
Ridley  being  coroner.     A  copy  of  the  coroner's  inquest  was  then 

read. 

"  Present, — Geo.  Maclean,  President ; — J.  Swanzy, 
R.  Roberts,  J.  Jackson,  Members" 

Letter  from  J.  Jackson,  Esq.,  of  Cape  Coast  Castle,  laid  before 
the  London  Committee. 

"Cape  Coast  Castle,  23rd  November,  1853. 

"  Gentlemen, 

"  The  public  mind  is  so  ill  satisfied  with  the  cause  of  the 
death  of  the  man  flogged  by  the  president  at  Accra,  in  October 
last — it  is  said  500  lashes,  and  died  in  a  close  and  loathsome  gaol 
in  less  than  twelve  hours  after  enduring  his  punishment — that  I 
think  it  my  duty  to  acquaint  you  therewith,  and  to  declare  my 
firm  persuasion,  a  fair,  full,  and  impartial  inquiry  cannot  be 
obtained  while  the  president  remains  in  authority  here ;  the  dread 
of  the  consequences  of  rendering  themselves  obnoxious  to  him — 
no  man  considering  himself  safe,  his  conduct  has  been  so  arbitrary 
— would  alone  suffice  to  restrain  them  from  giving  evidence. 
However,  it  is  not  of  this  subject  only  I  find  fault ;  and  as  I  am 
told  other  gentlemen  will  forward  to  England  the  particulars,  I, 
therefore,  will  no  longer  dwell  upon  it ;  but  of  his  tyrannical, 
arbitrary,  and  oppressive  proceedings  generally  I  complain,  in 
entire  disregard  of  the  Council,  as  stated  in  my  letter  addressed 
to  the  President  and  Council  in  July  last,  and  again  touched  upon 
in  that  of  the  23rd  of  September. 

"  That,  in  my  own   behalf,  and  in  behalf  of  the  natives  of 
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Africa,  I  entreat  your  consideration  of  the  matter,  with  the  view 
of  affording  us  protection,  restraining  the  President  within  the 
just  exercise  of  his  authority,  and,  I  hope,  restoring  the  conduct 
of  affairs  here,  as  they  were  originally  intended  by  his  Majesty's 
Government,  to  the  wholesome  management  of  a  council. 
"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c, 
(Signed)  "  J.  Jackson." 

"  London,  2nd  April,  1834. 

"  At  a  committee  held  this  day — 
The  committee  had  under  consideration  Mr.  Jackson's  letter  of 
the  23rd  November,  also  the  minute  of  council  on  the  11th  of 
the  same  month,  respecting  the  man  flogged  at  Accra,  when  Mr. 
Gibson  stated, — 

"  That  he  was  at  Cape  Coast  in  October,  and  until  the  early 
part  of  January,  and  also  was  at  Accra  both  before  and  after 
the  punishment :  that  the  subject  was  frequently  mentioned  in 
conversation  at  both  places,  and  the  general  opinion  was,  that 
the  man  did  not  die  from  the  flogging,  but  from  taking  poison. 
That  the  public  mind  did  not  appear  dissatisfied  with  the  inquiry 
that  had  taken  place ;  and  that  he  considered  Mr.  Maclean  a 
most  humane  and  able  man,  and  in  every  respect  highly  qualified 
for  his  office. 

(Signed)  "Timothy  Gibson." 

"  London,  5th  April,  1834. 

"The  committee  resumed  the  consideration  of  the  above- 
mentioned  'subject,  when  Captain  Longridge  of  the  'Prince 
Oscar,'  who,  they  had  been  informed  by  Mr.  Gibson,  was  present 
at  the  punishment,  and  was  one  of  the  members  of  the  inquest, 
attended  and  stated, — 

"  That  he  was  present  at  the  commencement  of  the  punish- 
ment, and  passed  again  before  it  was  finished ;  that  it  was  in- 
flicted with  a  cat  that  had  been  very  much  used,  so  that  it  had 
become  quite  soft:  that  the  man  received,  he  believes,  about 
250  lashes ;  that  the  punishment  did  not  exceed  that  which  he 
had  seen  inflicted  upon  a  schoolboy :  that  he  afterwards  saw  the 
man  walking  through  the  court-yard  of  the  Fort  to  the  prison, 
after  having  received  his  punishment     He  further  stated,  that  the 
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man  cried  out  at  the  early  part  of  the  punishment,  but  not  after- 
wards, while  he  attended :  That  the  Cabooses,  Pigmies,  and  chief 
men  of  the  place  attended  the  inquiry  upon  which  he  received 
his  sentence :  that  the  man  was  confined  during  the  night,  with 
about  twenty  others,  in  prison,  and  in  the  morning  was  found 
dead :  that  an  inquiry  was  held  by  Mr.  Ridley,  Commandant  of 
the  Fort — President,  Mr.  Fry,  M.C.,  Mr.  Hanson,  Mr.  Banner- 
man,  Mr.  Grant,  Mr.  Barnard,  and  Captain  Longridge,  who, 
after  hearing  the  evidence  of  the  other  prisoners,  gave  it  as 
their  opinion,  that  the  man  died  from  having  taken  poison. 

"  That  there  was  no  surgeon  at  Accra,  or  at  the  Danish  Fort. 
That  the  members  of  the  inquiry  were  not  sworn :  that  he  was 
not  aware  that  the  public  mind  was  at  all  dissatisfied  on  this 
subject  (Signed)         "J.  Longridge. * 

Copy  of  a  Letter  from   Sir   George  Grey  to  the  Committee  of 
Merchants  for  Superintending  the  Affairs  of  the  Gold  Coast 

"  Downing  Street,  4th  December,  1837. 
"  Gentlemen, 

"I  have  laid  before  Lord  Glenelg  your  letter  of  the  16th 
ultimo,  inclosing  various  documents,  in  answer  to  the  charges 
preferred  against  the  local  authorities  at  Cape  Coast  Castle  by 
Mr.  Burgoyne,  in  his  letters*  of  the  2nd,  16th,  21st,  and  25th 
September,  1837. 

"  After  fully  considering  the  statements  made  by  Mr.  Bur- 
goyne and  your  own,  and  Mr.  Maclean's  counter-statements, 
and  the  evidence  adduced  on  either  side,  Lord  Glenelg  has 
formed  the  following  conclusions,  which  his  Lordship  instructs 
me  to  communicate  to  you. 

"  First, — With  regard  to  the  case  of  Quabino,  Lord  Glenelg 
finds  that,  in  the  month  of  October,  1833,  Quabino,  a  native 
servant,  belonging  to  Mr.  Hanson,  a  British  subject,  residing 
under  the  protection  of  James'  Fort,  Accra,  was  punished  at 
that  place  by  flogging ;  that,  after  the  punishment,  he  was  com- 
mitted to  gaol ;  that  within  twelve  hours  of  his  commitment  he 
died ;  that  an  inquiry  was  held  by  seven  gentlemen,  of  whom 
the  Commandant  of  the  Fort  was  the  president,  into  the  cause 
of  Quabino's  death ;  that  the  members  of  the  Court  of  Inquiry 
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were  not  sworn ;  that  they  examined  the  fellow-prisoners  of  the 
deceased ;  that  the  court  formed  the  opinion  that  Quabino  died 
from  having  taken  poison ;  that  no  medical  examination  was  or 
could  have  been  made,  because  there  was  no  surgeon  at  Accra 
or  at  the  neighbouring  Danish  Fort;  that  this  transaction  en- 
gaged the  attention  of  your  predecessors,  who  received  the 
statement  of  Messrs.  Longridge,  Roberts,  and  Gibson  on  the 
subject,  and  from  their  concurrent  evidence  drew  the  conclusion 
that  the  punishment  of  Quabino  was  not  the  occasion  of  his 
death.  Notwithstanding  the  necessarily  imperfect  nature  of  the 
investigation,  owing  to  the  impossibility  of  medical  examination, 
Lord  Glenelg  sees  no  ground  sufficient  for  doubting  the  correct- 
ness of  this  conclusion.  At  the  same  time,  I  am  to  observe, 
that  it  does  not  appear  by  what  authority  of  law  the  punishment 
was  inflicted,  nor  to  what  extent  Mr.  Maclean  is  responsible  for 
that  sentence.  And  that  his  Lordship  is  of  opinion  that  the  in- 
fliction of  so  many  as  250  lashes  (the  number  assigned  by  Mr. 
Longridge)  was  a  measure  of  a  very  severe  nature,  in  de- 
fence of  which,  some  very  urgent  reason  ought  to  be  adducible. 
Lord  Glenelg,  therefore,  must  call  on  Mr.  Maclean  to  state  what 
was  the  offence  of  Quabino,  under  what  law  he  was  tried  for  it, 
and  by  whom  the  trial  was  conducted,  and  what  precautions,  if 
any,  may  have  been  taken  to  prevent  the  punishment  being 
urged  beyond  the  point  at  which  it  would  become  dangerous  to 
the  life  or  health  of  the  sufferer. 

"  Secondly, — Lord  Glenelg  cannot  regard  that  which  is  called 
in  these  papers  the  i  pawning  system,'  without  considerable 
doubt  as  to  its  propriety.  It  is,  in  effect,  that  of  engaging  to 
serve  an  employer  until  the  labourer  shall,  by  the  wages  of  his 
labour,  have  redeemed  any  debt  which  he  may  owe  to  the  per- 
son whom  he  undertakes  to  serve.  To  such  an  engagement 
there  can  be  no  valid  objection,  if  regard  be  had  merely  to  the 
abstract  justice  and  resonableness  of  conduct  It  is  simply  an 
agreement  to  pay  in  labour  a  debt  wtich  there  is  no  other  means 
of  liquidating ;  but  in  a  country  in  which  slavery  so  long  pre- 
vailed, contracts  of  this  kind  may  be  readily  made  a  pretext  for 
perpetuating,  under  a  new  name,  the  ancient  system ;  and  it  ap- 
pears, to  Lord  Glenelg  that  no  such  contract  ought  to  be  valid, 
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unless  made  for  some  short,  definite  period,  and  in  the  presence, 
and  with  the  consent,  of  some  magistrate,  who  should  be  respon- 
sible for  the  fairness  of  the  transaction. 

"  Thirdly, — Mr.  Maclean  would  appear  to  maintain  that,  upon 
the  Gold  Coast,  slavery  is  still  lawful.  If  his  reasoning  be,  that 
it  is  lawful  within  any  territory  in  the  Gold  Coast,  within  Her 
Majesty's  dominions,  this  is  a  very  serious  misconception.  Nothing 
can  be  more  complete  or  unequivocal  than  the  terms  in  which 
Parliament  has  provided  for  the  Abolition  of  Slavery  in  every 
part  of  Her  Majesty's  dominions. 

"  Fourthly, — The  restitution  of  fugitive  slaves  when  reclaimed 
by  the  neighbouring  chiefs,  is  a  practice  which  Mr.  Maclean 
admits,  and  vindicates  the  existence.  Without  undertaking  to 
say  that  the  defence  is  unsatisfactory,  it  appears  to  Lord  Glenelg 
that  the  practice  requires  a  more  ample  explanation  than  it  has 
yet  received.  Especially  it  is  necessary  to  state  on  what  grounds 
is  supposed  to  rest  the  legality  of  sending  any  person  from  a 
British  possession  into  a  foreign  country,  there  to  be  dealt  with 
as  a  slave ;  what  are  the  specific  evils  which  the  surrender  of 
these  persons  designed  to  obviate,  and  what  are  the  grounds  on 
which  it  is  apprehended  that  any  such  evils  would  result  from 
refusing  to  restore  them  into  slavery. 

"  Lord  Glenelg  further  directs  me  to  state,  that  subject  to  the 
preceding  remarks,  he  considers  the  answers  to  Mr.  Burgoyne's 
charges  as  entirely  satisfactory.  And  his  Lordship  regrets  that 
he  should,  however  unintentionally  on  his  part,  have  been  made 
the  channel  of  conveying  to  Mr.  Maclean  imputations  on  his 
character  at  once  so  injurious  and  so  unfounded. 

"  With  reference  to  your  suggestion  that  Rear- Admiral  Elliott 
should  be  instructed,  on  his  arrival  at  the  Gold  Coast,  to  enquire 
into  the  system  of  Government  pursued  by  Mr.  Maclean  during 
his  Presidency,  I  am  to  inform  you,  that  Lord  Glenelg  has  inti- 
mated his  opinion  to  the  Lords  Commissioners  of  the  Admiralty, 
that  such  an  enquiry  would  be  highly  satisfactory  if  it  can  be 
effected  without  inconvenience  to  the  naval  service  on  that 
station. 

"  I  am,  &c, 
(Signed)  "Geo.  Grei." 
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Letter  from  G.  Maclean,  Esq.,  to  the  Committee  of  Merchants,  $c. 

"  Craven  Hotel,  Craven  Street,  London, 
"  December  16,  1837. 
"  Gentlemen, 

"  *  #  #  The  additional  particulars  respecting  the  case  of 
the  man  Quabino,  called  for  by  Lord  Glenelg,  are  as  follow  : — 

"  The  crime,  or  rather  series  of  crimes  which,  subjected  him  to 
trial  and  punishment  were  singularly  aggravated,  and,  in  that 
country,  of  rare  occurrence.  In  the  month  of  March,  1833,  he 
with  three  accomplices  (all  in  the  employ  of  Mr.  Hanson)  planned 
and  executed  in  the  dead  of  night,  three  distinct  burglaries — two 
in  British,  and  one  in  Danish  Accra. 

"  In  the  commission  of  these  crimes  they  grossly  maltreated 
several  unprotected  women,  and  finally,  having  collected  all  the 
plunder  upon  which  they  could  lay  their  hands,  they  escaped  into 
the  mountainous  district  of  Aquapim ;  after  much  trouble  and 
expense  they  were  captured  in  the  month  of  May,  and  sentenced 
to  work  as  prisoners  until  the  amount  of  property  whereof  they 
had  robbed  their  victims  should  be  made  good,  as  well  as  a  sum 
of  money  in  the  shape  of  compensation  for  the  injuries  they  had 
inflicted  upon  the  sufferers. 

"  The  case  upon  this  occasion  was  heard  before  the  new  Com- 
mandant (the  late  Mr.  Ridley),  and  another  magistrate,  assisted  as 
is  usual,  by  several  of  the  Caboceers  or  head  men ;  and  the  latter, 
though  greatly  exasperated  against  the  prisoners,  agreed  to  the 
mode  of  punishment  above  stated  as  affording  the  only  means 
whereby  the  unfortunate  sufferers  could  receive  reparation  of 
their  losses.  The  four  prisoners  had  not  been  confined  two  weeks 
in  pursuance  of  this  sentence,  when  they  contrived  to  break  out 
of  prison  during  the  night-time,  and  having  committed  a  fresh 
burglary  in  British  Accra,  they  again  escaped  into  Aquapim, 
taking  care,  however,  upon  this  occasion,  to  take  refuge  with  the 
fetish  or  priests,  &c.  •  #  #  • 

"The  Aquapims  persisted  in  their  refusal  to  surrender  the 
fugitives,  whereupon  I  despatched  a  force  fully  adequate  to  the 
object  in  view,  with  strict  injunctions  to  confine  itself  to  the  par- 
ticular service  on  which  it  was  sent,  viz.,  to  secure  and  bring  to 
Accra  the  four  criminals. 
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"  This  service,  after  considerable  trouble  and  difficulty,  was 
accomplished.  But  it  ought  here  to  be  mentioned  that  the  man 
Quabino,  whose  death  occurred  subsequently,  attempted,  when 
he  saw  his  capture  was  inevitable,  to  commit  suicide  by  hanging 
himself,  which  he  had  nearly  accomplished,  when  discovered  by 
the  sergeant  of  the  party,  to  whom  he  thus  declared  'that  his 
master  should  never  get  another  day's  work  out  of  him.* 

"  Such  were  the  circumstances  under  which  the  four  prisoners 
were  brought  before  myself  and  another,  and  the  Caboceers  of 
Accra,  when  the  extreme  atrocity  of  the  crimes  committed  by  the 
prisoners  in  the  first  instance,  joined  to  their  prison  breaking  and 
subsequent  burglary,  led  to  an  unanimous  sentence  on  the  part  of 
the  judges  that  they  should  be  severely  whipped  in  different  parts 
of  the  town,  as  well  for  the  sake  of  example,  as  to  show  the 
inhabitants  generally,  that,  under  no  circumstances,  could  such 
atrocious  criminals  escape  from  merited  punishment  To  obviate 
the  possibility  of  danger  to  the  lives  or  health  of  the  criminals 
from  the  severity  of  the  punishment,  previously  to  the  execution 
of  the  sentence,  I  directed  Mr.  Mark  Clelland  (a  young  man  who 
had  formerly  been  attached  to  the  army  medical  department,  and 
had  often  attended  military  punishments  when  the  King's  troops 
were  in  the  country),  to  attend  the  punishment  of  the  prisoners, 
and  to  stop  it  whenever  he  saw  the  slightest  cause,  my  orders 
being,  that  they  were  not  to  be  so  severely  punished  as  to  pre- 
vent their  speedily  resuming  their  work  as  labourers.  When 
Mr.  Clelland  made  his  report  to  me,  after  the  punishment  of  the 
man  Quabino,  and  when  I  inquired  whether  he  was  so  much 
hurt  as  to  require  medical  treatment,  he  assured  me  that  he  re- 
quired no  extraordinary  attention  or  treatment  whatever :  and 
having  seen  the  man  myself,  I  can  with  truth  declare,  that  he 
had  been  very  slightly  punished;  indeed,  so  slightly,  as  to 
justify  the  words  of  Captain  L.,  one  of  the  witnesses,  *  That 
he  had  seen  a  schoolboy  more  severely  flogged.'  •  •  • 
*  *  *  "Ihave,&a, 

(Signed)  "  Geo.  Maclean." 
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